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LA PBINCESSE D'ELIDE. 

COM^DEE-BALLET. 



THE PKINCESS OF ELIS. 

A COMEDY-BALLET IN FIVE ACTS. 
(the oriainal partly in prose and partly in verse.) 

8th May 1664. 



III. 



INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 



In the month of May 1664, Louis XIV. entertained the Queen-mother, 
Anne of Austria, and his own wife, Maria Theresa, with a brilliant and 
samptuous f^te at Versaillea It began on the 7th, and lasted a whole 
week. The duke de Saint- Aignan was commissioned to superintend 
the arrangements; and the plan he adopted was suggested by the 
materials which he discovered in the 6th and 7th cantos of Ariosto's 
epic poem, Orlando Furioso, which describe the sojourn of Rogero in the 
isle and palace of the enchantress Alcina. The king was Rogero, whilst 
the princes and courtiers personified the other characters mentioned 
in the poem. We shall give a description of this fCte farther on. 

In this f6t€, the second day was distinguished by the representation 
of The PrinceM of Elis ; and subsequent days saw the production of 
The Bores, The Forced Marriage, and the first tliree acts of Tartnffe. 
For their services on this occasion, Moliere*s troupe received the sum of 
4,000 livres. 

The Princess of Elis, a comedy-ballet, was intended to represent the 
rtruggle between the affections of the male and female sex, — a struggle 
in which victory often remains with the one who seems the farthest 
from obtaining it. Shakespeare has also attempted to sketch this strife^ 
in Much ado about Nothing, in As You like it, and in A Midaummer 
Nights Dream, 

Moliere composed this comedy-ballet at the special request of the 
king ; and it was conceived in a romantic vein suitable to the character 
of the f6te. The author^s natural flow of wit and humour was 
checked by the necessity of accommodating himself to the con- 
ventionalities of courtly propriety ; and it must be admitted iluvt 
Moliere mingled a good deal of water with his wine, in ortler to 
please the fastidious palates of the courtiers. Ho borrowed his sub- 
ject from Moreto's Spanish comedy, El Desden con el Desden (Scorn 
for Scorn). The idea is pretty, and there is abundiuit room for the 
development of plot and passion ; but the genius of the adapter was 
cramped, and The Princess of Elis is certainly not one of his happiest 
efforts. He has narrowed, rather than improved upon, the treatment of 
Moreto; he has blunted the edge of the Spaniard's keenness, and, 
taking the situations almost too punctiliously, has rendered them 
hare and barren. He transports the scene to Elis ; and the Count of 
Urgel, the Prince of Beam, the Count of Foix, are disguised under the 
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Princes of Ithaca, Pylos, and Messena. He wai* hiiiTied in his work ; and, 
almost as if himself ci-aving for relief from an unwelcome mcxMl, he 
created and sustained the character of the fool Moron, — a coward who 
gives good advice, and is, on the whole, not unlike Butler's Hudibras. 

The piece was again produeeil in July of the same year at FontAine- 
bleau, before the Pope's Legate ; and in November and December, it 
liad a nm of twenty-five days at the theatre c)f the Palais- lloyal. It 
undoubtedly hit the mark with some amongst Moliere's contemporaries 
whose tastes were similar to those of the c<)urt. As an ephemeral pro- 
duction, therefore, designed for a temporary puqxxse, it may be held 
to have been successfid. 

James Miller wrote a play called Thi Univerml Passion, acted at the 
Theatre, Dniry I^-ine, on the 28th of February 1737, which consists 
of Shakesjieare's Mtfc/t ado about Nothing, and Mt>li6re's Princess of Eli s. 
He acknowledges his obligations to Shake8])eare, but does not s<ay any- 
thing about the Fixiuch dramatist. In the dedication of The Universal 
Passion to Frederick Frankland, Esq., it is stated, that " the strict Regard 
I have had to Decency and good manners ... is the i)rincipal Merit 
. . . the World is at present happily inclined to support wliat is pro- 
duced with tliat Intention." The Prologue, spoken by Mr Gibber, harps 
on the same string, and ends thus : 

" IFowe'er, this Merit ho at least can claim, 
That sacred Decency'H his constant Aim ; 
There's nought but wliat an Anchoret might hear. 
No Sentence that can wound the chastest Elar . . . 
To your Protection Shakuspoar's Offspring take, 
And save the Orj^han for the Father's Sake." 

Miller's borrowings from Moliere are given in the Appendix. 

George Hyde wrote Lov^s Victorif ; or, the Sclioolfor Pride, a. comedy 
in five acts, founded on the Spanish of Moreto, and performed at 
Covent-Garden, November 16, 1825. As Moliere borrowed from the 
same source, there is a great similiirity in the plot of both plays, but 
Hyde has chiefly followed the arrangement of a German author. West, 
and can therefore hardly be said to have imitated Moliere. 

As we have already mentioned, Molit^re's play formed ]>art of the 
court entertainment, and was published in Les Plaisirs de Vlsle En- 
akanJUt: Course de Baggie, Collation orii^e de Machines, Com4die de Moliere 
de la Princesse <JP Elide, mesl/e de Danse et de Musique, Ballet du Palais 
dAleine^ Feu d^ Artifice: Et antres Festes galantes et magnifiques ; faites 
poor le Roy d Versailles, le 7 Mar/ 1664. Et cmitinn^cs plusieurs autree 
Jours, Paris, Robert Ballard, 1665. Although the description of The 
Pleasures of the EnchatUed Island was not wTitten by Moliere, who 
wrote only the comedy, it is inserted ui the first collected edition of our 
author's works ; and we give it here as a specimen of the complimentary 
■tyle of the official catalogue of entertainments of Louis XIV. I am 
indebted for the completeness and accuracy of nearly all the notes which 
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illustrate Les Plaisirs de Vide Enchant^e, to M. Paul Lacroix, the 
Biblioth^caire de FArsenal, well known as the Bibliophile Jacob, who 
kindly communicated to me the genealogy and short history of the 
noble ladies and gentlemen who took a part in the festivities at Ver- 
sailles. These fdtes, given nominally in honour of the two Queens, but 
in reality to please the quean, Mademoiselle de la Vallidre, " whom the 
king delighteth to honour," lasted seven days ; the description opens 
thus: — 

" The King, wishing to give to the Queen and the whole Court the 
pleasure of some imcommon entertainments, in a spot adorned with all 
the beauties to be admired in a Country Seat, chose for that purpose 
Versailles, four leagues from Paris. It is a seat which may justly be 
called an Enchanted Palace, so much have the embellishments of Art 
seconded the care which Nature has taken to render it perfect. It is 
every way charming ; everything pleases both within and without : gold 
and marble vie there in beauty and splendour ; and although it is not so 
extensive as some of her Majesty's other Palaces, yet all things there are 
so polished, so well contrived, and so perfect, that nothing can equal them. 
Its sjrmmetry, the richness of its furniture, the beauty of its walks, and 
the infinite number of its flowers, as well as of its orange- trees, render 
the neighbourhood of that place worthy of its singular rarity. The dif- 
ferent animals within the two parks and the menagerie, wherein are 
several courts, in the figure of stars, with ponds for the water-fowl, to- 
gether with great structures, add pleasure to magnificence, and create a 
palace in which nothing can be found to criticise." ^ 

Fird Day of the Pleasures of the Enchanted Island, 

It was in this beautiful place that on the fifth of May all the Court 
met, and that the King treated above six hundred persons till the four- 
teenth, not reckoning a great number of persons necessary in the dancing 
and in the play, besides all kinds of workmen who came from Paris ; so 
that they looked like a small army. 

The very heavens appeared to favour his Majest/s designs, since, in a 
season in which it almost always rains, there was only a slight wind, 
which seemed to rise solely in order to show that the King's foresight and 



■ I am, of course, not answorablo for the peculiar style of the official catalogue. 
A "Collation adorned with machines" would be rather hard to digest in the 
present times. One statement in the opening paragraph is also startling : 
*• Nature has taken care to render it (Versailles) perfect." Now Nature has 
token no care to render Versailles perfect ; and it is said to have cost so much 
money, that Louis XIV. did not like the fabulous sums spent on it to be known, 
but threw the accounts into the fire. The palace and gardens of Versailles wero 
begun in 1661, and not finished until 1684. The King did not reside there until 
1682, and according to A. de Laborde, Versailles aiicien tt nwderMy in 1664 the 
palace was still in the same state as Louis XIII. had left it. 
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IKJWer w<Tc' j)n:iof a^'ainst the greatest inconveniences. High cloths, 
wooden buildings, run up almost in an instant, and a pi-odigious number 
of torched of white wax, to supply daily the place of abi>ve four thousand 
wax candles, resisted the wind, which evervwhere else would have rcn- 
dere<l these diversions alm<)st impracticable. 

Monsieur de Viganini, a gentleman fivm ^Minlena, ver\' skilful in all 
such things, invented and j)i'uiH.»se<l these. Tlie King commanded the 
duke de Saint-Aignan, who was then tirst Gentleman of the Cliamber,* 
and who had ere this amingetl severd very agreeable balls, to plan 
B<^)mething wiiich might ci»ntain, connect, and group them all, so that 
they could not fail to ple;use. 

He took for his subject the Palace of Alcina,' which gave the name 
to The Pleaaure^ of the Enchanted hhind, because, acconling to Ariosto, 
the brave Ilogero, and several other good knights, were detained there 
by the upeW of beauty (though it w:ia artificial,) and by the incantations 
of that enchantress, and were delivered, after a long time sjKiut in 
pleasures, by a ring, which destroyeil the enchantment. It was the 
rijig of Angelica, which Melissii, under the disguise of old Atlautes, at 
length placed uj>on Rogero's finger. 

In a few days here was fitted up a round, where four great alleys 
met between high ]);ilisiules, with four pi>rtico8 thirty-five feet high 
and twenty-two feet square, and sevend festoons enriched with gold and 
divers paintings, with his Majesty's arms. 

All the court having taken their })laces on the seTentL ; there entered, 
at six o'clock in the evening, a herald at iimis, represented by M. dea 
Bardins, dressed after the antique mamier, in fiame-colour, embroidered 
with silver, and very well mounted. 

JFe was followed by three jmges. The King^s (M. d'Artagnan)* pre- 



* Francis I. instituted in 1545 the post of (ientiUtomme de la chambre du roif of 
which there wore two at the tirst, and afterwards four. Each served a year, 
and received 9500 livres, besides considerable perquisites, and a pension of 4500 
livres. Their duties were to give orders that the Kiug^s tirst mourning garments 
should be made, us well i\s his ball, ballet, and theatrical dresses ; they also 
rogukkted the moiuning of the members and officers of the royal household and 
family, the ordinary and extraordinary expenses for the King, his entertain- 
ments, &C. 

' Alcina, who changed her lovers into trees, stones, foimtains, or beasts, accord- 
ing to her fancy, is, in Ariosto's Orlando Furiuso, the pcrsouitication of carnal 
pleasure. 

^ It is not easy to say who M. d'Artagnan was, for many of the Montesquieu 
family bore the name and arms of d'Artai^an. The best known, however, and 
the one who enjoyed the King's confidence, was the son of Henri de Montcs^iuiou- 
d'Artagnan and of Jeanne de Gassion (a sister of a marshal of France of the 
MUtno name), who was called Cliarles de Bats, wpituiue-UniitnaiU of the first 
company of the ELiug's musketeers. To him was entrusted the guard of 
Fnuquet (see Preface to The Boits, Vol. U., page 91, note 5), until the latter 
«M condemned. The well-known pamphleteer, Courtihe de Sandros, wrote in 
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ceded the two othen, Tery richly dressed in flame-colour, his Majesty's 
livery, bearing his lance and shield, whereon sparkled a sun of precious 
stones, with tbese words : Nee cesso, nee erro (I neither stay, nor stray), 
alluding to his Majesty's application to the affairs of state and his man- 
ner of governing ; which was likewise represented by these four verses 
of the President de P^rigny, author of the said device.^ 

Not without reason Heaven and earth behold 
So rare an object with the utmost wonder, 
Who in his no less hard than glorious course, 
Does never take repose, nor ever strays. 

The two other pages belonged to the dukes de Saint- Aignan and de 
Noailles, the former marshal of the camp, the latter judge of the course. 
The duke de Saint- Aignan's page bore the shield of his device, and was 
dressed in his livery of silver cloth, enriched with gold, with flesh- 
coloured and black plumes, and ribands of the same. His device was the 
bell of a clock, with these words : De mis gdpes mi ruido (From my 
strokes (proceeds) my noise). 

The duke de NoaiUes' page was dressed in flame-colour, silver and 
black, and the rest of the liveiy in harmony. The device on his 
shield was an eagle, with these words : Fiddis et audax (Faithful and 
boki). 

Four trumpeters and two kettle-drummers followed these pages, 
dressed in flame-colour and silver, with plumes of the same, and the 
caparisons of their horses embroidered in the same colours, with very 
brilliant suns upon the bandrols of their trumpets ^ and the coverings of 
the kettle-drums. 

The duke de Saint-Aignan, marshal of the camp, came after them, 
wearing, in the Greek fashion, a cuirass of silver-cloth, covered with 
little scales of gold, as was also the lower part of his cloak ;'^ his helmet 
was adorned with a dragon and a great number of white feathers, mixed 
with flesh-coloured and black ones. He rode a white horse, caparisoned 
in the same fashion, and represented Guido, the savage. 



1700 the Memoii'^9 de M. dCArtagnan-t after some cnrions notes left by that noble- 
man ; and the late Alexandre Dumas has partly followed those memoirs in Tlit 
Three Musletrtrs. 

* De P^figny, president avx enqveteji at the Parliament of Paris, was reader to 
the King in 1663, teacher to the Dauphin in 1*306, and died in 1670. He had a 
wholly literary office at court. In 1664 ho wrote in verse the ballet of the 
Amours ddguiaes, and at the same time, under the eye of Louis XIV., his Jonmal 
and Memoirs. 

• According to Ash's "Dictionary of the English Language," London, 1775, a 
bondrol is *'a little flag or streamer, the fringed flag hung on to a trumpet." 

' In the original, son has de saie^ translated by my predecessors as *'hi8 silk 
stockings/' in mistake for has de sole. 
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Madrigal for the duke de Saint-Afgnan, representing Guido, the 

i^vage, 

ThoAe combats I fought in the dangerous isle. 

When I so many wairifjrs overcame, 

Followed by battles of an amorous kind. 

Showed what my strength as well as heart could da 

My well-known force in lawful frays displayed, 

Or in forbidden fields exerted, 

Proclaim it, for my glory, at both poles ; 

None, during war, deals more or better strokes. 

Far the same. 

Singly against ten warriors and ten maids, 
I am engaged in two peculiar contests. 
If I with honour leave this twofold field, 
Methinks I'm then a most terrific warrior.' 

Eight trumpeters and eight kettle-drummers, dressed like the first, 
walked behind the marshal of the camp. 

The King, representing Bogero, followed them upon one of the finest 
horses in the world, of which the flame-coloured trappings shone with 
gold, silver, and precious stones. His Majesty was armed in the Greek 
fashion, as were all those of his troop, and wore a cuirass of silver plates, 
covered with a rich embroidery of gold and diamonds. His carriage 
and whole action were worthy of his rank ; his helmet, entirely covered 
with flame-coloured plumes, looked incomparably beautiful; never 
did a more free or warlike air raise a mortal so much above other 
men.' 



■ Francois de Beauvillier, first duke de Saint Aignan« bom in 1610, was peer of 
Franco, gentleman of the King's chamber, und lieutenant-general. His county 
had been erected into a duchi-pairit in December 1663. He was a lover of litera- 
ture, a patron of Moli^re, a member of the French Academy, and died in 1679. — 
Guido, the savage, is, in Ariosto, a son of Constantia and Amon, and a younger 
brother of Rinaldo. Being wrecked on the coast of the Amazons, he was doomed 
to tight their ton male champions, and having killed them all, was obliged to 
marry ten amasons ; hence the allusion. At last he succeeds in escaping with 
his favourite wife Aloria, and joins the army of Charlemagne. — These verses and 
the following wore written by Bensorade. 

* Rogoro, the brother of Marphisa, was, on the death of his mother, Galaciella, 
nursed by a lioness. Brought up by Atlantes, the magician, who gave him a shield 
of such daszling splendour that every one quailed who set eyes on it, and which 
shield he threw into a well, he deserted from the Moorish army, was baptised, 
married Bradamant, Charlemagne's niece, and became King of Bulgaria. — I wish 
to draw attention to the official flatteries about Louis le Grand*s " carriage," 
''action," and *' air ; " even his horse and helmet come in for their share. 
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Sonnet for the King, representing Rogero, 

What shape, what carriage this bold conqu'ror has, 

His person dazzles each beholder^s eye ; 

And though by his high post he is distinguished, 

Yet something greater sparkles in his mien. 

Clearly his brow his future fate foretells 

His virtue outshines all his ancestors ! 

They are forgotten. If he continues so, 

He*ll leave them far, yea very far, behind. 

His generous heart delights f employ its time, 

To act for others, and not for himself, 

In this his power is chiefly occupied. 

All ancient heroes pale compared to him, 

Honour^s his sole aim ; he only draws 

The sword for other interests than his own. 

The duke de Noailles, judge of the lists, by the name of Ogier the 
Dane,^^ marched after the King, wearing flame-colour and black under- 
neath a lich embroidery of silver ; his plumes, as well as the rest of his 
equipage, were of the same livery. 

For the dxtke de Noailles, judge of the lists, representing Ogier the 

Dane, 

The only business of this paladiue 
Is well to serve the greatest king on eaith, 
As he who judges well, must act as well, 
Methinks none from his sentence will apiieiU. 

The duke de Guise and the count d*Armagnac went after him. The 
former, under the name of Aquilant the ^ack,^^ wore a black dress em- 
broidered with gold and jet ; his horse and his lance being matched in 



^^ Ogier the Dane, a paladin, married Ermellina, the daughter of Namua, 
duke of Bavuria, of whom was bom DudoD. — Anno de Noailles, was the first 
duke, his county, d'Ayen, having been erected into a duchi-pairie in 1663. He 
was 6r8t captain of the king's life-guards, lieutenant-general of Auvergne, and 
had married in 1646 Louise Boyer, dame cTatours of the Queen Anne of Austria. 
He died in 1678. Mad. de Sevign^s letters are filled with details about him and 
his family. 

^ ' Aquilant, a knight in Charlemagne's army, always wore black armour. Whilst 
Martano was strutting about in Gryphon's white armour, he met Aquilant, 
who took him prisoner to Damascus. — The duke de Guise, Henri de Lorraine, 
second of that name, peer and grand chamberlain of France, was bom in 1614, 
and died twenty days after the fetes of the Isle Enchauteef on the 2d of June 
1664. He had been one of the first patrons of Molidre, when the latter acted at 
the IHuMtre Th4Atrt in 1645. This prince, who had attempted rashly to become 
King of Naples, in 1647, died unmarried. 
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the same colours. The count, representing Gryphon the white,^' wore on 
a dress of silver cloth several rubieS| and rode on a white horse capari- 
soned in the same colour. 

For the duke- de Guise, representing Aquilant the black. 

Night has its beauties, and so has the day ; 
Black is my colour, and I always loved it. 
But if obscurity does suit my love, 
T haa not extended to my well-known fame. 

For the count cPArmafjnac, representing Gryphon tJie white. 

Behold what candour Heaven has placed in me ; 
Thus no fair maid by me shall be deceived ; 
When it is time to attack the enemy 
My sword will keep my colour stainless white. 

The dukes de Foix and de Coaslin appeared afterwards, dressed, the 
one in flesh-colour, with gold and silver, and the other in green, with 
white and silver ; their Uvery and horses were worthy the rest of their 
equipage. 

For the duke de Foix, representing Rinaldo.^^ 

He bears a ^^orious name, is young and sage, 
To qieak the truth he lief mounts very high ; 
What great good fortune, at so young an age 
To have such fire as well as so much calmness. 

For the duke de Coaslin, representing Dudu}^ 

None can too far in glory's course engage. 
Though seven kings I were to conquer bravely, 



** Gryphon, a brother of Aquilant, over wearing: white armour, overthrew the 
eight champions of the King of Damascus. Whilst asleep, M artauo stole Gryphon*8 
armour, and he was obliged to put on the coward's ; hence he was hooted and 
jostled by the crowd. At last everything \a discovered, and the right man is put 
in the right place. — Louis de Lorraine, count d'Armagnac, son of Henri de Lor 
raine, Count d'Harcourt, was gruHd ecuyer of Franoe, s(>ncohal of Bourgogne, and 
governor of Anjou. 

' * Rinaldo, in Ariosto's poem, was the son of the fourth marquis of Este, the 
rival of his cousin Orlando for the love of Angelica, who detested him, and the 
leader of a corps of Scotch and English auxiliaries in Charlemagne's army. — Gaston- 
Jean-Baptiste de Foix and de Candale, peer of France, eldest son of the countess 
de Fleix, was called duke de Foix, because his county of Randan had been raised 
by the King into a duche-pairie. He died in 1665, at the age of twenty-seven* 
and his brother and heir, Henri Francois de Foix, then took the title. 

^4 Dudo was the admiral commanding the fleet of Orlando and Astolpho. — 
Armand du Cambout, duke de Coaslin, poor of Franco, chevalier des ordfet dn 
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And see them subject to Rogero's power, 
Yet e'en this exploit would not content me. 

After them marched the Count de Lude and the Prince de Marsillac, 
the former dressed in flesh-colour and white, and the other in yellow, 
white, and black, enriched with silver embroidery, their livery of the 
same, and ver^' well mounted. 

For the count de Lude, representing Astolplio,^^ 

Of all the paladines this world contains. 
No knight more prone to love was ever seen. 
Always in fresh adventures hell engage. 
And ever smitten by some youthful fay. 

For the prince de Mardllac, representing Brandimart}^ 

My vows will be content, my wishes crowned. 
My fortune at its utmost height arriv'd. 
When, lovely Flordelice, my zeal you*ll know 
Indelibly within my heart imprest. 

The marquises de Villequier and de Soyecourt followed. One wore 
blue and silver, the other blue, white, and black, with gold and silver ; 
their plumes and the harness of their horses were of the same colour, 
and equally rich. 



had, only in the beginning of 1664, been made a duke and 
peer ; he was formerly a waoNjiskL. 

> ^ Afltolpho, an English duke, the son of Otho, joined Charlemagne against 
the Saracens ; he was carried upon the back of a whale to the island of Alcina, who 
soon tired of him, and changed him into a m>TtIo. His descent into the infernal 
regions, and his flight to the moon, are among the best parts of the Orlando 
Fwrioto. — Henri de Daillon, count de Lude, first gentleman of the King's cham- 
ber, grand master of the artillery, captain of the castles of St Germain and Ver- 
sailles, was made duke and peer in 1675, and died without issue in 1685. He is 
often mentioned in Mad. de Sevign^s letters. 

'* The Prince de Marsillac was Francois de la Rochefoucauld, eighth of that 
name, and son of the famous duke de la Rochefoucauld, author of the Marima. 
He was bom in 1639 and died in 1714. He married, in 1659, his cousin, Jeanne 
Charlotte du Plessis Liancourt, daughter of the Count de la Roche-Guyon. — 
Brandimart, one of the bravest knights in Charlemagne's army, was slain by 
Gradasso, King of Sericana ; he was the brother-in-law of Orlando, and the luver 
of Flordelice, daughter of Dolistone. According to Ariosto {Orlando Furioto, 
Cant, xlii., St. 14), he thus spoke to Orlando, when dying : — " Ne men ti rao- 
comando la mio Fiordi. . . . Ma der non puote ligi ; e qui finio." Rendered by 
Bose in his translation : — " Nor recommend to thee loss warmly my—" — Flor- 
delice would, but could not, say— and died. 
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For the marquis de Villequier, representing RichardettoP 

No one, like me, with gallantry could quit 

An intrigue where, no doubt, some skill was greatly needed, 

No one deceived his fair so pleasantly, methinks, 

While all the time remaining faithful to her. 



For the marquis de Soyecourt, representing Olioiero,^^ 

Behold the honour of the age, compared to whom 
E*en giants and ourselves are ordinary men ; 
This valiant knight, prepared for all that come, 
Has aye his lance quite ready for the tilts. 

The marquises d'Humieres and de la Vallicre followed them. Tlie 
first wore flesh-colour and silver, and the other gridelin,^^ white, and 
silver ; their whole livery b^iug the richest and best matched in the 
world. 



For the marquis d' Humihres, representing Ariodantes.^ 

Fevered by love, I tremble in my fit, 

And without boast elsewhere I ne*er did tremble ; 

Handsome Ginevra is the only fair 

Young charmer to whose laws I bow. 



■^ Richardetto was the aon of Aymon and brother of Bradamant, and was 
mistaken by Flordespino for his sister Bradamant. This rather free story may be 
read in the twenty-fifth canto of the Orlando Furioto. — Louis Marie- Victor 
d'Aumont, marquis de Villequier, eldest son of the duke d'Aumont, bom in 1632, 
was first gentleman of the King's chamber. At his father's death in 1669 he 
became duke, peer, and marshal of France. 

^* Oliviero of Burgundy was a famous paladin, son of Rinieri of Vienna, brother 
of Alda, and father of Gryphon and Aquilant. The descriptive verses contain an 
allusion to the marqms de Soyecourt's prowess, of which the curious may find the 
details in the chronique KandalevM of Louis XIV. 's age. — Maximilien Antoine de 
Bellefori^re, marquis de Soyecourt or Saucourt, was grand master of the King's 
wardrobe, and became afterwards master of the hunt to the king ; he died in 
1679. He is the Dorante of Tht Bores (see Introductory Notice, Vol. II., 
page 85.) 

^* According to several old dictionaries, "gridelin" is a colour mixed of white 
and red. 

>o Ariodantcs, an Italian knight at the court of Scotland, duke of Albany, 
married Ginevra, the daughter of that king. — Louis do Crevant, fourth of that 
name, mar«|uis d'Humi^res, lieutenant-general, was made a duke and peer in 
1688, and at the same time was api>ointed marshal of France and grand master 
of the artillery. Madame de Sevign^ mentions him several times in her letters. 
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Fin' the marquis de la Vallikrey representing Zerbino,^^ 

Whate'er grand feelings glory may inspire 
When we are wholly all-absorbed in love ; 
To die in the arms of her whom we admire, 
Methinks is of all deaths the one most pleasant. 

Monsieur the Duke ^ went alone, having for his livety flame-colour, 
white, and silver ; a great number of diamonds were fastened to the 
magnificent embroidery with which his cuirass and the lower part of his 
cloak were covered ; his helmet, and the harness of his horse being 
likewise adorned with them. 

For Monsieur the Duke representing Orlando,^ 

Fame will in distant lands Orlando's name make known, 
Glory shall ne'er depart from him ; 
Descended from a race that e'er desires 
To show its valour when war is proclaim'd. 

In him, to speak unvarnished truth. 

Flows the pure blood of Charlemagne.^ 

A car, eighteen feet high, twenty-four long, and fifteen wide, appeared 
afterwards shining with gold and divers colours. It represented the 
chariot of Apollo, in whose honour the Pythian games were formerly 
celebrated, which those knights intended to imitate in their lists and 
dresses. The god, radiant with light, was seated on the top of the car, 
having at his feet the four ages, distinguished by rich habits, and by 
what they bore in their hands. 

The golden Age, adorned with that precious metal, was also decked 
with different flowers, one of the principal ornaments of that happy age. 
The silver and brass Ages had also their distinguishing marks. The 
iron Age was represented by a warrior of terrible aspect, holding his 
sword in one hand, and his buckler in the other. 

Several other large figures in relief adorned the sides of the magni- 
ficent chariot. The celestial monsters, the serpent Python, Daphne, 
Hyacintn, and the other figures which are suitable to Apollo, with 



*' Zerbino, duke of Ross-shire, was the son of the King of Scotland, and the 
intimate friend of Orlando. He died in the arms of the sorrowing Isabel. 

** The "Duke" was the name given to the duke of Enghien, the son of the 
Prince de Cond6. 

•» Orlando was lord of Anglant, and, through his mother, a nephew of Charle- 
magne. Although a married man, he fell in love with Angelica, daughter of the 
infidel king of Cathay ; but she fled with Medoro, the Moor, to India : whereupon 
Orlando became mad, or rather lost his wits, which were deposited in the moon. 
Astolpho wont to fetch them in Elijah's chariot, and St John gave them to him 
in an urn. Orlando recovers his wits by sniffing at the urn. 

*^ An allusion to the Prince de Condd being a Bourbon. 
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an Atlas bearing the globe, were also elegantly carved upon it. Time, 
represented by M. Millet,^ with his scythe, his wings, and that decrepi- 
tude in which he \s always depicted, was the coachman. The car was 
drawn by four horses, of uncommon size and beauty, abreast, covered 
with large housings, ornamented with gold-worked suns. 

The twelve hours of the day, and the twelve signs of the Zodiac, splen- 
didly dressed, as the poets described them, walked in two files on both 
sides of the chariot All the knights* pages followed it in pairs, after 
the duke's, very neatly dressed in their liveries, with a great many 
plumes, bearing their master's lances, and the shields with their devices. 

The duke de Guise, representing Aquilant the black, having for his 
device a lion sleeping, with these words : £t qutescente pavescunt (They 
fear me even when asleep). 

The count d' Armagnac, representing Gryphon the white, having for his 
device an ermine, with these words : Ex candore decus (My beauty pro- 
ceeds from my whiteness). 

The duke de Foix, representing Einaldo, having for his device a ship 
on the sea, with these words : Longe lems aura feret (A slight breeze 
will carry it far). 

The duke de Coaslin, representing Dudo, having for his device a sun 
and a sun-flower, with these words : Splendor ab obsequio (Its splendour 
arises from its obedience).^ 

The coimt de Lude, representing Astolphus, having for his device a 
cypher in the form of a knot, with these words : Non fia mat sciolto (It 
shall never be broken). 

The prince de Marsillac, representing Brandimart, having for his 
device a watch in relief, of which all the springs were visible, with these 
words : Chtetofuor, commoto derUro (Calm without, agitated within). 

The marquis de Yillequier, representing Richardetto, having for his 
device an eagle soaring before the sun, with these words : Uni militat 
€Utro (He flghts for a single star).^ 

The marquis de Soyecourt, representing Oliviero, having for his device 
Hercules' club, with these words : Vix cequat fama lafy)re8 (His fame is 
scarce equal to his labours). 

The marquis d'Humi^res, representing Ariodantes, having for his 
device all sorts of crowns, with these words : No quiero menos (Less will 
not content me). 

The marquis de la Valli^re, representing Zerbino, having for liis 
device a phoenix on a pile set on fire by the sun, with these words : Hoc 
juvat uri (It is pleasant to be so bumt).^ 

*A M. Millet was the coachman in ordinary to Louis XIV., and celebrated for 
his skill. 

«• These words were flattering to Louis XIV., whose device was the sun. 

*"* The same remark can be applied to the marquis de Villequier's device. 

2» These words were very ingenious, because the sun was the device of Louis 
XrV., the lover of Mademoiselle de la Valli^. The marquis, her brother, could 
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The Bake, representmg Orlando, having for his device a dart, wreathed 
with laurel, with these words : CertoferU (It strikes surely). 

Twenty shepherds, carrying different pieces of the barrier to be set up for 
the tilting, formed the last troop that entered the lists. They were dressed 
in short jackets of flame-colour, adorned with silver, and caps of the same. 

As soon as these troops entered the camp, they went round it, and, 
after having paid their obeisance to the queens, they separated, and each 
took his poet. The pages who were in front, the trumf)eters and kettle- 
drummers crossed, and stationed themselves at the wings. The King, 
advancing towards the middle, placed himself opposite to the high 
canopy ; the Duke near his Majesty ; the dukes de Saint- Aignan and 
de Noailles on the right and left ; the ten knights in a line on both sides 
of the chariot : their pages in the same order behind them : the Hours 
and the signs of the Zodiack as they entered. 

When they had thus stopped, a profound silence, which arose from 
attention and respect, gave Mademoiselle Debrie,^ who represented the 
Age of Brass, an opportunity to recite these verses, in praise of the 
Queen, addressed to Apollo, represented by M. de la Grange. 

Thb Brass Age (to Apollo), 

Thou dazzling father of the day, whose power 
Does by its various aspects give us birth ; 
Hope of the earth, and ornament of Heaven, 
Thou fairest and most necessary god ; 
Thou, whose activity and sovereign bounty, 
In every place makes itself seen and felt. 
Say by what destiny, or what new choice, 
Thy games are solemnized on Gallia's shores. ^^ 

Apollo. 

If all th' address, the glory, valour, merit. 
Which ma<le Greece shine, are found on tliese blest shores, 
Then justly hither are those games transferred, 
Which, to my honour, earth has consecrated. 

I ever did delight to pour on France 
The balmy influence of my gentle rays ; 
But the bright dame whom Hymen there enthrones 
Makes me for her disdain all other realms. 



therefore not do less th&n delicately allude to it by stating that '* it is pleasant 
to bo burnt by the sun." The noble marquis became duke de la Valli^ and 
peer in 1688, after his sister had taken her vows in the Carmelite conyent. 

** For the actors and actresses of Moliere's troupe, see Introductory Notice to 
Tke Impivmptu of VersailUs, Vol. II., p. 287. 

»o The president de Perigny is the author of the following yerses, as weU as 
those pronounced by the other Ages, by Apollo, the Seasons, Diana, and Pan. I 
haye taken them from some older translations and corrected and modified them, 
when necessary. 



1 C THE PRINCESS OP ELIS. 

Since for the wide creation's good so long 
Fve made the boundless tour of seas and earth, 
I ne'er saw ought so worthy of my fires, 
Such noble blood, so generous a heart, 
Never such lustre with such innocence, 
Never such youth with so much sound discretion ; 
Never such grandeur with such condescension, 
Never such wisdom joined to so much beauty. 

The thousand various climates which are rule<l 
By all those demi-gods from whom she springs, 
Led by their own devoir and her high merit. 
United, will one day confess her power. 

Whatever grandeur France or Spain might boast. 
The rights of Charles the Fifth, and Charlemagne, 
Auspiciously transmitted in her blood. 
Will to her throne subject the universe : 
But a yet greater title, nobler lot. 
Which lifts her higher, and which charms her more, 
A name which in itself all names outweighs. 
Is tliat of consort to the mighty Louis. 

Silver Age. 

By what unjust decree has fate produced 
A star so kindly in the age of iron ? 

GrOLDEN AOE. 

Ah ! Do not murmur at the gods appointment ! 
This age which has the hate of Heav'n deserv'd, 
Instead of growing proud with that rare blessing, 
Ought thence to augurate its approaching ruin. 
And think a virtue which it cau*t corrupt. 
Comes rather to destroy than to ennoble it. 

As soon as she appeared on this blest earth. 
She chased away the furious raging war ; 
From that same day labour unwearied hands 
To render happy all humanity. 
See by what hidden springs a Hero strives 
To banish from a barbarous age its horrors, 
And kindly to assist my resurrection, 
With all those joys which innocence desires. 

Iron Age. 

I know what enemies have planned my ruin, 
Their plots are known, their stratagems are traced ; 
But yet my courage is not so far sunk . . 
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Apollo. 



Should all hell's monsters join in thy defence, 
Feeble and vain woiild their resistance prove 
Against such grandeur and against such virtue : 
Long with thy galling yoke the world opprest 
Shall by thy flight a happier lot enjoy. 
Tis time that thou give way to the high law 
Which an august and mighty Queen imposes. 
It is time to yield to the illustrious labours 
Of a great King, favoured by Heaven and Earth ; 
But here too long this quarrel made me stay ; 
These lists invite to much more gentle combats, 
Let us ope them just now, and laurels wreathe 
To bind the brows of our most famous warriors. 

After all these verses were s^ken, the running at the ring began ; 
wherein, after they had admire<l the King's skill and gracefulness in that 
exerdse, as in all others, and after several fine courses of all these 
knights, the duke de Guise, the marquises de Soyecourt and de la Val- 
liere remained the last. The last bore off the prize, which was a golden 
Bword enriched with diamonds, with very valuable buckles for the belt, 
which the Queen-mother gave, and wherewith she honoured him with 
her own hand. 

They began their running in such good time, that just when it 
was finished, darkness came on ; when a great number of lights illumi- 
nated this beautiful place, and thirty-four musicians, who were to ]>re- 
cede the Seasons, entered very well dressed, and performe<l the most 
pleasant music in the world. 

Whilst the Seasons were tiiking up the delicious vijmds they had to 
earry for the magnificent entertainment of their Majesties, the twelve 
signs of the Zodi<ac and the four Seasons danced in the ring one of the 
finest entrees ever seen. 

Spring, represented by Mademoiselle Duparc, aften^-ards appe^o^d 
on a Spanish horse. She showed the skill of a man, as well as womanly 
attractions. Her dress was green with silver embroidery, adorned with 
flowers. 

M. Duparc, who represented Summer, followed upon an elephant 
covered with rich housings. 

Next came M. de la Thorilliere, representing Autumn, as splendidly 
dressed, and mounted on a camcL 

Winter, represented by M. Bejart, followed on a bear. 

Forty-eight persons foUoweil them, canying on tlieir heads large 
basins for the lunch. 

Tlie first twelve, covered with flowers, carried, like gardeners, baskets 
painted green and silver, containing a great many china dishes, m full 

HI. B 
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iff preBervefi aod manr other delicious things of the season, that they 
bent Ijeneath the agreeable loaiL 

Twelve others, like reafiers, cUAhed in garmentB which suited their 
(irofesfdon, but verr rich, carried basins of that incarnadine colour which 
may be o\Mierve<\ at sun-rise, and followed Summer. 

Twelve fKhers, dressed like vine-ilressers, were covered with vine- 
leaves, and bundles of grapes, and bore in baskets of filemot colour,'' full 
of little liasins of the same, various other fruits and preserves. These 
followed Autumn. 

The last twelve were old men, nearly frozen to death, whose furs and 
gait sliowe<l how they felt the inclemency of the weather, as well as 
their weakness, bearing, in basins covered with ice and snow so well 
imitated that they miglit have been taken for the veiy things they were 
intende<l to represent, that which was to contribute to the collation. 
These followed Winter. 

Fourteen musicians [ireceded the two divinities Pan and Diana, with 
an agreeable harmony of flutes and bagpii)ea. 

Pan and Diana then apjieared upon a very ingenious carriage, shaped 
like a little mountain or rock, shaded by several trees, and so wonder- 
fully constructed, that the machinery which held it in the air, and put 
it in motion, coukl not be perceived. 

Twenty other persons followed, carrying \'iands, the produce of Pan's 
menagerie and of Diana's chase. 

Eighteen pages of the King, very richly clad, who were to wait upon 
the L'ldies at table, came last The whole troop then placed themselves 
in order. Pan, Diana, and the Seasons [)resented themselves before the 
Queen, whilst Spring first, and the others afterwards, addressed her in 
the following words : 

Spring (to the Queen). 

Of all the new-blown flowers that deck my gardens. 
Scorning the jessamines, the pinks and roses, 
Tliese lilies I have clioaen to pay my tribute, 
Wliich in your earliest years you so much cherished. 
Louis has made tliem sliine from east to west. 
Whilst the charmed world at once resj)ect8 and fears them. 
But still their reign's more soft and powerful too, 
Wlien, brilliant like, they beam on your complexion. 

Summer. 

Seized with too hasty a surprise, I bring 
A slender ornament to grace this feast ; 
Yet know, before my season 's passed away, 
Your warriors in the fields of Tlirace, 
Sliall reap an ample crop of laurels. 



^* The original \u\affuUU-morte, tbe colour of a dead leaf. 
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Autumn. 
The Spring, proud of the beauty of those flowers 
Which to his lot have fortunately fallen, 
Thinks to have all th* advantage of this feast, 
And quite obscure us by his lively colours. 
But you, you matchless Princess, well remember 
What precious fruit my season has produced, 
Which in your house does one day mean to prove 
The darling and the blessing of mankind.'^ 

Winter. 
The snow and icicles I hither bring. 
Are viands far from being rare or precious ; 
But they're most necessary in a feast. 
Where with their killing eyes, a thousand objects, 
Beplete with charms, so many flames create. 

Diana {to the Queen). 
Our woods, our rocks, our mountains, all our hunters, 
And my companions who have to me always 
Paid sovereign honours, since they have beheld 
Your presence here, will know me now no more ; 
And laden with their presents, come with me 
To bring this tribute to you, as a mark 
Of their allegiance. 

The swift inhabitants of those blessed groves, 
Make it their choice to fall into your nets, 
And only wish to perish by your hands. 
Love, whose address and countenance you wear, 
Alone with you this wondrous secret shares. 

Pan. 
Be not surprised, young deity, that we 
In this famed festival approach to ofier 
The choice of what our pastures can bestow. 
For if our flocks their herbage taste in peace, 
'Tis to your charms that happiness we owe. 

After these verses had been spoken, a great table was seen, shaped 
like a half moon, concave on the side on which they w^ere to serve, and 
adorned with flowers on the convex side. 

Thirty-six violin-players, very well dressed, were behind on a little 
stage, whilst Messieurs de la Marche and Parfait, father, brother, and 

•• An allusion to the Dauphin, born on the Ist of November, 1661. What 
Summer haa said before about the " ample crop of laurels " yoiur warriors shall reap 
in the fields of Thrace 1 cannot elucidate, because in 1664 there was neither war 
nor rumours of war. The last line Pan states, ** 'Tis to your charms that happi- 
ness we owe" refers to the Peace of the Pyrenees in 1659, and the subse^pient 
marriage of Louis XIV. with Maria Theresa of Spain, in 1660. 
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son, controllers-general, by the names of Plenty, Joy, Cleanliness, and 
Good-cheer, caused the aforesaid table to be covered by Pleasures, 
Sports, Smiles, and Delights. 

Their Majesties sat down in the following order, which prevented all 
the confusion that might have arisen about precedence : 

The Queen-mother '^ was seated in the middle of the table, and had at 
her right hand — The King, Mademoiselle dPAlen^on^ Madame la Prin- 
cesae^ Mademoiselle d^Elheuf^ Madame de B^thune^ Madame la 
duchesae de Criqai^ Monsieur,** Madame la duchesse de SairU-AignaUy^ 
Madame la mar^chale du Plessis,^ Madame la mar^chcde d^Etampet^ 



»» See Vol. II., page 238, note 1. 

*^ Mademoiselle d'Alen^on, daughter of Gaston of France, duke of Orleans, and 
of Marguerite de Lorraine, was bom in 1646, married, in 1667, Louis Joseph de 
Lorraine, duke of Guise, and died in 1696. 

*^ Madame la Princeuse was the name given at court to Claire-Cldmence de 
Maille, marchioness of Br^z^, who had married, in 1641, Louis II., prince de 
Cond6, called the Grand Conde. Since the sixteenth century, the princes of Cond^ 
were called MoHfieur U Prince. 

** MademoiseUe d'Elbeuf, Anne Elisabeth de Lorraine, was the daughter of 
Charles de Lorraine, third of that name, duke d'Elbeuf, and of his first wife, 
Anne Elisabeth de Lannoi, widow of the count de la Roche-Guyon. MademoiseUe 
d'Elbeuf, bom in 1649, married, in 1669, Charles Henri de Lorraine, count de 
Vaudcmont. 

*'' Anne Marie de Beauvillier was the wife of Hippol3rte de B^thune, count de 
Selles and marquis de Cabris, and dame cCatour to the queen. She died in 1688, 
a widow, at the age of seventy-eight years. 

*• Armando de Saint-Gelais, a daughter of the lord de Lansac, marquis de 
Balon, was the wife of Charles III., duke de Cr^ui, peer of France, prince de 
Poix, first gentleman of the chamber to the King, and governor of Paris. 

** Monsieur was the title of the eldest brother of the king. He married, first, 
Henrietta of England, a sister of Charles II., and, after her death (1670), Charlotte 
Elizabeth of Bavaria. He was said to be a good general, and gained a brilliant 
victory over the Prince of Orange at Cassel, in 1677, which made Louis XIV. so 
jealous that he never gave his brother any other military command. He died 
suddenly at Saint-Cloud in 1701 . 

^^ Madame la duchesse de Saint- Aignan, whose maiden name was Antoinette 
Servien, was the first wife of Francois de Beauvillier, duke of Saint-Aignan, whom 
she married in 1633. She died in 1680, and her husband married again six months 
after her death. Madame de S^vignd speaks of this in her letters. 

^^ Colombo de Charron was the wife of C^sar de Choiseul, count, and after- 
wards duke de Plessis-Praslin, marshal of France, who died in 1675, seventy-eight 
years old. This lady, known as the marechaU du PUui*^ had great influence 
at court, because her husband had been governor of Philip of France, duke of 
Orleans. 

^> Madame la marechale d'Etampes, the eldest daughter of the marquis de 
Praslin, marshal of France, and whose maiden name was Catherine Blance de 
Choiseul, had married, in 1610, Jacques d'Etampes, called the marshal de la Fert^ 
d'Imbault, who died in 1668, seventy-eight years old. She was nearly as old as her 
husband, was called at court la marichah d'EstampeA, and was first maid of honour 
to Henrietta of England, duchess of Orleans (see Vol. II., page 141, note 1). 
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Madame de Gourdon,^ Madame de MonJtespanf^ Madame d^Humieresf^ 

Mademoiflelle de Branca*^ Madame dArmagrmc,^ Madame la comtesse 

de SoigsonSy^ Madame la princesse de Bade,^ Mademoiselle de Grancey.^ 

On the other side were seated the Queenf^ Madame de Carignanf^ 



^' Madnmo de Gourdon, belonged to the household of Madame, duchess of 
OrieuMy after whose death she was falsely accused of haying poisoned her. 

♦* Fran^oise Ath^nais de Rocbechouart, daughter of Gabriel de Rochechouart, 
duke de Mortexnart, married, in 16<y3), Henri Louis de Pardaillan de Gondrin, 
marquis de Montespan, and became soon after this dame du palait to the queen. 
She was first the con6dante, and afterwards the riyal, of Mademoiselle de la 
Valliere. In 1668, Madame de Montespan became the mistress of the King, and 
lired long enough ** to point a moral and adorn a tale." 

** Louise Antoinette Therese de la Chatre, daughter of Edme de la Ch&tre, 
coont of Nancei, married, in 1653, Louis de Creyant, marquis d'Humi^res, who 
was lieutenant-general, and became, in 1668, marshal of France. Madame de 
Seyign^ mentions her in her letters. 

^* Mademoiselle de Brancas, according to tbe researches of the eminent French 
litterateur, Paul Lacroix, made kindly and specially for this edition, is Marie 
de Brancas, daughter of count Charles do Brancas, who married, in 1667, 
Alphonae* Henri-Charles de Lorraine, prince d'Harcourt, and became then dame 
du fialais. 

*"* Madame d'Armagnac, whose maiden name was Marguerite- Pbilippo de 
C^bout, was the widow of Antoine de VAge^ duke de Puy-Laurens, and had 
married again Henri de Lorraine, count d'Armagnac, second son of Charles de 
Lorraine, first of that name, duke d'Elbeuf. She died in 1674. 

^* Madame la comteme de Soissons, Olympe Mancini, the niece of Cardinal 
Mazarin, was bom at Rome in 1640. She inspired a great passion in Louis 
XrV. when be was very young, but she married, in 1657, the count de Soissons. 
In 1664, she was grand -mistress of the household of the queen, and was exiled 
from the court the following year, on account of an intrigue which she had 
planned against Mademoiselle do la Valliere, whom she could never forgive 
far having become mistress to the King. 

** Madame la Princesse de Bade was Louise Christine de Savoie, daughter of 
Thomas de Savoie, prince de Carignan, and of Marie de Bourbon-Soissons. She 
married, in 1655, Ferdinand Maximilion, marquis of Baden, who loft her and her 
son behind in France, five years after his marriage. She was called princase de 
Bade, as being a daughter of the prince of Carignan. 

^° Mademoiselle de Grancey, the eldest daughter of Jacques Rouxel, count de 
Grancey, marshal of France, was afterwards known as countess de Grancey. 

*> Maria Theresa of Austria, bom at the Escurial, in Spain, in 1638, daughter 
of Philip IV., King of Spain, and of Elizabeth of France, married Jiouis XIV. 
in 1660, and sufTered, all her life long, her husband's marital infidelities with- 
out complaining. She was appointed regentess in 1672, when the King started 
for the Dutch wars, and died in 1683. Of her six children, only one survived 
her. 

^' Madame de Carignan's name was Marie de Bourbon, daughter of Charles, 
count de Soissons. She had married, in 1624, Thomas Francois de Savoie, prince 
de Carignan, who died in 1656. She returned then to the court of France, and 
died in 1692. Her eldest son continued the branch of the princes of Carignan ; 
her second son, Eugene Maurice, the branch of the Soissons. 
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Madame de Fleix,^ Madame la duchesse de Foix,^ Madame cfe Braruxu,^ 
Madame de Froutay,^ Madame la duchesse de Navaillesf^ Mademoiselle 
cT Ardennes f^ Mademoiselle de CoUlogonf^ Madame de Crussol,^ Ma- 
dame de MontausieTf^^ Madame,^ Madame la princesse B^nMicte^ 
Madame la Duchesse,^ Madame de Rouvroy^ Mademoiselle de la 



*' Marie-Claire de Baufremont, first lady of honour to the Queen Anne of 
Austria, married, in 1637, Jean-Baptiste-Gaston de Foix, count de Fleix, after 
whose death, in 1646, she was always called countess de Fleix. She was held 
in great consideration by Louis XIV. 

^-^ There was no duchesse de Foix in 1664 ; but there was a countess of Foix, 
who took the title of duchess, — a title which no one disputed with her. Her maiden 
name was Madeleine Charlotte d'Ailli d' Albert, daughter of Henri-Louis, duke de 
Chaulnes, and she was married to Gaston-Jean-Baptiste de Foix. et de Candale, 
whom she preceded to the tomb by four months. 

*^ It is not easy to state exactly who was the real Madame de Brancas, for at 
that time there were two branches of the family of Brancas, the Forcalquier- 
C^^reste and the Brancas- Villars, who both figured at the entertainments given by 
Louis XIV. We believe, however, that the lady mentioned here was Suzanne 
Gamier, wife of Charles, count de Brancas, uncle and father-in-law of Louis de 
Brancas, duke de Villars. 

^" Madame de Froulay, widow of Charles, count de Froulay, grund-mar^chal des 
logU of the King, was a very intriguing busybody, who at last rendered herself 
x>bnoxious to Louis XIV. 

^"^ Madame la duchesse de Navailles was the daughter of Charles de Beauveau, 
coimt de Neuillan, and married, in 1651, Philippe de Montault-Benac, due de 
Navailles, peer and marshal of France. She was one of the ladies-in-waiting to 
the Queen Anne of Austria. 

A* Mademoiselle d' Ardennes belonged certainly to the family of the Rom- 
milles in Brittany, who were lords d'Ardennes. She was most likely maid of 
honour to the Queen. 

A* Mademoiselle Louise Philippe de Coetlogon, maid of honour to the Queen, 
was afterwards married to the marquis de Cavoye. 

^° Madame de Crussol was married, March 16th, 1664, to Emmanuel de Crussol, 
a son of the duke d'Usez ; she was the only daughter of the duke de Montausier, 
and her maiden name was Julie Marie do Sainte Maiu*e. 

^^ Madame de Montausier, the celebrated Julie of the hdtel Rambouillet, 
whoso real name was Julie Lucio d'Angennes, marchioness of Bambouillet and 
Pisani, governess of the Dauphin, and lady of honour to the Queen. 

"« For Madame, see Introductory Notice to T/ie School for Wives, Vol. II., 
page 141, note 1. 

"' Madame la princesse Benodicte belonged most probably to some branch of 
the house of France. I have, however, not been able to discover who she 
was. 

^* Madame la Duchesse had been, for a year (1663), the wife of Henri-Jules de 
Bourbon, duke d'Enghien, and was called, according to custom, Madame la 
Duchesse. She was the daughter of Edward of Bavaria, palatine of the Rhine. 

®* Madame de Rouvroy was unmarried in 1664, when the fetes at Versailles 
were given, and belonged to the family of the duke of St. Simon. She was maid 
of honour to the Queen, and married the count de St Vallier in 1675. Mad. de 
Scvign<'> speaks of her and her mother in her letters. 
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Mothef^ Mad a m e de Mars^^ MademoiBelle de la VaRikre^ Mademoiselle 
d^Anignyf^ Mademoiselle du BdLayJ^ Mademoiselle de Dampierre^^ 
Mademoiselle de FiennesJ^ 

The splendour of this collation surpasses all that could be written of 
it, as well for its abundance, as for the delicacy of the things that were 
served up. It formed, likewise, the finest object for the gratification of 
the senses ; for, in the night-time, near the verdure of those palisades, 
a great number of candlesticks painted green and silver, each of them 
holding twenty-four tapers, and two himdred flambeaux of white wax, 
held by as many masked f)er8on8, gave a light almost as great as, and more 
agreeable than, daylight. All the knights, with their helmets covered 

** Mademoiselle de la Mothe, daughter of the marshal Antoine de la Mothe, 
marqiiis d'Houdancourt, was maid of honour to the Queen, and afterwards ducheus 
de la Vieuville. 

*^ Madame de Mars^. I have heen unable to discover who this lady was ; most 
likely, a maid of honour or lady in waiting to the Queen. In Biu^undy there 
was a lordship de Marze, belonging to the noble family of Nanton. 

** Mademoiselle Louise-Fran^oise de La Baume Le Blanc de la Valliere, 
the king's present mistress, had, only five months before, been confined of 
her first child, and sought, afterwards, by a cloistral penance of twenty years, 
to redeem the mistake of having loved that coarse and egotistical volup- 
tuary, Louis XIV. She was bom at Tours in 1644, and was maid of honour 
to Madame in 1664. In 1667, the property of La Valliere was made a duche- 
pairie in ^favour of Mademoiselle do la Valliere, and of her child, Jille lefjUi- 
mie de France, who became afterwards princess de Conti. Charles II., King of 
ISngland, who Uked to imitate Louis XIV. as well as he could, bestowed a similar 
reward upon Barbara Villiers, countess of Castlemain, for similar services rendered 
(see Introductory Notice to Love u (fie Best Doctor). Louis le Grand appears 
to have acquired the name of ''great" solely on account of his indomitable 
will, which showed itself above all in a disregard for the feelings of others, in 
his voracious appetite, in the repeated gratification of his brutal passions, in tho 
number of his mistresses and bastards, in his cravings for swallowing medicine, 
and finally, in the revocation of the Edict of Nantes, and his devotee drivellings, 
by which he seemed to wish to cheat Heaven, as he had cheated posterity, out of 
the nickname of " Grand," by a sham* assumption of dignity. In justice to 
Mons. Paul Lacroix, whom I know to entertain other opinions with regard to 
Louis XIV., I b^ to state that these remarks on the OraiiJ. Monarque are mine. 

•» Mademoiselle d'Artigny belonged probably to the family de Guast, who 
came from the Comtat Venai^n, in which the name and lordship of d'Artigny 
are foimd. She was most likely one of the maids of honour to tho Queen. 

'® Mademoiselle du Bellay, or rather de Belloy, was probably one of the maids 
of honour to the queen, and belonged to the ancient and illustrious family of de 
Belloy, of which a great many representatives were in tho King's and Queen's 
retinue. 

^* Mademoiselle de Dampierre, was a maid of honour to the Queen, and after- 
wards married to Alphonse do Moreuil, first gentleman of the chamber to the 
prince de Cond^. 

'« Mademoiselle de Fiennes's real name was Mademoiselle do Fniges ; but she 
took the first title because she belonged to that noble house. She married Henri 
Gamier, count des Chapelles, governor of Montargis, and would never take tho 
Dame of her husband. She had been maid of honour to tho Queen. 
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Which here seemed even to forestal our wishes ; 

Our lofty palaces, our fields, our gardens, 

The pleasing converse of our dear comi)anion8, 

Our songs and sports, the concerts of tlie birds. 

The zephyr's fragrant breath, the murmuring waters, 

The sweet adventures of our tender loves, 

Made me forget those fatal auguries ; 

When that dire dream, which still distracts my senses. 

With so much fury brought *em to my mind. 

Methinks I see my troops each moment routed, 

My guai-ds all slaughtered, and my [)ri8ons forced, 

A thousand lovers by my art transformed, 

Who bent on my destruction full of rage, 

Quit, all at once, their trunks, and leafy dwellings 

To take a righteous vengeance upon me ; 

And last methinks I see my dear Rogero 

Beady to shake off my despised chain& 

Cdia, Fear in your breast has gained the up|)er hand. 
You reign sole here ; for you alone they sigh ; 
Nought interru[>ts the course of your contentment. 
But plaintive accents of your mournful lovers. 
LogistiUa's'* troops driven from our fields 
Still quake with fear, hidden in their fiir mountains ; 
And even Melissji's name, unheard of here 
Is only by your auguries known to us. 

Dirce, Ah ! let us not deceive ourselves, this phantom 
Held, this last night, the same discourse with me. 

Alcina, Alas ! who then can doubt of our misfortunes ? 

Cdia, I see a sure and easy remedy ; 
A queen ap|)ears, whose most auspicious aid 
Will guard us from the efforts of Melissa. 
The goodness of this queen is highly praised. 
'Tis said her heart, whose constancy despised 
The insolence of the rebellious waves,'** 
Is ever open to her subjects* vows. 

Alcina. 'Tis true, I see her. In this pressing danger 
Let us endeavour to engage her succour. 
Ijct's tell her that the public voice proclaims 
The charming beauties of her royal soul. 
Say, that her virtue, higher than her rank. 
Adorns the lustre of her noble blood ; 
And that our sex*s glory she has borne 
So far, that times to come will scarce believe it. 



^^ Lopfistilla is a good fairy, and tho sister of tho wicked enchantress Alcma. 
^^ This is an allusion to tho troubles of tho Fronde during the minority of 
Louis XIV. 
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That her great heart, fond of the public good, * 

Gives her a generous contempt of dangers ; 

Proof against ought that may befall herself, 

She apprehends for nothing but the state. 

Say that her benefits profusely poured. 

Gain her the love and rev'rence of mankind. 

That even the shadow of an ill that threats her 

Is cause enough to put the world in mourning. 

Say that at the acme of an absolute power, 

Her grandeur without pride or pomp appears ; 

That in most dangerous times her constant prudence 

Has fearless the prerogative supported 'P 

And in the happy calm gained by I^ labours 

Restores it to her son without regret. 

Say, with what great resf)ect, with what complaisauce, 

That glorious son rewards her for her cares. 

Let's laud the just laws, and the life-long labours 

Of that same son, the greatest of all monarchs ; 

And how that mother, fortunately fruitful. 

Giving but twice, gave so much to the world.^* 

Ll fine, the more to move her to compassion, 

Lef s use the eloquence of sighs and tears. 

Then we amidst our greatest pangs may find 

A peaceful refuge at her royal feet. 

Dirce, I know her heart, magnificently generous. 
Does kindly listen to the voice of misery ; 
But yet she ne'er exerted all her power. 
Unless to shield the innocent from wrong ; 
I know she all things can, but dare not think 
She'll stoop so low as to defend our cause. 
She may have been informed of our soft errors. 
And nothing is more clashing with her conduct ; 
Her well-known zeal for piety will render 
Our interests odious to her spotless virtue ; 
And far from growing less at her approach 
My fear redoubling chills my troubled spirits. 

Alcina, Oh ! my own fear's sufficient to affiict me. 
Do not augment my grief, but try to soothe it. 
To furnish my dejected soul, with means 
Of warding off the Uls that threaten it. 
Meanwhile let all the palace guards be doubled, 
And if there be no sanctuary for us. 
Let us in our despair our comfort seek, 
Nor yield ourselves at least without resistance. 



' ' Another allusion to the troubles of the Fronde. 

t» Louis XIV. had only one brother, the Duke of Orleans. 
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When they had finished, and Alcina had gone out to double the 
guards of the palace, a concert of violins was heard, during which the 
front of the palace op)ened with wonderful art, and towers rose to view, 
whilst four giants of great size appeared with four dwarfa, who, by the 
contrast of their little stature, made that of the giants seem still more 
excessive. To these giants was committed the guard of the palace, and 
by them began the first erUr^e. 

Ballet of the Palace of Alcina. 

Tlie first €7itr^e was composed of four giants and four dwarfs ; the 
second, of eight Moors, to whom the guard of the interior was entrusted 
by Alcina, and who carefully visited it, each having two flambeaux. 

Third entree. Meanwhile ttome lover's quarrel prompted six of the 
knights whom Alcina kept near her to attempt to get out of the palace ; 
but fortune not seconding the endeavours they made, in their despair 
they were overcome, after a sharp combat, by as many monsters which 
attack them. 

Fourth entree. Alcina, alarmed by this accident, invokes anew all her 
spirits, and demands their aid ; two of them present themselves before 
her, leaping with wonderful force and agility. 

Fifth entree. Other demons came and seemed to reassure the enchan- 
tress that they shall not forget anything that may contribute .to her 
repose. 

Sixth and last entree. But hardly had she begun to reassure herself, 
when she saw the wise Melissa appear under the form of Atlant, near 
Rogero and some knights of his train. She immediately hastened to 
hinder her from executing her intention ; but she came too late ; Melissa 
had already placed on the finger of that brave knight the famous ring 
which destroys enchantments. Then thunderclaps, followed by several 
flashes of lightning, portended the destruction of the palace, which was 
immediately reduced to ashes by fireworks, which put an end to this 
adventure, and to the amusements of the Enchanted Island.^' 

It looked as if Heaven, Earth, and Water were all in a flame, and as 
if the destruction of the splendid palace of Alcina, as well as the libera- 
tion of the knights she there kept in prison, could be effected only amidst 
[)rodigies and miracles. The height and number of rockets, — those which 

' • The names of all the dancers are given in the official description ; bat we 
have omitted them, as not possessing the smallest interest at the present time. 
Amongst them appears, however, a certain Moliere, who was a professional 
dancer and singer, and several times displayed his talents before the King. He 
was in Paris at least ten years before Moliere, and has composed a collection of 
songs, which is printed. For more details about this namesake of our author, see 
a note by the Bibliophile Jacob in the Catalogue Soleinne, Vol. iii., 9282. There 
had also been another Moliere, called Francois, who died in 1623, and whose nove, 
Polixene, published only in 1632, and to be found in the British Museum, caused 
a certain sensation in those times. See Prefatory Memoir, Vol. I., page xxi. 
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fell on the shore, and those which came out of the water after having 
fallen into it, — formed a spectacle so grand and magnificent, that nothing 
could better terminate the enchantments, than these fine fireworks ; 
which, ending at last after an extraordinary length and noise, redoubled 
the loud reports which had begun it. 

Then all the court withdrew, and confessed that nothing coiild be 
more perfect than these three feasts. It is sufiicient acknowledgment of 
this perfection, to say that, as each of the three days had its partisans, 
as every one of them had its particular beauties, none could agree 
which ought to bear away the bell ; although they all agreed that they 
might justly dispute it with all those that ever had been seen till then, 
and perhaps surpass them. 

The Fourth Day of the Pleasures of the Enchanted Island,^ 

But although the feasts properly belonging to the Pleasures of the 
Enchanted Island were ended, yet all the diversions of Versailles were 
not so. The magnificence and gallantry of the King had reserved some 
for other days, which were no less agreeable. 

On Saturday, the 10th, his Majesty had a mind to run at heads, — an 
exercise of which few people are ignorant, which has come to us from 
Germany, and is well adapted for shewing a cavalier's skill, as well in 
man Aging his horse in times of war, as in rightly using a lance, a dart, 
and a sword. If there are any who never saw them run at, being not 
80 common as the ring, and brought hither only of late, they may here 
find a description of it ; while those who have had the pleasure of see- 
ing them, may bear with so short a narrative. 

The knights enter the lists one after another with lance in hand, and 
a dart under the right thigh ; and after one of them has run and borne off 
a head of thick paste-board painted, and like a Turk's, he gives his lance 
to a page, and, turning the horse partly round, he returns at full gallop 
to the second head, which is like a Moor's and as black, bears it off with 
the dart, with which he strikes it as he passes ; then taking a javelin 
a little different in form from a dart, in a third turn he plants it in a 
buckler, whereon is painted a Medusa's head ; and ending his demi-volt, 
he draws his sword, wherewith, as he gallops past, he bears off a head 
raised half a foot from the ground ; then giving way to another, he who 
in his running bears off most, gains the prize. 

All the courtiers having arranged themselves behind a balustrade of 
iron gilt, which went quite round the agreeable house of Versailles, and 
which looks into the trench, where the lists and the barriers were, the 
King repaired thither, followed by the same knights that ran at the ring. 
The dukes de Saint- Aignan and de Noailles continued in their former 



•o The official account of the feast no longer separates the days ; but as nearly 
all old editions of Moli^ro do so, I have followed them. 
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offices, one of manhal of the camp, and the other of judge of the courae. 
Of these, many were ran veiy handsomely and succeasfnlly ; but the 
King's nkiVL gained him not only the prize of the ladies' course, but 
likewise that which was given by the queen. It was a rose of diamonds 
of great value, which the King won, but freely gave to be run for by the 
other knights, and for which the marquis de Coaslin contended with the 
marquis de Soyecourt, and gained. 

The Fifth Day of the Pleasures of the Enchanted Island, 

On Sunday, at the King's Levee, almost all the conversation turned 
on the fine running of the preceding day, and occasioned a grand chal- 
lenge between the duke de Saint- Aignan, who had not yet run, and the 
marquis de Soyecourt. The running was deferred till the next day, 
l)ecause the marshal duke de Grammont, who bet for the marquis, was 
obliged to go to Paris, whence he was not to return till that time. 

On that afternoon, the King took all the court to his aviary, which 
excited great admiration, both by its particular beauties, and by the 
almost incredible number of birds of all sorts, amongst which were many 
of great rarity. It would be useless to mention the collation which fol- 
lowed this diversion, since, for eight successive days, every repast might 
be esteemed one of the greatest feasts that could be made.^ 

In the evening, his Majesty caused to be represented, on one of those 
double theatres of his Salon, which his boundless ingenuity had invented, 
the very clever comedy of The Bores, (See Vol. II., page 83,) written by 
the sieur de MoliCre, with entrees de ballet. 

The Siorth Day of the Pleasures of the Enchanted Island, 

The rumour of the challenge which was to be run on Monday the 
twelfth, caused an infinite number of bets of great value to be laid ;^ 
although that of the two knights was but a hundred pistoles. And as the 
duke, by a happy boldness, gave one head to that dexterous marquis, 
sevond betted on the latter, who, coming somewhat late to the King, 
found a challenge to hasten him. This challenge being only in prose, 
we have not inserted here. 

Tlio duke de Saiut- Aignan had likcT^'ise shown to some of his friends, 
OS an happy omen of his victory, these three verses : 

*' It muni not bo forgotten that Louis XIV. was an omniyorous eater. As 
an ozamplo of this, I shall g^ivo a |>assago from one of the letters of the Prmeei$e 
patatine, duchess of Orleans : ** I have often seen the king eat four plates-full of 
(liiTcnnit soiqis, a whole ])hoasant, a partridge, a large plate-full of salad, some 
mutton nvistod, with garlic, two gooii slices of ham, a plate-full of pastry, and 
thou fruits and sweets," When Louis XIV. was seventy years old (1708), he 
diotiHl himwlf as follows, acconling to the Jonrnal dt hi mhU du Boy: "with 
some soup, with either some pigeons or a fowl boiled in it, and three roast fowls, 
of which he ate four vrings, the breasts, and one leg." Of course the courtiers tried 
to imitate him : hence the repeated mention of re|)a.sts. 
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TO THE LADIES. 

If, O ye fair, your sentiments agree 

With mine, you shall confess this day, that he 

Who conquers Soyecourt conquers ten besides — 

stiU alluding to his name of Guido the savage whom the adventure of 
the dangerous island made conqueror over ten knights.^' As soon as 
the Eang had dined, he conducted the queens, the duke and duchess of 
Orleans, and all the ladies, to a place where a lottery was to be drawn, 
that nothing might be wanting to the gallantry of these entertainments. 
The prizes were precious stones, furniture, plate and similar things ; 
and though chance decided these presents, yet it certainly fell in with 
his Majesty*s desire, when it gave the great prize to the Queen. Every 
one left that place very well pleased, to go to see the running which was 
ahout to begin. 

At length Guido and Oliviero appeared in the lists, at five o'clock in 
the evening, very handsomely dressed and well mounted. 

The King and all the court honoured them with their presence, and 
his Majesty himself read the conditions of the running, that there might 
be no difference between them. The duke de Saint- Aiguan was fortu- 
nate, for he gained the day. 

At night, his Majesty caused to be performed the first three acts of a 
comedy called Tartuffe (see VoL IV.), which the sieur de Molidre had made 
against the hypocrites. But although the King thought it very diverting, 
he found so much conformity between those whom a true devotion leads 
in the way to Heaven, and those whom a vain ostentation of good works 
does not hinder from committing evil ones, that his extreme delicacy 
in point of religion could hardly bear that I'esemblance of vice and 
virtue which might be mistaken for one another. And although he did 
not doubt the good intentions of the author, he forbade its being 
acted in public, and deprived himself of that pleasure, so as not to de- 
ceive others, who were less capable of a just discernment. 

The Seventh Day of the Pleasures of the Enchanted Island, 

On Tuesday the 13th, the King was pleased again to run at heads, as a 
oonmion sport, wherein he who hit most was to win. His Majesty gained 
anew the prize of the course of the ladies, the duke de Saint- Aignan that 
of the sport ; and having had the honour to enter the next time into 
competition with his Majesty, the incomparable skill of the King gained 
him that prize also. It was not without unavoidable astonishment, that 
the King was seen to gain four, whilst running twice at the heads. On 
the same night was played the comedy of The farced Marriage (see Vol. 
n., page 325), which was likewise the work of the same Moliore. The 

•« There is in these linos an allusion to the marquis do Soyecourt 'b well-known 
prowci» in other tields. See also page 12, note 18. 



32 THE PRINCESS OF ELTS. 

king then took his way to Fontainebleau on Wednesday the 14th. All 
the court was so satisfied with what they had seen, that every one was of 
opinion that it ought to be put in writing, to give some idea of it to those 
who did not see such varied and agreeable entertainments, wherein 
were at once to be admired the project and the success, the liberality 
with the politeness, the multitude with order, and the satisfaction of 
all ; wherein the indefatigable pains of Monsieur Colbert were employed 
through all these diversions, notwithstanding his important affairs ; 
wherein the duke de Saint- Aignan acted, as well as invented the design ; 
wherein the fine verses of the president de Pdrigny in praise of the 
queens were so justly conceived, so agreeably turned, and repeated with 
so much art ; wherein those which M. de Benserade made for the 
knights were generally approved ; wherein the great care of M. Bon- 
temps," and the application of M. de Launay,^ let nothing that was 
necessary be wanting; wherein every one so advantageously testified 
his design of pleasing the King, at a time when his Majesty himself 
thought of nothing but pleasing ; and wherein, in a word, all that was 
seen will for ever continue in the memory of the spectators, even if 
care had not been taken to preserve in writing the remembrance of all 
these wonders. 



•' Mons. Bontemps was the first ralet de chambre of the King, and afterwards 
became governor of the castles of Versailles and Marly. He was the confidant 
and favourite of Louis XIV., to whom he rendered many secret serrices. St 
Simon praises him in his Memoires. 

*^ M. de Launay was the intaidant des menu* plaUin el affaires de la dtambt-e. 
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DEAMATIS PERSONS 

PERSONAGES IN THE COMEDY. 

Iphttas, father to the Princess of Elis, 
EuRYALUS, Prince of Ithaca. 
Aristomenes, Prince of Messena. 
Theocles, Pnnce of Pylos, 
Arbates, governor to the Prince of Ithaca. 
Lycas, attendant on Iphiias. 
Moron, the Princes^ s fool. 
The Princess of Eus.®^ 
Aglanta, cousin to tJie Princess. 
Cynthia, cousin to the Princess. 
Phillis, attendant on the Princess. 



personages in the INTERLUDES. 



First Interlude. 
Aurora. 

Lyciscas, a huntsman.^ 
Three Huntsmen, singing. 
Vhippers-in, dancing. 

Second Interlude. 

Moron. 
Huntsmen, dancing. 

Third Interlude. 

Phillis. 

Moron. 

A Satyr, singing. 

Satyrs, dancing. 



Fourth Interlude. 

Phillis. 

Tircis, a singing shepherd. 

Moron. 

Fifth Interlude. 
The Princess. 
Phillis. 

CLIMi:NE. 

Sixth Interlude. 

Shepherds and Shepherd- 
esses, singing. 

Shepherds aiid Shepherd- 
esses, dancing. 



** It has been said in the pamphlet la Fameuse comedienne (see Introduc- 
tory Notice to The Impromptu of VersailleA^ Vol. II., p. 291), that Madame 
Holi^re, whilst acting the part of the Princess of Elis, attracted the atten- 
tion, and afterwards responded to the flame, of the Count de Lauzun, and 
also, perhaps, to those of the Abb^ de Richelieu and the Count de Guiche. 
Serend of Moli6re*s biographers have repeated this accusation. M. Bazin, 
in his Notts historiqufs sur la Vie de Molidre, has proved that one of the 
sccnsed noblemen was at that time in Hungary, and the other in Poland. 

>* This short part was created by Molidre himself. Moli6re acted also 
the part of Moron. 

III. C 



THE PRINCESS OF ELIS. 

{LA PRINCESSE D'huDE.) 



FIRST INTERLUDE. SCENE L 

Aurora. 

When Love presents a charming choice 

Respond to his flame, oh youthful fair ! 

Do not affect a pride which no one can subdue. 

Though yoii've been told such pride becomes you well. 

When one is of a lovely age 

Naught is so handsome as to love. 
Breathe freely sighs for him who faithful loves 
And challenge those who wish to blame your ways. 
A tender heart is lovely; but a cruel maid 
Will never be a title to esteem. 

When one is fair and beautiful 

Naught is so handsome as to love. 

SCENE IL 
Whippers-in and Musicians. 

Whilst Aurora was singing these verseSy four whippers-in were asleep 
on the grass, one of wJurm, called Lyciscas, represented by M. de Molihre, 
an excellent actor, who had invented the verses and the whole comedy, 
was lying between two, whilst the third was at his feet. The other 
huntsmen were Messrs. Estival, Don, and Blondel, musicians of the 
king, who had admirable voices, and tcho awoke, at Aurora's call, and, 
as soon as she had finished, sang in recitativo. 

Hullo ! hullo ! get up, get up, get up ! Everything must 
be prepared for the hunting match. Hullo ! get up ; get 
up quickly. 
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1 Whip, Day to the darkest spots imparts its light. 

2 Whip, The air distils its pearls on flowers. 

3 Whip, The nightingales begin their warbling notes, 
and with their little concerts thrill the air. 

All three. Come, come, get up ! quick, get up ! [To 
Lyciscas asleep'] What is the matter, Lyciscas ? What ! 
you are snoring still ! you, who promised to outstrip Aurora ? 
Come, get up ; get up, quick ! Everything must be pre- 
pared for the hunting match. Get up quickly, get up ! 
Make haste, get up ! 

Lyciscas, [Waking] Zounds, you are terrible brawlers! 
You open your throats early in the morning. 

Musicians, Do you not see the light beams everywhere ? 
Come, get up Lyciscas, get up. 

Lye, Oh ! let me sleep yet a little while, I entreat you. 

Mils, No, no, get up, Lyciscas, get up. 

Lye, I only ask about a quarter of an hour. 

Mils. Not at all, not at all ; get up, quick, get up. 

Lye. Alas ! I pray you. 

Mus, Get up. 

Lye, A moment. 

MxLS. Get up. 

Lye, I beseech you. 

Mus, Get up. 

Lye, Oh! 

Mus, Get up. 

Lye, I . . . 

Mus, Get up. 

Lye. I shall have done immediately. 

Mus. No, no, get up, Lyciscas, get up. Everything has 
to be prepared for the hunting match. Quickly, get up ; 
make ha^te, get up. 

Lye, Well, be quiet; I shall rise. You are strange 
people to torment me thus. You will be the cause of my 
being unwell all day ; for, do you see, sleep is necessary to 
man, and when one does not sleep one's fill, it happens . . . 
that , . . one is not . . . [He falls asleep again. 

1 Mu^, Lyciscas ! 

2 Mus, Lyciscas ! 
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3 Mu8. Lyciscas ! 

All, Lyciscas ! 

Lye. To the deuce with these brawlers ! I wish yoiir 
throats were stopped with scaldiug porridge. ^^ 

AU. Get up, get up ; make haste ; get up, quick, 
get up. 

Lye Oh ! how wearisome Dot to sleep one's fill ! 

1 Mus. Soho, ho ! 

2 Mus. Soho, ho ! 

3 Mus. Soho, ho ! 
AIL Soho, ho ! 

Lye. Ho ! ho ! ho ! ho ! Plague take the fellows with 
their howlings. May the devil take Die if I do not give 
you a good drubbing for this. But what deuced enthusiasm 
possesses them to come and caterwaul in my ears at this 
rate? 

AU. Get up ! 

Lye. Again ? 

All. Get up ! 

Lye. The devil take you ! 

AU. Get up. 

Lye. [Getting up] What ! again ! Was there ever 
such a passion for singing. Zounds ! I shall go mad ! 
Since I am disturbed, I will not let the others sleep. I 
shall torment them as they have done me. Come, soho ! 
gentlemen, get up, get up, quick ; you have been sleeping 
too long. I shall make a devil of a noise everywhere. [He 
(houts with all Ma Tnight] Get up, get up, get up ! Come 
quick ! Soho, ho ! get up, get up ! Everything must be 
prepared for the hunt ; get up, get up ! Lyciscas, get up ! 
Soho! ho! ho! ho! 

Lyciscas having at length risen with the greatest difficvlty^ and having 
shouied as loud as he coidd^ several horns and huntiiig-hoins are blown, 
whichy together with the violins^ begin an entrde-ttine, to which six 
uhippers-in dance with great pecision and order, whilst winding their 
horns ai certain periods. 

"^ In Sir Walter Scott's Rob Roy, chapter xxxii., Bailie Nicol Jarvie 
says: "And I wish Mr Jarvie's boots had been fu* o' boiling water 
when he drew them on for sic a purpose.'' 
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ACT I. 

Argumext. 

ThU hunt wa« pre|iared by the Prince of Elu, who, being of a gallant 
and maf![uifioent disfKniition, and desirous that the Princess, his 
daughter, would think of marriage, to which she was very much 
averse, had invited to his court the Princes of Ithaca, Messena, 
and Pylos, thinking that whilst hunting, which she loved much, 
or during other sports, chariot-races, and the like displays, one of 
these princes might perhaps please her, and so become her husband. 

SCENE L 

Euryalm, Prince of Ithaca^ in lore with the Princess of Elis; 
Arbates, his governor, wlwy indulgent to the princess passion, praises 
him in elegant phraseology, instead of blaming him, 

EUKYALUS, ArBATES. 

Arb. This dreamy silence, to which you have accustomed 
yourself so dolefully, makes you continually seek solitude, 
those deep sighs which come from your heart, and that 
gaze so full of languor, certainly say much to one of my 
age. I believe, my lord, I understand the language ; but, 
for fear of running too great a risk, I dare not be so bold 
as to explain it without your leave. 

Eur. Explain, explain with all freedom, Arbates, these 
sighs, these looks, and this mournful silence. I give you 
leave to say that love has subjected me to its laws, and defies 
me in its turn. I farther admit that you make me ashamed 
of the weakness of a heart which suffers itself to be overcome. 

Arb. What, my lord, shall I blame you for the tender 
emotions with which I now see you inspired ? The sourness 
of old age cannot embitter me against the gentle transports 
of an amorous flame. Although my life is near its close, 
I maintain that love suits well such men as you ; that the 
tribute paid to the charms of a beautiful face is a clear proof 
of a beautiful mind ; and that it is not easy for a young 
prince to be great and generous without being in love. It 
is a (juality I admire in a monarch. Tenderness of heart is 
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a sure sign that everything may be expected from a prince 
of your i^e as soon as we perceive that his soul is capable 
of love. Yes, that passion, the most beautiful of all others, 
draws a hundred virtues in its train. It urges the heart to 
noble deeds, and all great heroes have felt its ardour. Your 
infancy, my lord, was spent under my eyes. I have seen 
realised the expectations formed from your virtues. I ob- 
served in you qualities which told of the blood from which 
you sprung ; I discovered in you a fund of wit and bright- 
ness ; I found you handsome, great, and noble ; your courage 
and your abilities shone forth every day ; but I was con- 
cerned because I did not perceive any traces of love. Now 
that the pangs of an incurable wound show that your soul 
is sensible to its strokes, I triumph, and my heart, full of 
joy, looks upon you as a finished prince.^® 

Eur. If, for a time, I defied the p)wer of love, alas ! my dear 
Arbates, it takes ample vengeance for it now. If you knew 
the ills into which my heart is plunged, you yourself would 
wish that it had never loved. For this is the fate that 
awaits me ; I love — I ardently love the Princess of Elis ; 
you know that that pride which lurks beneath her charming 
aspect arms her youthful sentiments against love ; and that 
she avoids, during this grand feast, the crowd of lovers who 
strive to obtain her hand. Alas ! how little truth is there 
in the saying that the being we love charms us at first 
sight, and that the first glance kindles in us those flames 
to which Heaven at our birth destined our souls. On 
my return from Argos, I passed this way, and then saw 
the Princess. I beheld all the charms with which she 



" These verses, spoken in a festival given by Louis XIV. to please 
Mademoiselle de la Vallibre, contain a very transparent allusion to the 
monarch's passion. Of course, many things may be brought forward to 
excuse Moli^re ; yet, after all, although we admire the dramatist, 
we have not the same feelings for the courtier. 
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is endowed, but looked on them as one would look on a 
fine statue. Her brilliant youth, which I observed care- 
fiiUy, did not inspire my soul with one secret desire ; I 
quietly returned to the shores of Ithaca, without so much 
as recalling her to my mind for two years. In the mean- 
time, the rumour spread to my court that she was known to 
entertain a contempt for love ; it was published everywhere 
that her proud spirit had an unconquerable aversion to 
marriage, and that, with a bow in her hand, and a quiver 
on her shoulder, she roamed through the woods like another 
Diana, loved nothing but hunting, and caused all the young 
heroes of Greece to sigh in vain. Admire our tempers and 
fate ! What her presence and beauty failed to do, the fame 
of her boldness produced in my heart. An unknown trans- 
port was born within me, which I could not master. Her 
disdain so bruited about had a secret charm, which made me 
carefully call to remembrance all her features. Looking 
upon her with new eyes, I formed an image of her so noble, 
so beautiful, — picturing to myself so much glory, and such 
pleasures, if I could but triumph over her coldness, 
that my heart, dazzled by such a victory, saw its glorious 
liberty fade away. It in vain resisted such a bait ; the 
sweetness of it took such complete possession of my senses 
that, impelled by an invisible power, I sailed at once from 
Ithaca hither, concealing my ardent passion under the pre- 
tence of wishing to be present at these renowned sports, to 
which the illustrious Iphitas, father of the princess, has 
invited most of the princes of Greece. 

Arb. But of what use, my lord, are the precautions you 
take ; and why are you so anxious to keep it a secret ? 
You love this illustrious princess, you say, and come to 
signalize yourself before her ; yet neither looks, words, nor 
sighs have informed her of your ardent passion ? I cannot, 
for my part, understand this policy, which will not allow 
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you to open your heart ; nor do I see what fruit can be 
expected of a love which avoids all modes of discovering 
itself. 

Eur. And what should I gain, Arbates, by avowing my 
pangs, but draw down on myself the disdain of her haughty 
soul, and throw myself into the rank of those submissive 
princes^ whose title of lovers causes her to look on them as 
enemies ? You see the kings of Messena and Pylos in vain 
lay their hearts at her feet ; the lofty splendour of their 
virtues, accompanied by the most assiduous respect, is use- 
less. This repulse of their homage makes me conceal, in 
sad silence, the warmth of my love. I account myself con- 
demned in seeing her behaviour towards these famous rivals, 
and read my own sentence in the contempt she shows to 
tliem. 

Arb, And it is in this contempt and haughty humour 
that your love should see its brightest hope, since fortune 
presents to you a heart to conquer, which is defended only 
by mere coldness, and does not oppose to your passion the 
deep-rooted tenderness of some other engagement. A heart 
already occupied resists powerfully ; but when the soul is 
free, it is easily overcome, and only a little patience is 
needed to triumph over all the pride of indiflerence. Con- 
ceal no longer from her the influence which her eyes have upon 
you ; openly display your passion, and, far from trembling 
at the example of others, fortify yourself with the hope that 
you will be successful because they have been repulsed. 
Perhaps you may possess the secret of touching her obdurate 
heart, which these princes have not. And if, through her 
imperious and capricious pride, you should not meet with a 
more propitious destiny, it is at least a happiness in misfor- 
tunes of this kind to see one's rivals rejected with oneself. 

Eur, I am glad to find that you approve a declaration of 
my passion ; by combating my reasons, you delight my souL 
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I wished to see, by what I said, whether you could approve 
what I had done. In short, since I must take you into my 
confidence, there is one who is to explain my silence to the 
Princess, and perhaps, at the very moment I am talking to 
you here, the secret of my heart is revealed. This chase, to 
which she went, you know, this morning early, in order to 
avoid the crowd of her adorers, is the opportunity which 
Moron has chosen to declare my passion. 

Arb. Moron, my lord ? 

Eur, My choice rather astonishes you ; you misjudge 
him because he is a court fool ; but you must know that he 
is less of a fool than he wishes to appear, and that, notwith- 
standing his present employment, he has more sense than 
those who laugh at him.®* The Princess amuses herself 
with his buflfooneries : he has obtained her favour by a 
hundred jests, and can thus say, and persuade her to, what 
others dare not hazard. In short, I think him fit for my 
purpose ; he says he has a great affection for me, and, hav- 
ing been bom in my country, will assist my love against all 
rivals. A little money given him to sustain his zeal.*® . . . 

SCENE IL 

Moron y represented hy M. de Molihre, arriveSy and^ being haunted 
.by the remembrance of a furious mid boar, before which he had 
taken flight in the chase, asks for assistance. Meeting with Euryalus 
and ArbateSy he places himself between them for gi'eater safety , after 
having given proofs of his terror and cracked a hundred jokes 
about his want of courage, 

® The office of court fool was, at the time Moliere wrote, not wholly 
abolished ; Louis XIV. still kept one, called I'Angeli, who formerly be- 
longed to the Prince de Conde. Very little is known of him, except 
that he waa biting in his remarks, and at last obliged to leave the court 
I do not think any court fool was represented on the French stage from 
the time of Tlie Princess of Elis, until Victor Hugo's Triboulet in Le 
Roi s'arnuse. 

^ See Appendix, Note A. 
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EURYALUS, ArBATES, MoRON. 

Mor, [Behind the acenes] Help, help ! save me from this 
cruel animal. 

Eur, I think I hear his voice. 

Mar. [Behind the scenes] Come to me ! for mercy's sake, 
come to me ! 

Eur. It Ls he. Where is he running in such a fright ? 

Mor. [Appearing without seeing anyone'] How shall I 
avoid this frightful boar ? Ye gods ! preserve me from his 
horrid tusks, and I promise you, if he does not catch me, 
four pounds of incense and two of the fattest calves. [Meeting 
Ewryalus, whom in his fright he takes for the boar front 
which he is flying.] Oh ! I am dead. 

Eur. What ails you ? 

Mot. I took you for the animal, whose throat I beheld 
ready to swallow me ; my lord, I could not recover from 
my fright. 

Eur. What is it i 

Mor. Oh ! what a strange taste the Princess has ; 
and, in following the chase and her extravagances, what 
foolishness we must put up with. What pleasure can 
these hunters find in being exposed to many thousand 
terrors ? Now, if a man hunted only hares, rabbits, or 
young does, it would be sensible ; they are animals of a 
very gentle nature, and always run away from us. But to 
go and attack these unmannerly beasts, who have not the 
least respect for a human face, and who hunt those who 
come to hunt them ; that is a foolish pastime that I cannot 
endure. 

Eur. Tell us what is the matter. 

Mor. [Turning round] What a whim of the Princess to 
take exercise under such diflBculties ! I could have sworn 
she would play this trick. As the chariot-race came on 
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to-day, she must needs go hunt to show her open contempt 

for these sports, and to make it appear But, 

mum, let me finish my tale, and resume the thread of my 
discourse. What was I saying ? 

Eur, You were talking of an exercise under difficulties. 

Mor. Ah ! yes. Well, then, fainting under this horrible 
labour (for I was up at break of day fitted out like a famous 
hunter), I slunk away from them all like a hero, and, find- 
ing a good place to take a nap in, I laid me down, and, com- 
posing myself, already began to snore comfortably, when 
suddenly a frightful noise made me open my eyes, and I 
beheld, coming out from behind an old thicket of the leafy 
wood, a boar of enormous size for . . . 

Eur, What now ? 

Mor, Nothing. Do not be afraid, but let me get between 
you, for a reason ; I may then be better able to tell you the 
whole thing. I was saying I beheld the boar, which, being 
pursued by our people, set up all his bristles with a hideous 
air ; his glaring eyes darted only threats, his mouth with 
an ugly grin shewed through the foam certain tusks, for 
those who ventured near him ... I leave you to 
imagine it. At this terrible sight, I seized my weapons ; but 
the, treacherous brute without the slightest fear rushed 
straight at me, without my speaking a word to him. 

Arb, And you stood your ground ? 

Mor, I was not such a fool ! I threw down my arms 
and ran like a dozen. 

Arb. What ! Having weapons, and yet fly from a boar ! 
That was not a valiant action. Moron. 

Mor. I confess it was not valiant, but sensible. 

Arb. But if one does not immortalize oneself by some 
exploit . . . 

Mor. I am your servant. I had rather people should 
say, it was here that Moron, by flying without much pres- 
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sure, saved himself from the fury of a wild boar, than that 
they should say, here is the famous spot where the brave 
Moron, with heroic boldness facing the furious rush of a wild 
boar, lost his life by a wound from his tusk. 
EuT. Very good. 

Mor. Yes. Without offence to glory, I would rather live 
two days in the^world, than a thousand years in history. 

Etir. Your death would indeed grieve your friends ; but 
if your mind has recovered from its fright, may I enquire 
if the passion which consumes me . 

Mot. My lord, I will not dissemble with you. I have 
done nothing yet, not having had the opportunity to speak 
with the Princess as I desired. The oflSce of court buffoon 
has its prerogatives, but we must often turn aside from our 
free attempts. To talk of your flame is a delicate matter ; 
it is a state affair with the Princess. You know in what 
title she glories, and that her brain is full of a philosophy 
which wars against marriage, and treats Cupid as a minor 
god. I must manage the thing skilfully for fear of rous- 
ing her tiger humour. One must be careful how to 
speak to great folks, for they are very ticklish some- 
times. Let me manage it by degrees. I am full of zeal 
for you. I was bom your subject. Some other obligations 
may also contribute to the happiness I design for you. My 
mother was esteemed handsome in her day, and was not 
naturally cruel; that generous Prince, your late father, 
was dangerously gallant, and I have heard that Elp^nor, 
supposed to be my father because he was my mother's 
husband, related to the shepherds that he was occasionally 
honoured by a visit from the Prince, and that, during that 
time, he had the advantage of being bowed to by all the 
village. That is sufficient ! Be that as it may, I intend 
by my labours . . . But here is the Princess and two 
of your rivals. 
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SCENE IlL 

The Princess of Elis appears afterwards with the Princes of Mes- 
sena and PyloSy who show thai their charaeters are very different fro/m 
thai of the Prince of Ithaca, which procured for him, in the heart of 
tfie Princess, all the advayitages he could desire. This amiable Princess 
did not show, however, thai the merit of this Prince had made any 
impression on hei' mind, or that she had so much as observed him. She 
always professed that, like Diana, she only loved the chase and the 
forests ; and when the Prince of Messena wished to mention the ser- 
vice he had rendered her by rescuing her from a huge boar which had 
attacked her^ she told him that, without diminishing in aught her 
gratitude, she considered his assistance so much the less considerable, as 
she, unaided, had killed many as furious, and might perhaps have 
overcame thai one. 

The Princess, Aglanta, Cynthia, Aristomenes, 
Theocles, Euryalus, Phillis, Arbates, Moron. 

Avis. Do you upbraid us, madam, for saving your charms 
from this peril ? For my part, I should have thought that 
to overcome the boar which was about to attack you so 
furiously was an adventure fnot knowing of the hunt) for 
which we ought to have thanked our happy fate ; but, by 
your coldness, I see plainly that I ought to be of another 
opinion, and quarrel with that fatal power of chance which 
made me take part in an affair that has given you 
offence. 

Theo. For my part, madam, I esteem myself very happy 
in having performed this action for which my whole heart was 
anxious, and, notwithstanding your displeasure, cannot con- 
sent to blame fortune for such an adventure. I know that, 
when one is disliked everything one does displeases ; but 
even were your anger greater than it is, it is an extreme 
pleasure, when one's love is extreme, to be able to rescue 
from peril the. object of one's love. 

Prin. And do you think, my lord, since I must speak, 
that there would have been anything in this danger to 
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terrify me so greatly ? That the bow and arrow, which I 
love 80 much, would have been a useless weapon in my 
hands ? And that I, accustomed to traverse our mountains, 
our plains, our woods, might not dare hope to suffice for 
my own defence ? Surely I have made but little use of my 
time and the assiduous labours of which I boast, if, in such 
an emergency, I could not have triumphed over a wretched 
animal. At least if, in your opinion, my sex in general 
is unable for such actions, allow me the glory of a higher 
sphere, and do me the favour, both of you, to believe that, 
whatever the boar of to-day may have been, I have con- 
quered fiercer ones without your help, my lords. 

Theo. But, madam . . 

Prin. Well, be it so. I see that your desire is to shew 
me that I owe my life to you; I grant it. Yes, with- 
out you I had lost my life. I heartily thank you for your 
grand assistance, and will go at once to the Prince to 
inform him of the kindness with which your love has 
inspired you for me. 

SCENE IV, 

EURYALUS, ArBATES, MoRON. 

Mor. Well ! was there ever seen such an untamed spirit ? 
The well-timed death of that ugly boar vexes her. Oh ! 
how willingly would I have rewarded anyone who would 
have rid me of him just now ! 

Arb, [To Euryalus] I see, my lord, her disdain renders 
you pensive ; but it ought not to retard in the least the 
execution of your plans. Her hour must come, and perhaps 
it is to you that the honour of conquering her is reserved. 

Mor. She must know of your passion before the race, 
and I . . . 

Eur. No, Moron, I do not wish it so any longer. Be 
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carefiil to say nothing, and leave me to act ; I have resolved 
to take quite a difierent course. I see plainly she is 
resolved to despise all who think to gain her heart by deep 
respect ; and the deity who induces me to sigh for her has 
inspired me with a new way to conquer her. Yes, it is he 
who has caused this sudden change, and from him I await 
its happy conclusion. 

Arb. May one know, my lord, by what means you 
hope . . . 

Eur. You shall see it. Follow me and keep silenca 



SECOND INTERLUDE. 

Argument. 

The agreeable Moron leaves the Prince to go and talk of his growing 
passion to the woods and the rocks, uttering everywhere the heau- 
tiful name of his shepherdess Phillis; a ridiculous echo answers 
him whimsically ; he takes so great a pleasure in it, that, laughing 
in a hundred ways, he makes the echo answer as often, without 
seeming at all tired of it But a bear interrupts this fine amuse- 
ment, and surprises him so much by the unexpected sight, that he 
shows visible signs of terror, which causes him to make before the 
bear all the bows he can think of to mollify him. At length he 
is going to run up a tree ; but, seeing that the bear is also going 
to climb, he cries out for help so loudly, that eight peajsants armed 
with pointed sticks and spears appear, whilst another bear comes 
after the first. A battle then begins, which ends with the death 
of one of the bears, and the flight of the other. 

SCENE L 

Moron, alone. 

Good bye, till I see you again ; as for me, I shall stay 
here, and have a little conversation with these trees and 
rocks. 

Woods, meadows, fountains, flowers, that behold my 
pale countenance, if you do not know it, I tell you I am 
in love. Phillis is the charming object who has fixed my 
heart. I became her lover by seeing her milk a cow ; her 
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fingers, quite full of milk, and a thousand times whiter, 
squeezed the udder in an admirable manner. Ouf ! the 
thought of it will drive me crazy. Ah ! Phillis ! Phillis ! 
{echo, Phillis !) ah ! {echo, ah !) hem ! {echo, hem !) ah ! {echo, 
ah*!) oh ! {echx), oh !) oh ! {echo, oh !) This is a funny echo ! 
Hom ! {echo, hom !) ha ! {echo, ha !) ha ! {echo, ha !) hu ! 
{echjo, hu !) This is a funny echo. 

SCENE 11. 
A Bear, Moron. 

Mot. [Seeing a hear approax^hing] Oh, Master bear, I 
am your very humble servant. Pray, spare me ; I assure 
you I am not worth eating ; I am only skin and bone, and 
I see certain people yonder who would serve your turn much 
better. Eh ! eh ! eh ! my lord, gently, if you please. 
There [he caresses the hear and trenihles ivifh fear], there, 
there, there. Ha, my lord, how handsome and well-made 
your highness is ! You look quite stylish, and you have 
the prettiest shape in the world. Ah ! what beautiful 
bristles ! what a beautiful head 1 what beautiful, sparkling, 
and large eyes ! Ah ! what a pretty little nose ! what a 
pretty little mouth ! what darling little teeth ! Ah ! what 
a beautiful throat ! what beautiful little paws ! what well- 
shaped little nails [the hear gets on his hind legs] ! Help ! 
help ! I am dead ! Have mercy ! Poor Moron ! Oh ! good 
Heavens ! Oh ! quick, I am lost. [The huntsTnen appear 
and Moron climbs up a tree], [He addresses the hunts- 
men']. Oh ! gentlemen, take pity upon me. [The hunts- 
men fight witlt the hear]. That is right, gentlemen, kill that 
ugly beast for me. Assist them, kind Heaven ! All right ! 
he runs away ; there he stops and falls upon them. That 
is right, there is one who has given him a thrust in his 
throat. They all surround him. Courage — stand to it ! 
well done, my friends ! That is right ! go on ! again ! Oh ! 
there he is on the ground ; it is all over with him ; he is 
dead. Let us come down now and give him a. hundred 
blows. [Moron conies down the tree]. Your servant, gen- 
tlemen, I am much obliged to you for having delivered me 

III. D 
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from this animal. Now that you have killed him, I am 
going to finish him, and triumph with you. 

These fcniunate huntsm4'.n had no sooner gained this victory, than 
Moron, grown bold by th^^ danger being remote, wishes to go and give a 
thousand blows to the animal, no longer able to defend himself, and does 
all thai a braggart, not over bold, would have done on such an occasion ; 
the huntsmen, to show Uieir joy, danee a very fine entred. 



ACT IL 

Argument. 

The Prince of Ithaca and the Princess had a very gallant conversation 
about the chariot race which was in preparation. She had ere this 
told one of the princesses, her relatives, that the insensibility of the 
Prince of Ithaca disturbed her, and was disagreeable to her : that, 
although she did not wish to love anyone, it was very sad to see 
that he loved nothing, and that, although she had resolved not to 
go to see the races, she now would go, in order to endeavour to 
triumph over the liberty of a man who was so fond of it. It might 
easily be perceived tliat the merit of this prince produced its ordin- 
ary effect ; that his fine qualities had touched her proud heart, and 
had begun partly to thaw that ice which had resisted until then all 
the ardour of love. Advised by Moron, whom he had gained over, 
and who knew well the heart of the Princess, the more the Prince 
pretended to be insensible, although he was but too much in love, 
the more the Princess resolved to win his affections, though she 
did not intend to return his love. The Princes of Messena and 
Pylos took their leave of her, to go to prepare for the races, and 
spoke of the expectation they had of being conquerors, because they 
desired to please her. The Prince of Ithaca, on the contrary, told 
her that, having never been in love with anything, he was going to 
try to obtain the prize for his own satisfaction. This made the 
Princess all the more anxious to subdue a heart, already sufficiently 
subdued, but which knew how to disguise its sentiments in a won- 
derful manner. 

SCENE I. 

The Princess, Aglanta, Cynthia, Phillis. 

Prin. Yes, I love to dwell in these peaceful spots. There 
18 nothing here but what enchants the eye ; and all the noble 
architecture of our palaces must yield the palm to these 
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simple beauties formed by nature. These trees, these rocks, 
these waters, this fresh turf, have charms for me of which I 
never tire. 

AgL Like you, I love tranquil retreats where one avoids 
the bustle of the city. Such places are adorned with 
a thousand charming objects ; and what is surprising is that, 
at the very gates of Elis, those gentle souls who hate a 
crowd may find so vast and beautiful a solitude. But, to 
tell you the truth, in these days of rejoicing your retreat 
here appears somewhat unseasonable, and puts a slight on 
the magnificent preparations made by each prince for the 
public entertainment The grand spectacle of the chariot- 
race merits the honour of your notice. 

Prin. What right have they to desire my presence, and 
what do I owe, after all, to their magnificence ? They take 
these pains on purpose to win me, and my heart is the 
only prize for which they all strive. But with whatever hope 
they may flatter themselves, I am greatly mistaken if either 
of them carries it off. 

Cyn. How long will this heart be provoked at the in- 
nocent designs which are formed to touch it ; and regard 
the trouble which people give themselves as so many 
offences against your person ? • I know that in pleading 
the cause of love, I am exposed to your displeasure, but 
as I have the honour to be related to you, I oppose myself 
to the harshness which you show; and cannot feed by 
flattery your resolution of never loving. Is anything more 
beautiful than the innocent flame which brilliant merit 
kindles in the soul ? What happiness would there be in 
life, if love were banished from among mortals ? No, no, 
the delights which it affords are infinite, and to live without 
loving is, properly speaking, not to live at all.^^ 

•* As far as this line the play is, in the original, in verse ; but in the 
printed edition, Moliere inserted the following notice : " The design of 
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AgL For my part, I think that this passion is the most 
agreeable business of life ; that, in order to live happily, it 
is necessary to love, and that all pleasures are insipid unless 
mingled with a little love. 

Prin. Can you two, being what you are, talk thus ? 
And ought you not to blush for countenancing a passion 
which is nothing but error, weakness, and extravagance, and 
of which all the disorders are so repugnant to the glory of our 
sex ? I intend to maintain its honour until the last moment 
of my life, and will never trust those men who pretend to 
be our slaves, only to become in time our tyrants. All 
these tears, all these sighs, all this homage, all these respects, 
are but snares laid for our hearts, and which often induce 
them to act basely. For my part, when I behold certain 
examples, and the hideous meannesses to which that pa^ion 
can debase persons who are under its sway, my whole heart 
is moved ; I cannot bear that a soul which possesses ever so 
little pride should not feel horribly ashamed of such weak- 
nesses. 

Cyn. Ah, madam, there are certain weaknesses that are 
not at all shameful, and which it is beautiful to have in 
the highest degree of glory. I hope that one day you will 
change your mind ; and if Heaven please, we shall shortly 
see your heart . . . 

Prin. Hold. Do not finish that strange wish. I have 
too unconquerable a horror of such debasement ; if I should 
ever be capable of sinking so low, I should certainly never 
forgive myself. 

AgL Take care, madam ! Love knows how to revenge 
himself for the contempt shown him, and perhaps . . . 



the author was to treat thus the whole comedy. But an order of the 
King, who hurried on this affair, compelled him to finish the remainder 
in prose, and to pass lightly over several scenes, which he would have 
ej&teuded if he had had more leisure." 
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Prin. No, no. I defy all his darts ; the great power 
which is attributed to him is nothing but an idle fancy, 
and an excuse for feeble hearts, who represent him as in- 
vincible to justify their weakness. 

Cyn. But all the world recognises his power, and you 
see that the gods themselves are subject to his empire. 
We are told that Jupiter loved more than once, and that 
Diana herself, whom you so much affect to imitate, was not 
ashamed to breathe sighs of love. 

Prin. Public opinions are always mixed with error. The 
gods are not such as the vulgar make them out to be, and 
it is a want of respect to attribute to them human frailties. 

SCENE IL 

The Princess, Aglanta, Cynthia, Phillis, Moron.** 

Agl. Come hither, Moron ; come, help us to defend love 
against the Princess's opioion. 

Pirm. Your side is strengthened by a grand defender 
truly! 

Mor. Upon my word, madam, I believe that after my 
example there is no more to be said, and that none should 
doubt any longer the power of love. I for a long time 
defied his arms, and acted like a rogue, just as any other ; 
but at length my pride was cowed, and you have a traitress 
[pointing to Phillis] who has made me tamer than a 
lamb. After that, you ought to have no scruples to love ; 
and, since I have submitted to him, others may do the 
same. 

Cyn. What ! Moron in love ? 

Mor. Yes, indeed. ' 

Cyn. And is he beloved ? 

Mor. And why not ? Am I not well enough made for 



^ See Appendix, Note B. 
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that ? I think this face is passable enough ; and as to elegant 
manners, thank Heaven, we yield to none. 

Cyn. Without doubt, it would be wrong to . . . 

SCENE IIL 

The Princess, Aglanta, Cynthia, Moron, 

Phillis, Lycas. 
Lye, Madam, the Prince, your father, is coming hither 
to seek you ; he brings with him the Princes of Pylos, of 
Ithaca, and of Messena. 

Prin. Heavens ! what does he mean by bringing them 
to me ? Has he resolved on my ruin, and would he force 
me to choose one of them ? 

SCENE IF. 

Iphitas, Euryalus, Aristomenes, Theocles, The 
Princess, Aglanta, Cynthia, Phillis, Moron. ^^ 

Prin, [To Iphitas] My lord, I beg you to give me leave 
to prevent, by two words, the declaration of the thoughts 
which you may perhaps foster. There are two truths, my 
lord, the one as certain as the other, of which I can 
assure you ; the one is, that you have an absolute power 
over me, and that you can lay no command upon me which 
I would not blindly obey ; the other is, that I look upon 
marriage as death, and that it is impossible for me to con- 
quer this natural aversion. To give me a husband and to 
kill me are the same thing ; but your will takes precedence, 
and my obedience is dearer to me than life. After this, my 
lord, speak ; say freely what you desire. 

Iph, Daughter, you are wrong to be so alarmed ; and I 
am grieved that you can think me so bad a father as to do 
violence to your sentimeuts, and to use tyrannically the power 
which Heaven has given me over you. I wish, indeed, that 

58 See Appendix, Note C. 
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your heart were capable of loving some one. All my desires 
would be satisfied if that were to happen ; and I proposed 
to celebrate the present fStes and sports only to assemble 
all the illustrious youth of Greece, that amongst them you 
might meet one who would please you and determine your 
choice. I say, I ask of Heaven no other happiness than to 
see you married. To obtain this favour, I have this morn- 
ing again offered up sacrifice to Venus ; and if I know how 
to interpret the language of the gods, the goddess promised 
me a miracle. But, be this as it may, I will act like a 
{Either who loves his daughter. If you can find one on 
whom to fix your inclination, your choice shall be mine, and 
I shall consider neither interests of state nor advantages of 
alliance. If your heart remains insensible, I shall not 
attempt to force it. But at least be polite in answer to 
the civilities offered to you, and do not oblige me to make 
excuses for your coldness. Treat these princes with the 
esteem which you owe them, and receive with gratitude the 
proofs of their zeaL Come and see this race in which their 
skill will appear. 

Theo. [To the PHncess] Every one will do his utmost 
to gain the prize of this chariot-race. But, to tell you the 
truth, I care little for the victory, since your heart is not to 
be contended for. 

Arns, For my part, madam, you are the only prize I 
propose to myself everywhere. It is you whom I imagine 
to be the reward in these combats of skill ; I aspire honour- 
ably to gain this race only to obtain a degree of glory which 
may raise me nearer to your heart. 

EuT. As for me, madam, I do not go with any such 
thought. As I have all my life professed to love nothing, 
I take pains, but not with the same object as the other 
princes. I do not pretend to obtain your heart, and the honour 
of gaining the race is the sole advantage to which I aspire. 
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SCENE V, 

The Princess, Aglanta, Cynthia, Phillis, Moron. 

Prin. Whence proceeds thus unexpected haughtiness ? 
Princesses, what do you say of this young Prince ? Did 
you observe what an air he assumed ? 

Agl. It is true it was somewhat haughty. 

Mor. [Aside] Oh ! what a fine trick he has played her ! 

Prin. Do you not think it would be pleasant to humble 
his pride, and to abase a little that hectoring heart ? 

Cyn. As you are accustomed to receive nothing but 
homage and adoration from the whole world, such a com- 
pliment as his must indeed surprise you. 

Prin. I confess it has caused me some emotion ; and I 
should much like to find a way to chastise this pride. I 
had no great desire to go to this race, but now I shall go 
on purpose, and do all I can to inspire him with love. 

Cyn. Take care, madam, the enterprise is dangerous ; 
and when one tries to inspire love, one runs a risk of receiv- 
ing it. 

Prin, Oh, pray apprehend nothing. Come, I shall 
answer for myself 



THIRD INTERLUDE, 

SCENE L 

Moron, Phillis. 

Mor. Phillis, stay here. 

Phil. No, let me follow the rest. 

Mor. Oh ! cruel creature ! If Tircis had asked you, you 
would have stayed fast enough. 

Phil. That may be. I own I love much better to be 
with him than with you, for he amuses me with his 
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voice, and you deafen me with your cackle. When you 
sing as well as he does, I promise to listen to you. 

McfT. Oh, stay a little. 

Fh/d, I cannot 

Mot. Pray do. 

PAii. No, I tell you. 

Mot. [Holding PhUlis] I will not let you go . . . 

Phil. What a bother! 

Mor. I only ask to be one instant with you. 

PhU, Well, I shall stay, provided you promise me one 
thing. 

Mor. What? 

Phil. Not to speak at all. 

Mor. Oh, PhiUis. 

PhiL If you do, I shall not stay. 

Mor. Will you . . . 

PhU. Let me go. 

Mor. Well, stay ; I shall not say a word. 

PhiL Take care you do not, for at the first word I shall run. 

Mor. Be it so [Making some gestures] Ha, 

PhiUis ! Ha ! . . . 

SCENE IL 
Moron, alone. 

Mor. She runs away, and I cannot overtake her. That 
is the mischief. If I could but sing, I might do my business 
better. Most women now-a-days are caught by the ear ; 
that is the reason why every one learns music ; no one 
succeeds with them but with little songs and little verses 
that are warbled to them. I must learn to sing that I may 
act like others. Oh ! here is the very man. 

SCENE IIL 
A Satyr, Moron. 

Sat [Sings'] La, la, la. 

Mor. Ah, friend Satyr, you know what you promised 
me, ever so long ago. Pray teach me to sing. 
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Sat I will ; but first listen to a song I have just made. 

Mor. [Aside arid in a whisper] He is so used to sing 
that he cannot speak otherwise. [Aloud] Come, sing, I 
am listening to you. 

Sat [Sings] I was carrying . . . 

Mor. A song, do you say ? 

Sat, I was . . . 

Mor. A song to be sung ? 

Sat. I was . . . 

Mor, A lover's song ? Hang it ! 

Sat I was carrying in a cage two sparrows I had 
caught, when young Chloris, in a dark grove, showed to my 
astonished eyes her blooming and lovely countenance. When 
I beheld her gaze, so skilled in conquering, I said to the 
sparrows, Alas ! console yourselves, poor little animals, he 
who caught you is much more caught than you are. 

Moron was not satisfied with this song, though he thought it very 
pretty ; he asked for one with more passion in it, and, begging the 
Satyr to sing him the one he had heard him sing some days before^ the 
Satyr thus continued : — 

In your songs so sweet, sing to my fair one, oh birds, sing 
all my mortal pain. But if the cruel maid gets angry when 
she hears the true story of the pangs I endure for her sake, 
then, birds, be silent. 

This second song having moved Moron very much, he desires the 
Satyr to teach him to sing it. 

Mor. Ah ! this is fine ; teach it me. 
Sat La, la, la, la. 
Mor. La, la, la, la. 
Sat. Fa, fa, fa, fa. 
Mor. Fa yourself.^* 

^ In the original there is a play on words which cannot be rendered 
into English. The musical scale consisted formerly of the notes ut, r^ 
mi, fa, sol, la, si, ut ; hence when Moron answers the Sa^rr Fat tov- 
menu; it may mean " fa yourself,** or " dandy yourself.** 
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The Satyr gets angry, and by degrees places himself in an attitude 
as if he was coming to fisticuffs; the violins begin to play^ and several 
Satyrs dance an agreeable entrie.^ 



ACT III. 

Argumbnt. 



In the meantime the Princess of Elis was very imeasy ; the Prince of 
Ithaca had gained the prize at the races ; afterwards the Princess 
had sung and danced in an admirable manner ; and yet it did not 
seem that these gifts of nature and art had been even observed 
by the Prince of Ithaca ; she complains of it to the Princess, her 
relative ; she also speaks of it to Moron, who calls that unfeeling 
Prince a brute. At last, seeing him herself, she cannot refrain 
from making some serious allusions to it ; he candidly answers that 
he loves nothing except his liberty, and the pleasures of solitude 
and the chase, in which he delights. 

SCENE L 

The Princess, Aglanta, Cynthia, Phillis. 

Cyn. It is true, madam, that this young prince showed 
uncommon skill, and that his bearing was surprising. 
He is the conqueror in this race, but I doubt much if he 
leaves with the same spirit with which he came ; for you 
aimed such blows at him that it was diflScult to defend him- 
self, and, without mentioning anjrthing else, your graceful 
dancing and the sweetness of your voice had charms to-day 
to touch the most insensible. 

PHn, There he comes, conversing with Moron. We shall 
know what he is talking of. Let us not interrupt them, 
but turn this way, to meet them again by-and-bye. 

•• Shakespeare in his Merchant of Venice (Act v., Scene i.), has also 
giren a kind of musical interlude, in the scene between Lorenzo and 
Jessica ; but in it the sparkling poetry sometimes soars to the highest 
realms of lyric enthusiasm ; Molidre wished only to give a comic scene, 
interspersed with some songs. 
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SCENE IL 
EURYALUS, ArBATES, MoRON.^^ 

Eur. Ah, Moron ! I confess I was enchanted ; never have 
80 many charms together met my eyes and ears. She is, 
in truth, adorable at all times ; but she was at that moment 
more so than ever. New charms enhanced her beauty. 
Never was her face adorned with more lively colours, nor 
were her eyes armed with swifter or more piercing shafts. 
The sweetness of her voice showed itself in the perfectly 
charming air which she deigned to sing ; and the marvellous 
tones she uttered went to the very depth of my soul, and 
held all my senses so enraptiu-ed that they could not recover. 
She then showed an agility altogether divine ; her lovely 
feet upon the enamel of the soft turf traced such delightful 
steps as put me quite beside myself, and bound me by irre- 
sistible bonds to the easy and accurate motion with which 
her whole body followed those harmonious strains. In short, 
never did soul feel stronger emotions than mine. More than 
twenty times I thought to give up my resolution, cast my- 
self at her feet, and declare to her frankly the ardour which 
I felt for her. 

Mor. Take my advice, my lord, and be careful how you 
do that. You have discovered the best method in the 
world, and I am greatly deceived if it does not succeed. 
Women are animals of a whimsical nature ; we spoil them 
by our tenderness ; and I verily believe we should see them 
run after us, were it not for the respect and submission 
whereby men allure them. 

Arh, My lord, here comes the Princess, a little in advance 
of her retinue. 

Mor. At least, continue as you have begun. I shall go 



^ See Appendix, Note D. 
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and see what she will say to me. In the meantime, walk 
you in these alleys without showing any desire to join her, 
and if you do accost her, stay as little with her as you can. 

SCENE III. 
The Princess, Moron. ^^ 

Prin. You are intimate. Moron, with the Prince of 
Ithaca? 

Mot. Ah, madam ! we have known one another a long 
time. 

Prin. What is the reason that he did not walk so far as 
this, but turned the other way when he saw me ? 

Mor. He is a whimsical fellow, and only loves to con- 
veree with his own thoughts. 

Prin. Were you present just now when he paid me that 
compliment ? 

Mor. Yes, madam, I was, and thought it rather im- 
pertinent, under favour of his princeship. 

Prin. For my part, I confess, Moron, this avoidance of 
me offends me. I have a great desire to make him fall in 
love with me, that I may bring down his pride a little. 

Mor. Upon my word, madam, you would not do ill ; he 
deserves it : but, to tell you the truth, I have great doubts 
of your success. 

Prin. How so ? 

Mor. How ? Why, he is the proudest little rogue you 
ever saw. He thinks no one in the world is like him, and 
that the earth is not worthy to bear him. 

Prin. But has he not yet spoken of me ? 

M(yr. He ? No. 

PHn. Did he say nothing to you of my singing and 
dancing ? 



'' See Appendix, Note E. 
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Mor, Not the least word. 

Prin. This contempt is shocking. I cannot bear this 
strange haughtiness, which esteems nothing. 

Mor. He neither esteems nor loves any one but himsel£ 

Prin, There is nothing I would not do to humble him 
as he deserves. 

Mor. We have no marble in our mountains harder or 
more insensible than he. 

Prin. There he comes. 

Moi\ Do you see how he passes without noticing you ? 

PHn. Pray, Moron, go and tell him I am here, and oblige 
him to come and speak to me. 

SCENE IV. 
The Princess, Euryalus, Arbates, Moron. ^® 

Mor. [Going up to Euryalus and whispervng to hivfi\ 
My lord, I tell you everything is going on well. The Prin- 
cess wishes you to come and speak to her ; but take care 
to continue to play your part For fear of forgetting it, 
do not stay long with her. 

Prin. You are very solitary, my lord ; and it is an ex- 
traordinary disposition of yours to renounce our sex in this 
manner, and to avoid at your age that gallantry upon which 
your equals pride themselves. 

Eur. This disposition, madam, is not so extraordinary 
but that we may find examples of it at no great distance ; 
you cannot condemn the resolution I have taken of never 
loving anything, without also condemning your own senti- 
ments. 

Prin. There is a great difference. Tliat which becomes 
well our sex does not well become yours. It is noble for a 
woman to be insensible, and to keep her heart free from the 



^ See Appendijc, Note F. 
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flames of love : but what is a virtue in her is a crime in a 
man ; and as beauty is the portion of our sex, you cannot 
refrain from loving us without depriving us of the homage 
which is our due, and committing an offence which we ought 
all to resent. 

Eur. I do not see, madam, that those who will not love 
should take any interest in offences of this kind. 

Prin. That is no reason, my lord ; for although we will 
not love, yet we are always glad to be loved. 

Eur. For my part, I am not of that mood ; and as I 
design to love none I should be sorry to be beloved. 

Prin. Why so ? 

Eur. Because we are under an obligation to those who 
love us, and I should be sorry to be ungrateful 

Prin. So that, to avoid ingratitude, you would love the 
one who loved you ? 

Eur. I, madam ? Not at all. I say I should be sorry 
to be ungrateful ; but I would sooner be so than be amorous. 

Prin. Perhaps such a person might love you that your 
heart . . . 

Eur. No, madam ; nothing is capable of touching my 
heart Liberty is the sole mistress whom I adore ; and 
though Heaven should employ its utmost care to form a 
perfect beauty, in whom should be combined the most mar- 
vellous gifts both of body and mind ; in short, though it 
should expose to my view a miracle of wit, cleverness, and 
beauty, and that person should love me with all the tender- 
ness imaginable, I confess frankly to you I should not love 
her. 

Prin. [Aside] Was ever anything seen like this ? 

Mor. [To the Princess] Plague take the little brute ! I 
have a great mind to give him a slap in the face. 

Prin. [Aside] This pride confounds me ! T am so vexed 
that I am beside myself ! 
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Mor, [In a whisper to the Prince] Courage, my lord ; 
everything goes as well as can be. 

Hur. [To Moroni Ah, Moron, I am exhausted ! I 
have made strange efforts. 

Prin. [To Eurycdus] You must be very unfeeling, in- 
deed, to talk as you do. 

Eur. Heaven has not made me of another disposition. 
But, madam, I interrupt your walk, and my respect ought 
to inform me that you love solitude. 

SCENE V. 
The Princess, Moron. 

Mor. He is not inferior to you, madam, in^ hardness of 
heart 

PHn. I would willingly give all I possess in the world 
to triumph over him. 

Mor. I believe you. 

Prin. Could not you serve me. Moron, in such a design ? 

Mor. You know well, madam, that I am wholly at your 
service. 

Prin. Speak of me to him in your conversation. Cun- 
ningly praise my charms and my lofty birth ; try to shake 
his resolution by encouraging him to hope ; I give you 
leave to say all you think fit, to try to make him in love 
^with me. 

Mor. Leave it to me. 

PAn. It is a thing I have set my heart on. I ardently 
wish he may love me. 

Moi\ It is true, the little rascal is well made ; he has a 
good appearance, a good countenance, and I believe would 
suit very well a certain young Princess. 

Prin. You may expect anything from me, if you can 
but find means to inflame his heart for me. 
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Mor. Nothing is impossible ; but, madam, if he should 
come to love you, pray what would you do ? 

PHn, Oh, then I would take delight in fully triumphing 
over his vanity ; I would punish his disdain by my cold- 
ness, and practise on him all the cruelties I could imagine. 

Mor, He will never yield. 

Prin. Ah ! Moron, we must make him yield. 

Mor. No, he will not^; I know him ; my labour will be 
in vain. 

Prin, We must, however, try everything, and prove if 
his soul be entirely insensible. Come, I will speak to him, 
and follow an idea which has just come into my head. 



FOURTH INTERLUDE, 

SCENE L 

Phillis, Tircis. 

Phil. Come, Tircis, let them go, and depict to me your 
sufferings, in the manner you know. Your eyes have 
spoken to me for a long time, but I should be more glad to 
hear your voice. 

Tir. [SiTigs] Alas ! you listen to my sad complaints ; 
but, O matchless fair one, I am not the better for it ; I 
make an impression on your ears, but not on your heart. 

PhiL Well, well, it is something to touch the ear ; time 
will produce the rest. Meanwhile, sing me some new ditty* 
that you have made for me. 

SCENE 11. 
Moron, Phillis, Tircis. 

Mor. Oh ! have I caught you, cruel one ? You slink 
away from the company to listen to my rival ? 

Phil. Yes, I slink away for that reason. I repeat it to 
you, I find a pleasure in his company ; we hearken willingly 

IIL E 
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to lovers when they complain so agreeably as he does. Why 
do you not sing like him ? I should then take a delight in 
listening to you. 

Mor. If I cannot sing, I can do other things ; and 
when . . . 

Phil. Be silent, I wish to hear him. Tircis, say what 
you like. 

Mor. Ah ! cruel one ! . . . 

Phil, Silence, I say, or I shall get angry. 

Tir. [Sings] Ye tufted trees ; and ye enamelled meads ; 
that beauty winter stript you of is restored to you by spring. 
You resume all your charms ; but, alas ! my soul cannot 
resume the joy it has lost ! 

Mot. Zounds ! why cannot I sing ? Oh I stepmotherly 
nature, why did you not give me the means of singing like 
any other ? 

Phil. Really, Tircis, nothing can be more agreeable, and 
you bear away the bell from all your rivals. 

Mor. But why can I not sing ? Have I not a stomach, 
a throat, and a tongue, as well as any other man ? Yes, 
yes, come on then. I too will sing, and show you that 
love enables one to do all things. Here is a song I made 
for you. 

Phil. Come, sing it then ; 1 shall listen to you for the 
novelty of the thing. 

Mor. Pluck up your courage. Moron, there is nothing 
like boldness. [He sings.'] Your extreme severity cruelly 
woimds my heart Ah ! Phillis, I am dying ; deign to lend 
me some assistance. Will you be the stouter for it, because 
you have allowed me to die ? . . . Well said. Moron. 

Phil. That is very well. But, Moron, I should like very 
much the glory of having some lover die for me ! It is an 
advantage I have not yet enjoyed ; I find I should love 
with all my heart a person who would love me suflSciently 
to kill himself. 

Mor. You would love the person that would kill himself 
for you ? 

PhU. Yes. 

Mot, That is the only thing to please you ? 
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PhiL Ay. 

Mor, It is done then. I will show you that I can kill 
myself when I have a mind to it. 

Tir. [Sings] Ah ! how pleasant it is to die for the object 
one loves. 

Mor. [To Tircis] It is a pleasure you may have when 
you like. 

Tir. [SiTigs] Take courage. Moron, quickly die, like a 
generous lover. 

Mor, [To Tircis] Ttslj, mind your own business, and 
let me kill myself as I like. Come, I will shame all lovers. 
[To PhiUis] Behold, I am not a man who makes 
many compliments. Do you see this dagger ? Pray, ob- 
serve how I shall pierce my heart. [Laughing at Tircis] 
I am your servant ; I am not such a fool as I look. 

Phil. Come, Tircis, repeat to me, in an echo, what you 
have8ung.»» 

ACT IV. 

Argument. 

The Prinoess of Elis, hoping by a stratagem to discover the sentiments 
of the Prince of Ithaca, confides to him that she loves the Prince oiF 
Messena. Instead of seeming concerned at it, he gives her tit-for- 
tat, and tells her that he is enamoured of the PriDcess, her relative, 
and that he will demand her in marriage of the King, her father. 
At this unexpected news, the Princess of Elis loses all firmness, and 
althou^ she tries to restrain herself before him, yet, as soon as he 
is gone, she so earnestly entreats her cousin not to listen favourably 
to this Prince, and never to marry him, that she cannot refuse. The 
Princess complains even to Moron, who, having freely told her that 
it was a sign she loved the Prince of Ithaca, is driven from her 
presence on accoimt of his remark. 

SCENE L 

The Princess, Euryalus, Moron. 

Prin. Prince, as hitherto we have shown a conformity 
of sentiment, and Heaven seems to have imbued us both 

w See Appendix, Note G. 
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with the same affection for liberty and the same aversion 
to love, I am glad to open my heart to you, and to entrust 
you with the secret of a change which will surprise you. 
I have always looked upon marriage as a frightful thing, 
and have vowed rather to abandon life than to resolve ever 
to lose that liberty of which I was so fond ; but now, one 
moment has dispersed all these resolutions. The merit of a 
certain prince has to-day become obvious to me ; my soul 
suddenly, as it were by a miracle, has become sensible to 
that passion which I have always despised. I presently 
found reasons to authorise this change ; I may attribute it 
to my willingness to satisfy the eager solicitations of a 
father, and the wishes of a whole kingdom ; but, to tell you 
the truth, I dread the judgment you may pass upon me, 
and would fain know whether or not you will condemn my 
design of taking a husband. 

Eur, You may make such a choice, madam, that I 
should certainly approve of it. 

Prin, Whom do you think, in your opinion, I intend to 
choose ? 

Eur, If I were in your heart, I could tell you ; but as 
I am not, I do not care to answer you. 

Prin, Guess, name some one. 

Eur. I am too much afraid of making a mistake. 

Prin, But for whom would you wish that I should de- 
clare myself? 

Eur, I know well, to tell you the truth, for whom I 
could wish it ; but, before I explain myself, I must know your 
thoughts. 

PHn, Well, Prince, I will disclose it to yoiL I am sure 
you will approve of my choice ; and, to hold you no longer 
in suspense, the Prince of Messena is he whose merit has 
made me love him. 

Eur, [Aside] Oh, Heavens ! 
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Prin. [Aside to Moron\ My invention has succeeded, 
Moron. He is disturbed. 

Mor. [To the Princeds] Good, madam. [To the Prince'] 
Take courage, my lord. [To the PriTiceaa] He is hit hard. 
[To {he Prince'] Do not be disheartened. 

Prin, [To Euryalus] Do you not think that I am in 
the right, and that the Prince possesses very great merit ! 

Mor. [Aside to the Prince] Recover yourself and answer. 

Prin, How comes it, Prince, that you do not say a word, 
and seem thunderstruck ? 

Eur. I am so, indeed, and I wonder, madam, that 
Heaven could form two souls so alike in everything as ours ; 
two souls in which are seen the greatest conformity of senti- 
ment, which have shown, at the same time, a resolution to 
brave the power of love, and which, in the same instant, 
have shown an equal facility in losing the character of insen- 
sibility. For in short, madam, since your example authorises 
me, I shall not scruple to tell you that love, this very day, 
has mastered my heart, and that one of the princesses, your 
cousins, the amiable and beautiful Aglanta, has overthrown 
with a glance all my proud projects. I am overjoyed, 
madam, that we cannot reproach each other, as we are 
equally defeated. I do not doubt that, as I praise your 
choice greatly, you shall also approve mine. This miracle 
must become apparent to all the world, and we ought not 
to delay making ourselves both happy. For my part, 
madam, I solicit your influence, so that I may obtain her I 
desire ; you will not object that I go immediately to ask her 
hand of the Prince, your father. 

Mor. [Aside to Euryalus] Ah, worthy heart ! ah, brave 
spirit I 
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SCENE IL 

The Princess, Moron. 

Prin, Ah, Moron ! I am undone. This unexpected blow 
absolutely triumphs over all my firmness. 

M(yi\ It is a surprising blow, it is true ; I thought at 
first that your stratagem had taken effect 

Prin, Ah ! this vexation is enough to drive me mad ! 
Another has the advantage of subduing a heart which I 
wished to conquer. 

SCENE III. 
The Princess, Aglanta, Moron. 

Prin. Princess, I have one thing to beg of you, which 
you absolutely must grant me. The Prince of Ithaca loves 
you, and designs to ask your hand of the Prince, my father. 

Agl, The Prince of Ithaca, madam ! 

PHn. Yes ; he has just now told me so himself, and asked 
my consent to obtain your hand ; but I conjure you to re- 
ject this proposal, and not lend an ear to what he may say. 

Agl, But, madam, if it be true that this prince really 
loves me, and as you have yourself no design to gain his 
affections, why will you not suffer . . . 

Prin. No, Aglanta. I desire it of you. I beg you to 
gratify me so far ; and, as I have not the advantage of sub- 
duing his heart, let me have the pleasure of depriving him 
of the joy of obtaining yours. 

Agl. Madam, I must obey you ; but I should think the 
conquest of such a heart no contemptible victory. 

Prin. No, no, he shall not have the pleasure of braving 
me entirely. 
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SCENE IK 

The Princess, Aristomenes, Aglanta, Moron. 

Aria. Madam, at your feet I come to thank love for my 
happy fate, and to testify to you, by my transports, how 
grateful I am for the surprising goodness with which you 
deign to favour the most humble of your captives. 

Prin. How? 

Aria, The Prince of Ithaca, madam, just now assured me 
that, with regard to that celebrated choice which all Greece 
awaits, your heart had been kind enough to declare itself in 
my favour. 

Prin. He told you that he had it from my mouth ? 

Aria. Yes, madam. 

Prin. He is thoughtless, and you are a little too credu- 
lous, prince, to believe so hastily what he told you ; such 
news, in my opinion, should have been doubted for some 
time ; and you could have done no more than believe it, if I 
myself had told it you. 

Aria. Madam, if I have been too ready in persuading 
myself . . . 

Prin, Pray, my lord, let us break off this conversation ; 
and, if you will oblige me, let me enjoy a moment's solitude. 

SCENE V. 

The Princess, Aglanta, Moron. 

Prin. With what strange severity Heaven uses me in 
this adventure ! At least. Princess, remember the request 
I have made to you. 

Agl. I have already told you, madam, that you shall 
be obeyed. 
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SCEXE VI. 

The Princess, Morox. 

Mor. But, madam, if he loved you, you would not have 
him, and yet you will not let him be another's. It is just 
like the dog in a manger. ^^ 

Prin. No, I cannot bear that he should be happy with 
another. If such a thing is to be, I believe I shall die with 
vexation. 

Mor. Come, madam, confess alL You would fain have 
him for yourself ; and in all your actions it is easily seen that 
you rather love this young prince. 

PHn, I, I love him ? Oh, Heavens ! I love him ? Have 
you the insolence to pronounce those words 1 Out of my 
sight, impudent man, and never let me see you again. 

Mor. Madam . . . 

Prin. Begone, I say, or I shall make you leave in an- 
other manner. 

Mor. [Aside] Upon my word, her heart is no longer free, 
and . . . [TIte Princess casts a look upon him which sends 
hvm away.] 

SCEXE VII. 
The Princess, alxme. 

What unknown emotion do I feel in my heart ! What 
secret uneasiness suddenly disturbs the tranquillity of 
my soul ! Is it not what I have just been told, and do 
I love this young prince >vdthout knowing it ! Ah ! if it 
were so, I should be in despair. But it is impossible it 
should be so, and I plainly perceive that I can never love 

^^ A dog in a manger cannot himself eat the com and straw that 

are there, but barks if any other animal approaches, and will not allow 

it to eat in peace ; this is called in French faire camme le chien du 

jardiniar, because a dog cannot eat cabbage, and does not permit others 

to eat it. 
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him. What I I be capable of that baseness ! I have seen 
the whole world at my feet with the utmost insensibility. 
Bespect^ homage, submission, could never touch my soul ; 
and shaU haughtiness and disdain triumph over it 1 I have 
despised all those who have loved me, and shall I love the 
only one who despises me ! No, no, I know well I do not 
love him ; there is no reason for it. But if this is not 
love which I now feel, what can it be ? And whence comes 
this poison which runs through all my veins, and will not 
let me rest ? Out of my heart, whatever you may be, you 
enemy who lurk there ! Attack me openly, and appear 
before me as the most frightful monster of all our forests, so 
that with my darts and javelins I may rid myself of you. 



FIFTH INTERLUDE, 

SCENE I. 

The Pbincess, alone. 

O, you admirable ones, who by your sweet songs can 
calm the greatest uneasiness, draw near, I pray you, and 
try to soothe, with your music, the sorrow which I feeL 

SCENE IL 

The Princess, Clim4:ne, PniLLia 

(Clvmene and PhUlia sing this duet.) 

Clim, Tell me, dear Phillis, what think you of love ? 
PAii Tell me, what think you, my dear trusty friend ? 
Clira. They say its flame is worse than vulture's gnawing, 

And that great pangs are suffered when one loves. 
Phil. They say no fairer passion e'er existed. 

And that we live not, if we do not love. 
Clim. Which of us two shall be victorious here ? 
PhU. Must we believe love to be good or ill ? 
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Both. Let's love, and then we'll know 

What we ought to believe. 
PhU. Chloris praises love and its flames everywhere. 
Clim. For its sake, Amarant sheds always tears. 
PhiL If it fills every heart with so much pain 

Whence comes it that we like to yield to it ? 
Clvm. If, Phillis, its flame is so full of charms 

Why forbid us its pleasures to enjoy ? 
Phil. Which of us two shall be victorious here ? 
Cli/m. Must we believe love to be good or ill ? 
Both, Let's love, and then well know 

What we ought to believe. 
Prin. [Interrupting them here, says] Finish alone, if 
you like. I cannot remain at rest ; and however agreeaole 
your songs are, they do but redouble my uneasiness. 



ACT V. 

Argument. 

The heart of the Prince of Measena was agitated by various feelings ; 
the joy which the Prince of Ithaca had caused by maliciously 
informing him that he was beloved by the Princess, had compelled 
him to go to her, with a want of consideration which nothing but 
extreme love could excuse ; but he was received in a manner very 
different from what he hoped for. She asked him who had told 
him that news ; and when she knew that it was the Prince of 
Ithaca, that knowledge cruelly increased her disease, and made her 
nearly beside herself. She replied " He is thoughtless." This so 
confounded the Prince of Messena that he departed without being 
able to answer. On the other hand, the Princess went to the King, 
her father, who came with the Prince of Ithaca, and told the 
latter not only how delighted he should be to see him allied to him, 
but even the opinion he entertained that his daughter did not hate 
him. No sooner was the Princess in her father's presence than, 
casting herself at his feet, she asked him, as the greatest favour she 
could ever receive, that the Prince of Ithaca might not marry the 
Princess Aglanta. This he solemnly promised her j but he told her 
that if she did not wish him to belong to another, she should take 
him herself. She answered " that the Prince did not desire it," 
but in such a passionate manner that it was easy to see the senti- 
ments of her heart Then the Prince, abandoning all disguise, 
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avowed his love for her, and the stratagem which, knowing her dis- 
position, he had made use of, in order to attain the object he had now 
reached. The Princess giving him her hand, the King turned 
towards the two Princes of Messena and Pyios, and asked them 
if his two relatives, whose merit was equal to their rank, were 
incapable of consoling them in their disgrace. They answered that, 
the honour of his alliance being all they wished for, they could not 
expect a lumpier lot. This occasioned so great a joy in the Court, 
that it spread over the whole neighbourhood. 

SCENE L 

Iphttas, Euryalus, Aglanta, Cynthia, Moron. 

Mor. [To Iphitas] Yes, my lord, it is no jest ; I am 
what they call in disgrace. I was forced to pack up my 
traps as quickly as I could ; you never saw any one more 
suddenly in a passion than she was. 

Iph, [To Euryalus] Ah, Prince ! how grateful I ought 
to be for your amorous stratagem, if it has found the secret 
of touching her heart 1 

Eur. Whatever, my lord, you may have been told, I dare 
not, for my part, yet flatter myself with that sweet hope ; 
hut if it is not too presumptuous in me to aspire to the 
honour of your alliance, if my person and dominions . . . 

Iph. Prince, let us not enter upon these compliments. 
I find in you all that a father could desire ; and if you have 
gained the heart of my daughter, you want nothing more. 

SCENE II. 

The Princess, Iphxtas, Euryalus, Aglanta, 

Cynthia, Moron.^®^ 

Prin. Oh, Heaven ! what do I see here ? 

Iph. [To Euryalus] Yes, the honour of your alliance 
is of the highest value to me ; and without any farther diflS- 
culty I consent to your request. 

Prin. [To Iphiias] My lord, I throw myself at your feet 

1"^ See Appendix, Note H. 
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to beg a favour of you. You have always shewn great tender- 
ness for me ; I owe you much more for your kindness 
than for my birtL But if ever you had any affection 
for me, I now ask the greatest proof of it which you can 
show. My lord, do not listen to that prince's request 
and do not permit the princess Aglanta to marry him. 

Iph. And why, daughter, would you oppose that union ? 

Prin. Because I hate the Prince, and will, if I can, cross 
his designs. 

Iph. You hate him, daughter ? 

Prin, Yes, from my heart I confess it. 

Iph, And what has he done to you ? 

Prin, He has despised me. 

Iph, And how ? 

Prin, He did not consider me handsome enough to pay 
his addresses to me. 

Iph. What offence does that give you ? You will 
accept no one's hand. 

Prin. No matter. He ought to have loved me like the 
rest, and at least have left me the glory of refusing him. 
Hia love for Aglanta is an insult to me ; he disgraces me 
when, in my presence and in the midst of your court, he 
has sought the hand of any other but me. 

Iph, But what interest can you have in him ? 

Prin. My lord, I wish to revenge myself for his disdain ; 
and as I know he is very much in love with Aglanta, with 
your permission I shall prevent him from being happy with 
her. 

Iph, Then you take this to heart ? 

PHn, Without doubt, my lord ; and if he obtains his 
desires, I shall die before your eyes. 

Iph, Come, come, daughter, make a frank confession. 
This Prince's merit has made you open yoiir eyes ; and in 
short, you love him, say what you will. 
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Prin. I, my lord ? 
IpJu Yes, you love him. 

Prin. I love him, say you ? Do you impute such base- 
ness to me ? Oh, Heavens ! how great is my misfortune ! 
Can I hear these words and live ? And must I be so unhappy 
as to be suspected of loving him ? Oh ! if it were anyone 
but you, my lord, who spoke thus to me, I know not what 
I should do. 

Iph. Well, well, you do not love him. You hate him, 
I grant ; and 1 am resolved to content you, so that he shall 
not wed the Princess Aglanta. 

Prin. Oh ! my lord, you give me life. 
Iph. But to prevent his ever being hers, you must take 
hira for yourself. 

Prin. You are joking, my lord, and that is not what he 
desires. 

Eur. Pardon me, madam, I am rash enough to aspire 

so high, and I take to witness the prince, your father, if it 

was not your hand I asked of him. I have deceived you 

too long ; I must throw oflF the mask, and, though you use 

it against me, discover to your eyes the real sentiments of 

my heart I have never loved anyone but you, and never 

shall I love any other. It is you, madam, who took from 

me that want of feeling which I always affected ; all I said 

to you was only a feint which I adopted, inspired by some 

secret motive, and which I did not follow up without doing 

the greatest violence to my feelings. It must soon have 

ceased, no doubt, and I am only astonished that it lasted 

for half a-day ; for I was dying, my soul was burning within 

me, when I disguised my sentiments to you ; never did a 

heart suffer a constraint equal to mine. If this feint, madam, 

has given you offence, I am ready to die to avenge you ; 

you have only to speak, and my hand will immediately glory 

in executing the decree you pronounce. 
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Prin, No, no, Prince, I do not take it ill that you have 
deceived me ; and would rather that all you have said to 
me were a feint than not the truth. 

Iph. So that you accept the Prince for a husband, my 
daughter ? 

Prin. My lord, I do not yet know what I shall do. Pray 
give me time to think of it, and spare a little the confusion 
I am in. 

Iph, Prince, you may guess the meaning of this ; and 
you can now see what you may expect. 

Eur. I shall wait as long as you please, madam, for this 
decree of my destiny ; and, if it condemns me to death, I shall 
obey without murmuring. 

Iph, Come, Moron, this is a day of peace, and I restore 
you to favour with the Princess. 

Mor. My lord, I shall be a better courtier for the future, 
and shall take very good care not to say what I think. 

SCENE III. 

Abistomenes, Theocles, Iphitas, the Princess, Aglanta, 

Cynthia, Moron. 

Iph, [To {he Princes of Mesaena and Pylos] I am 
afraid, princes, that my daughter's choice is not in your 
favour ; but there are two princesses who may console you 
for this trifling misfortune. ^^ 

Aris. My lord, we have made up our minds ; and, if these 
amiable Princesses have not too great contempt for hearts 
which have been repulsed, we may, through them, attain to 
the honour of your alliance. 



^^ The hands of the two princesses, Aglanta and Cynthia, seem to be 
right royally disposed of : they have not even been courted, but the 
answers of the two princes denote also royal causes for alliance. 
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SCENE THE LAST. 

Iphitas, the Princess, Aglanta, Cynthia, Phillis, 
EuRYALUs, Aristomenes, Theocles, Moron. 

Phil, [To Iphitas] My lord, the goddess Venus has pro- 
claimed everjrwhere the change in the Princess's heart. All 
the shepherds and shepherdesses testify their joy for it by 
dances and songs ; and, if it is not a spectacle which you 
despise, you may see the public rejoicings extend as far 
as this. 

THE END. 



SIXTH INTERLUDE, 
A chorus of Shepherds and Shepherdesses, wJlo dance. 

Four shepherds and two shepherdesses, dressed in the heroic style, 
and holding each othef^s hands, sing this song, to which the rest 
answer. 

Proud fair, employ in better way 
The power of charming all : 
Love, darling rustic maidens : 
Our hearts are made to love. 
However much we e'er may try 
One day comes when we love. 
Naught does exist but yet it yields 
To the sweet charms of love. 
In pristine youth, oh follow 
The ardent love's delight. 
A heart only begins to live 
The day it knows to love. 
However much, etc., etc. 

The rest of the Interlude ivill be found in the Introductory 

Notice to this comedy, page 24. 



APPENDIX. 



A, Page 42. 

This scene from The Princes of Elk (Act ii., Scene 1) is thns imitated 
by Miller in his Universal Pasnon. Arbates is called Lucentius, and 
Emyalus Bellario. 

Lucenttus, Come, come, my Lord, 't is in vain to dissemble ; that deep 
Thoughtfulness, those downcast Looks, and those involuntary Sighs, 
carry a Meaning with 'em which one of my Age and Observation in 

Life can't long be a Stranger to But I transgress, perhaps, by 

insisting so long on this Subject. 

Bdlario, No, Lucentius, you can't deal too freely with me upon it. — 
I must own, tho' with blushing, that Love has at last f oimd a way to 
my Heart — . Come, my good old Tutor, and chastise me for this Folly ; 
rally me without Beserve for being guilty of such a Weakness. 

Luce. No, my Lord, even the cold Severity of Old Age can't induce 
me to condemn so generous a Passion. Your Infancy was spent under 
my Caze ; I observed in yuu such excellent Talents as proclaim'd the 
Blood you sprung from, but at the same time was grieved to perceive 
no Footsteps of the tender Passion ; this was the only Accomplishment 
wanting, and I am therefore transported at your being sensible of it. 

Bel, If I have hitherto slighted the Power of Love it takes its fill of 
Revenge for it now. When I first arrived at Genoa, I was surprised at 
the Charms of lovely LucUia, Daughter to the Duke here ; but then I 
beheld 'em with no other Eegard than I should have view'd those of a 
Painting or Statue : Her blooming Beauties inspired my Soul with no 
secret Inclination ; but what her soft, her gentle Frame could not 
effect, her haughty disdainful Soul too soon accomplish'd : When I 
found her, like another Diana, frequenting the Forests and delighting 
only in the Chace, whilst all the Italian Youths were left to sigh in 
vain ; then, then, Lucentius, Ambition begot Love in me : O the Glory 
and Rapture of triumphing over such Coldness ! In short, by the 
Vanity of aiming at a Conquest over her Heart, I have irrecoverably 
lost my own. 

Luce, But to what purpose, my Lord, do you make so great a Secret 
of your Passion ? 

Bd. What must I expect from the Discovery, Lucentius, but bringing 
IIL F 
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on me the Contempt of her insolent Spirit, like the rest of her Admirers ? 
who owning themselves Lovers makes her treat 'em as Spaniels : Their 
Usage is a sufficient Warning to me. 

Luce. Not at all, my Lord, not at all : If there was a Favourite in 
the Case you might have reason to despair, but when there's nothing 
but a little Female Pride in the way. — ^Psha, Psha, Psha ! "Why 't is 
only so much as to say, that none but a dauntless Champion shall win 
me. — I know the Sex — ^ay, ay, I know 'em. — ^Why, I warrant she's half 
distracted that you han't attacked her before now. — Come, come, my 
Lord, discover your Inclinations, and go manfully to work ; don't 
tremble at other Peoples want of Success, but let Courage be the Word 
and secure your own. 

Bd, I am glad your opinion, Lucentius, agrees with my own, for, 
like a true Lover, I have been asking Advice when 't was too late to 
take it ; for there 's a Person, you must know, whom I have already 
employed to reveal it to her: This Hunting-Match which she has 
appointed to-day, in contradiction to the magnificent Sports, which are 
to be given by her Lovers in honour of her Birth-Day, is the Oppor- 
tunity which Joculo takes to speak to her. 

Luce, Who 1 Joculo ! Joculo ! my Lord ? 

Bel. You wonder, I see, Lucentius, at my Choice of a Confidant : 
You think him a Fool perhaps, but he's far from being so ; and, not- 
withstanding his employment of Court-Jester, he has more sense than 
many in a higher station who take upon 'em to laugh at him. His 
shrewd Wit and Talent at Raillery are agreeable to LucUia ; then he 
has the Liberty of saying anjrthing by virtue of his Office, and he can 
often give her a serviceable Hint in a Jest, which would not be taken 
so well in earnest. 

Imce, O dear, dear, dear ! what a strange World this is, that People 
of Rank should be directed in the Disposal of their Favours by their 
Lacqueys and Buffoons ! 

B, Page 53. 

Miller has imitated, in Tlie Universal Passion (Act i.. Scene 2) the fol- 
lowing scene from The Princess of Elis (Act ii., Scenes 1, 2). The Prin- 
cess is called in the English comedy Lucilia, Aglanta her cousin is 
Liberia, her maid Phillis, Delia, and Morou, Joculo. 

Lac. How charming and agreeable is a little Solitude to us who are 
eternally surrounded and teaz'd with Multitudes ! and what Satisfaction 
to converse a little with one's own Thoughts and Desires, free from the 
Impertinence of Flattery and Folly ! O, my dear Liberia, how I love 
these lonely Forests, these scenes of Freedom and Innocence ! There 's 
nothing here but what enchants the Eye. — What are all the gilded Toys 
of a Palace to these simple Beauties of Nature ? 

Lib. Why ay. Cousin, such a Retreat as this, at the very Gate of a 
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Court, is well enough sometimes to give one a stronger Relish for suc- 
ceeding Gaities within ; but in this time of general Joy it looks, me- 
thinks, a little unseasonable, and I am afraid 't will be taken as a direct 
Affront to the young Lords, who give this magnificent Entertainment 
on your Account. 

Luc. What Right have they to expect my Presence ? How am I obliged 
to 'em for their magnificence ? They act in this manner for themselves, 
not me. My Heart is the Prize, it seems, and this is the Method they 
take to win it ; but they may find themselves deceiVd. 

Lib. My sweet Cousin, how long will this flinty Heart of your's be 
provok'd at ev^ry innocent attempt to touch it ? You look upon the 
Addresses of your Admirers as so many criminal Plots against your 
Person. Where would be the Pleasure of Breathing if Love were 
baniah'd out of the World ? To live without loving is, properly speak- 
ing, not to live at all. 

Dd, I am of your Cousin's Opinion, Madam, all Pleasures are insipid 
unless seasoned with that. 

Luc. Astonishing Notions ! Why 't is nothing but Error, Weakness, 
and Extravagance. No, I '11 maintain the Honour of my Sex against 
all those Sighs, Homages, and Respects, which are only Snares to over- 
throw it. Men only pretend to be our Slaves the present Hour, in 
order to be r^ Tyrants to us for the future. 

Lib. Take care, my Dear, Cupid's a testy Httle Urchin and knows 
how to revenge any slight cast upon him. — Come, Joculo, how come you 
sUent so long ? Won't you help to defend Love against my Cousin's 
Opinion ? 

Lujc. Nay, then you '11 have a powerful Advocate indeed. 

Joe. Troth, Madam, after my Example, I think there 'II be nothing 
more to be said ; I defy'd him most heroically for a long time, I must 
own, but at length the little Trickster juggled me out o' my Senses. 

Lib. Joculo, in Love ! 

Joe. Yes, Joculo in Love ! 

Lib. And does he pretend to be beloVd again ? 

Joe. Yes sure, Madam, belike he does. And why not, pray ? I am 
no such contemptible Figure, if I know my self. As for my shape I 
can't find much fault in it ; my Face I think too may pass in a Crowd ; 
and as for Wit and Parts, as much a Fool as I am, thank Jupiter, we 
need not lower the Flag to many in the Drawing-Room. 

Lue. Ha, ha, ha ! And prythee who is the happy Njnoaph that is so 
highly favoured ? 

Joe. A certain fair Handmaid of your Ladyship's there ; therefore 
after this, ]Madam, you ought to submit. Since I do, I think others 
very well may. 
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C, Page 64. 

This scene from The PriJicess of Elis (Act ii., Scene 4) is imitated by 
Miller in The Universal Pasnon (Act i, Scene 5) thus. The father of the 
Princess is in the French play called Iphitas, in the English one, Gratiana 

OrcU, Well Daughter, won*t you yet comply with my earnest Solicita- 
tions ? Will your Heart still remain insensible to the ardent Addresses 
of those noble Youths who study to outvie each other in their Attempts 
to merit it ? Come, come, my dear Lucilia, a youthful generous Breast, 
like yours, must be capable of Love, and I must no longer be deny'd. 

Zuc, My Lord, you can lay no Command upon me but what I '11 
blindly obey ; but at the same time I must declare I have that natural 
Aversion to Marriage, that to in join me Death or a Husband will be 
the very same thing. But your Will goes first, and my Obedience is 
dearer to me than Life itself . . . 

Orat, You are in the wrong, Daughter, to think me so cruel a Father 
as to do Violence to your Liclinations ; but shew a Complaisance at 
least to the Honours which are done you by your Lovers, and give 'em 
your Presence at these Sports where their Skill and Bravery will be 
exerted. — If you should approve of either your Choice shall be mine, 
and I '11 consider neither Interest nor Advantage. 

Bellario, You, Madam, are the Prize it seems to Day, but I aspire 
after no such Honour. As all my Life I have resolutely bid Defiance to 
Love, 't is with a difiereut Aim that I engage. I make no Pretence to 
your Heart, Madam, the Joy of Victory is the whole of my Ambition. 

D, Page 60. 

Miller, in The Universal Passion (Act ii., Scene 1), has thus rendered 
the following scenes from The Princess of Elis (Act iiL, Scenes 1 and 2). 
The Princess's name is Lucilia, and Aglanta's, Delia. 

Lucilia, Delia. 

Ddia, 'Tis true, madam, the Lord Bellario shew'd the highest 
Bravery and Dexterity. 

LiicUia, Ay, he goes off Conqueror from the Ring, but not with the 
same Heart, I fancy, that he came in. 

Del. You levell'd such strokes at him. Madam, as 'twas impossible 
he should be proof against 

Luc, I should joy to find it so ; but see yonder he comes with his 
old Tutor and Joculo. We must know what he's talking of ; how- 
ever, we'll not interrupt 'em now, let us turn this Way, and meet them 
again by-and-bye. [Exeunt,] 

Enter Bellario, Lucentius, and Joculo. 
Hd, My good old friend, I was quite enchjmted ; 'tis true she's 
always lovely, but that Moment a thousand new Graces redoubl'd the 



THE PRINCESS OP ELIS. 85 

Charm of her Beauty ; her Eyes beam*d with irresistible Lustre ; when 
she danc'd all Nature seem'd to smile with Approbation .... In 
short, everything she did, everything she said, had such Charms to-day, 
that X thought I should not possiUy have maintained my Resolution, 
but thrown myself at her Feet and confessed my Passion at once .... 

Luce, And then she would have trampFd upon you. No, keep but 
your Disdain up, and she'll soon lower hers. ^ 

Joe, Did not I see to-day how she laboured tflkrap you. There was 
a Design against you in every Inch of her ; there was not a Pin about 
her but what was pointed full tilt at your Heart These "Women are 
whimsical kind of Animals, my Lord ; we spoil 'em ; yes, we quite spoil 
'em indeed. If we were but wise enough to neglect 'em a little we 
should have 'em hunting us in Troops. 



E, Page 61. 

The third scene of the Third Act of The Priivcess of Elis is thus ren- 
dered in The Universal Passion (Act ii., Scene 3), although, in the latter 
play, the ending of the scene is lengthier and different. 

LXTCILIA, JOCULO. 

Luc Are you familiar, Joculo, with Lord BeUario ? 

Joe O, lack-a-day. Madam, we are old Acquaintance. 

Luc What was the Eeason he did not walk on hither, but tum'd 
another way when he saw me coming 7 

Joe Tis a whimsical Mortal, Madam, and loves to be alone. 

Luc I^must humble his Arrogance, Joculo. 

Joe Why, troth. Madam, I think you should — if you could. 

Luc If I could, Joculo ! 

Joe Why, to tell you the truth. Madam, you would have a tight 
Task of it 

Luc How so ? 

Joe How ! why 'tis the proudest Animal you ever came nigh ; he 
thinks nobody in the World is good enough for him ; I wonder he con- 
descends to let the Earth bear him, for my part 

Luc And does he never speak of mo 1 

Joe He ! no not he. 

Luc Did he say nothing of my Singing and Dancing 1 

Joe No, not a syllable. 

Luc Not a syllable ? . . . . Insufferable ! 

Joe Why, he's as hard as a Flint, Madam ; there's ne'er a Rock in 
our Mountains that's so insensible as he is. 

Luc There he walks. 

Joe Ay, d'ye see now how he goes by without taking any notice of 
you. 
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F, Page 62. 

Miller haa, in The Universal Passion (Act ii., Scene 5), thus rendered 
the scene from The Princess o/Elis (Act iii, Scene 4). 

Bellario, Lucbntius, Lucilia, Joculo. 

Luce. If you must accost her, remember your Part, and for fear you 
should forget it, don'Lstay long with her. 

Luc, 1 was thinking, my Lord, 't was something very extraordinary 
for one of your Age and Galantry to be at war with our sex. 

Bel, You, Madam, have certainly no reason to be surprised at it^ 
since 't is so agreeable to your own sentiments. 

Luc, What's a Glory in our Sex, my Lord, is a Crime in yours ; 
Homage and Love are due to our Beauty, tho* we resolve to continue 
insensible to 'em. 

Bel, My Opinion would be different, Madam. If I had no design of 
returning Love, I should not care to receive it. 

Luc, Why so? 

Bel. Because I would not willingly be ungratefuL 

Luc, So that to avoid Ingratitude, you'd be sure to love those who 
had an Affection for you. 

Bel, Not at all, Madam ; I only say I would not wiUingly be 
ungrateful, but perhape I should sooner be that than amorous. 

Luc, What, suppose a Person of Merit and Beauty 

Bd, No, Madam, Liberty's the only Mistress to whom I consecrate 
my Vows ; and should lavish Nature pour out all her Charms, to form 
a perfect Beauty, should Wisdom's self inspire the matchless Frame, and 
Fortune crown her with the noblest honours ; should such a Miracle of 
all that's lovely dote on me with the utmost Tenderness, it would not 
touch my Heart. 

Joe, Deuce take him ! I could give him a Slap o' the Chops with 
all my Soul [Aside.'] 

Luce, Take courage, or you 're undone. 

G, Page 67. 

The conversations between Moron and Phillis in the Third and 
Fourth Interludes of Hie Princess of Elis are imitated as follows in 
The Universal Passion (Act ii., Scene 7). 

Joculo, Delia. 

Joe, Hark ye, dear Madame Delia, a Word with you, if you please. 

Del. No Impertinence, Sir .... 

Joe. [Catching her"] Nay, pr'jrthe stay, you dear hard-hearted crea- 
ture ; if Gremio was to desire it, you'd consent, I warrant ye. 

Del. And what then, art thou a Gremio 7 No, he diverts and pleases 
me with his sweet voice ; you deafen me with your impertinent clack ; 
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I hate and despise a FooFs Wit as much as I do his ridiculous Coat. 
When you sing as sweetly as Gremio does, TU promise to stay and hear 
you. 

Joe. Indeed, Delia, you must stay now. 

Dd, Well, I will stay then, provided thou wilt promise me one thing. 

Joe Ay, ay, with all my Heart — . But hold, what is it tho' ? 

Dd, Why, that you'll go, Booby. 

•/be Heyday, Madam Delia, that is not right for you to turn Jester, 
and take my Business off my Hands .... 

Bd, Silence, Impudence, and don't open thy booby Chops, or else I'll 
leave the Place this Moment. 

Joe, What ! not speak ? 

Dd, No, be sure you don't. 

Joe. Well, I won't then. \Cowrting her in dumb show.^ 

Dd, IVythe don't distort that little scurvy Carcase of thine ; thou 
need'st not take pains to make ugly Faces, for thou hast one ready 
made to thy Hands. Where is this Gremio 1 I wish he was here to 
entertain one with a song. 

Joe. Ay, all you fine Ladies now-a-days are to be taken by the Ear. 
If a Man has but a tuneable Gullet 'tis enough. 'Sbobs ! why can't 
I sing as well as another ? Han't I a pair of Lungs 1 Han't I a 
Throat? Han't I a Tongue as well as he? And I was not bom in 
England, was I ? Yes, yes, I can sing, I'm sure I can, tho' nobody has 
happen'd to find it out yet, and tho' I don't know it myself neither. 

Dd. I should be glad to hear thee, for the rarity of the thing. But 
hark ye, Joculo, there's but one way you can possibly gain my Affec- 
tion ; I want the glory of having somebody die for Love of me ; that's 
a Pleasure I have never had yet, and I find I should love a Man pro- 
digiously that loVd me enough to hang or drown himself for me. 

Joe. You'd love a Man that was to kill himself for you, would you i 

Dd, Yes. 

Joe. And that's the only thing that can please you ; is it, Madam ? 

Dd. Ay. 

Joe. Um — I believe 't will be some time then before I shall please you 
that way. Ha, ha, ha ! kill myself with a Murrain ! no, I'm not quite 
enough in Love to be such a Fool as that comes to neither. 

H, Page 75. 

In The Universal Passion (Act ii.) the Princess requests her father 
not to allow BeUario to marry her cousin Liberia, whom he pretends to 
love. This is taken from The Princess of Elis (Act v.. Scene. 2). The end 
of the latter play is also thus imitated by Miller : — 

Gratiano, Bellario, Lucilia. 

Gratiano. Daughter, you have heard already all that I can tell you ; 
Heaven, you see, has explain'd itself in favour of this lord, and sure, my 
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dear Child, youll not refuse the Becompense of your Smiles to one who 
aav'd jour Father's Life. 

Ztic. My Lord, thafs not a Recompense which Bellario desires. 

Bel. Forgive me, Madam, if I have Ambition enough to aspire so 
high. I have too long deceived you, Madam, but now throw off the 
Veil, and speak the real Language of my Soul ; all that Disguise was 
the last Shift of a despairing Passion ; I languished, I dy*d for love all 
the while. And if this stratagem offends you. Madam, I'm ready to 
expiate the Crime of it any way you shall command me. 

Luc My Lord, if it be the Will of Heav'n and my Father, I must 
submit ; and at the same time must confess that I can*t blame your 
Stratagem, and am better pleas'd that what you said to me was only a 
Pretence, than if it had been Truth. 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 



After Moli^re had written Tartuffe, he found it impoasible to get 
permifision to play it ; all his attempts were in vain ; the clerical party 
was too strong for him ; he therefore resolved to write a counterpart to 
it, in Don Juan, or the Feast wiik the Statue. This play was acted for the 
first time on the 15th of February 1665. It contains, perhaps, more 
severe attacks upon hypocrisy than does even' Tartu fe. It depicts the 
hero as a man who, rich, noble, powerful, and bold, respects neither 
heaven nor earth, and knows no bounds to the gratification of his desires 
or his passions. He has excellent manners, but abominable principles ; 
he is '' a whited sepulchre," and abuses the privileges of nobility with- 
out acknowledging its obligations or its duties. Molidre sketches no 
longer the nobleman as ridiculous, but makes him terrible, and shows 
that his exaggerated hatred of cant leads to the commission of the 
greatest immoralities, and to Atheism. After having seduced and 
abandoned many fair maids ; after having insulted his father, and 
openly flaunted the most sceptical doctrines, Don Juan turns hypocrite ; 
for hypocrisy is the climax of all vices. But although the hero of 
the play is young, elegant, and profligate, Molibre makes us feel 
all the while that, underneath that charming exterior lurks some- 
thing venomoua No doubt he is witty, but too sarcastic to be 
pleasant. He is sensual, but less than is generally thought He is 
not so much a libertine, as a man who loves to set all rules of de- 
cency, order, and morality at defiance. What attracts him is something 
eccentric, violent, and scandalous. He likes to seduce a nun, or an 
innocent country girl, who is already engaged ; and this not through 
mere lust, but in order to prove that he can trample upon all human 
laws ; just as he invites to supper the statue of a man whom he has 
killed, and plays the hypocrite in order to show his scorn for all divine 
laws. He is not a follower of the modem romantic school, always in 
pursuit of an eternal idea of beauty, and fluttering from flower to 
flower ; he has arrived at that stage of satiety that only the pangs of 
his victims can produce any emotion in him. This is proved by the 
remark he makes to Sganarelle on beholding Donna Elvira (Act i., 
Scene 2, page 110). He has something of the cruelty of Lovelace in 
Richardson's Clarissa Harlowe^ and, like him, is faithful to his friends. 



92 DON JUAN; OK, 

generouB to his enemies, but at the same time cowardly enough to sacri- 
fice anj woman to his caprices. 

But Moli^re has not made the hero coarse or ribald ; his language is 
always well chosen ; and although his morality may be offensive, his 
manners are never so. The style of his speech is generally masterly, often 
eloquent, and not seldom characteristic of his sneering, insolent, cruel, 
hypocritical feelings. The author sometimes borders upon almost for- 
bidden ground, as, for example, when Don Juan, after having witnessed 
the " surprising miracle of a moving and speaking statue,** says — *' There 
is really something in that which I do not understand ; but, whatever 
it may be, it is not capable either of convincing my judgment, or of 
shaking my nerves." 

And yet this play made far less sensation than Tartuffe, and its re- 
presentations were never forbidden. The reason of this is simple ; Don 
Juan attacked an abstract idea, but Tartuffe satirised a particular daaa, 
" the unco guid.*' 

This drama came originally from Spain. A very old l^end relates 
how one of the twenty-four governors of Sevilla, Don Juan de Tenoiio, 
ran away with the daughter of the venerable Ck)mmander Gonzalo de 
Ulloa, whom he killed in a duel, and who was buried in the church 
of the Franciscans, where a spleiidid tomb and statue were erected to 
him. For some time, the murderer, thanks to the privileges of his rank 
and the influence of his family, set at nought human justice, when a 
rumour was circulated that, Don Juan having dared to insult the statue 
of his victim, the latter had come down from his marble tomb, had 
seized the impious wretch, and had precipitated him to the uttermost 
depths of the infernal regions. Those who said that he had been allured 
into the church, under some pretext or other, and slain there, were 
declared unbelievers and sceptics. 

One of the Spanish dramatists, friar Gabriel Tellez, who lived at the 
beginning of the sixteenth century, wrote, under the name of Tirso de 
Molina, a comedy on this legend, which he divided into three jomadoi 
or days, and which he called The Sedv/cer of Sevilla and the Stone 
GuesL 

The action opens at Naples, where a certain Duchess Isabella, of 
whom Don Juan, \mder the feigned name of Duke Ottavio, has taken 
advantage, complains loudly to the king, who orders the guilty one to be 
seized. The seducer escapes, and is shipwrecked on the coast of Tarra- 
gona, in Spain, where he meets a yoxmg fisherman's daughter, Tisbea, 
whom he seduces under promise of marriage, and who, when unde- 
ceived, throws herself into the sea. We next meet him at Sevilla, where, 
under the name and the disguise of his friend, the Marquis de la Mota, 
he treats Donna Anna, the daughter of the Conunander de Ulloa, as 
he had treated Isabella. He then kills the Ck)mmander, and anew takes 
flight into the country, where he meets Aminta, who also falls a victim 
to his usual method of promising marriage. Don Juan secretly retunui 
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to Sevilla, and eees in the church the mansoleum of the Commander 
de UUoa, bearing the insci^ption : " Here the most loyal of gentlemen 
aiNraitB until God shall avenge him on a traitor.*' Don Juan and his 
servant, Gatalinon, insult him and invite him to supper. The statue 
makes its appearance, and requests Don Juan to come to feast with him 
the next evening at ten o'clock in the chapeL He goes, and the seven- 
teenth scene of the third day shows us the funereal feast, in which Don 
Juan and the statue sup on scorpions and vipers, drink gall and vinegar ; 
and in which, finally, the libertine repents, and asks for a priest to be 
confeBBed and to receive absolution. The last scene of the play repre- 
sents the Alcazar at Sevilla, where the king repairs the crimes of Don 
Juan by giving all his victims away in marriage, and commands the 
tomb and statue of the Commander to be brought to Madrid, to remain 
there as a warning for all time. The Spanish Don Juan is not a heart- 
less and deliberate seducer, a thorough unbeliever, but an easy- 
going fellow, swayed by his passions, who does not repent because he 
thinks he has sufficient time for it, and at the final catastrophe proves 
himself a good Roman Catholic. Moreover, he meets the statue, not 
because he disbelieves in miracles, but because he has given his word 
to oome, and ^ the dead man might otherwise have the right to call (him) 
me infamous." The impression which the Spanish play leaves on the mind 
is eminently a religious one, and must have been strongly felt at the 
time it was written, — ^a feeling enhanced by the scene in the chapel, 
with the moonlight shining through the stained glass windows, and the 
chorus singing: "Let those who flee from the punishments of God, know 
that there is no term nor debt which must not be paid. No mortal 
living should say, * I have time before me,' for the time of repentance is 
80 short." 

From Spain, tliis drama went to Italy, where Onifrio Giliberti wrote 
an imitation of the Spanish play, called II Convitato di pietra, and 
which was performed in 1652, in which Don Juan appears as a high- 
bom free-lover, making fun of everything, and even of the gods. In 
1657, the Italian actors of Torelli, who played at the Thd^tre du petit 
Bourbon, in Paris, gave a harlequinade, based on Giliberti's imitation. 
This piece was full of broad fun ; and Arlequin, the servant, is the 
principal character, whose chief business seems to be to crack jokes and 
to indulge in practical hor^play. 

The actor Dorimond, in 1658, translated the Italian play for the 
comedians of Mademoiselle (see Prefatory Memoir, VoL I., page 
xxiv., note 7), who were then at Lyons, and brought it to Paris 
in 1661. The translator made a blunder in the very title of the piece. 
II convitato means " The guest ; " but Dorimond thought it meant 
"feast," which was in old French convive, and in Italian convito, and 
thus gave to his piece the title, Le Festin de Pierre, the Stone Feast. 
This play was printed only in 1665, after the great success which 
Moli^'s comedy obtained. Yilliers also versified an imitation of 
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Giliberti's comedy for the actore of the Hdtel de Bourgogne, with the 
same title as Dorimond's, and which was printed in 1660. It is 
probable that the Spanish actors, who appeared in France in 1659, on 
the occasion of the marriage of Louis XIY. with the Infanta Maria 
Theresa, had represented the original Spanish play. 

Four years after Molidre*s Don Juarij ou le Festin de Pierre — ^for he 
kept the old title as well — had been performed, a certain actor, Rosi- 
mond, wrote for the Tlid^tre du Marais Le Noxiveau Festin de Pierrty ou 
V Athee foudroye, in which he made of Don Juan a tiresome contro- 
versialist. 

Don Juan was played from February 15th, 1665, until the 20th of 
March of the same year ; but produced so much irritation and remarks 
that several scenes, — for example, that between the poor man and Don 
Juan, and the boldest remarks in the dialogue between Don Juan and 
Sganarelle, had to be suppressed at once. It may even be supposed that 
Molidre received a hint not to play the piece again ; for after the 20th 
of March it disappeared for a long time from the scene. 

In the month of April 1665, a pamphlet appeared, called Ohserva- 
tions sur une Com^die de Malice xntituUe le Festin de Pierre, and 
written by a clergyman calle(i de Rochemont.^ It passed through three 
or four editions, which followed one another in quick succession, and 
is written in a good style, but full of the most bitter animus against 
our author. It faintly praises Moli^re, admits that he has some 
talent for farce, that he speaks passable French, translates Italian pretty 
well, and does not copy badly other authors ; but states that he is always 
the same, although the public should be indulgent to those who try to 
amuse them. If Moli^re had, in the Pr^cieuses, only criticised the little 
doublets, and the prodigious quantity of ribbands, nobody would have 
attacked him, or been indignant at him ; but to make fun of religion, 
and openly to display scepticism, is too bad for a mere buffoon. Don 
Juan has caused a public scandal, which is the greater because it was 
performed in the house of a Christian prince, and in the presence of so 
many wise and pious magistrates. Whilst the greatest and most religious 
monarch in the world tries to destroy heresy, and to establish real de- 
votion, Moliixre raises altars to impiety ; his purpose is to ruin men whilst 
making them laugh ; the malicious ingenuousness of his Agnds has cor- 
rupted more maidens than the most licentious writings ; Sganardle 
teaches how to make cuckolds, and The School for Wives how to debauch 
them. In fact, he first destroys the morals of men, and then their 
religion. To use his own words : " he does not mind if people criti- 
cise his pieces, so that they come to see them"^ and pay for their 
places. Nothing more impious has ever appeared than Tartuffe and 
Don Juan ; even Pagan emperors condemned to death those who ridi- 



^ See Prefatory Memoir, Vol. I., page xxx, note 14. 

" See Tkt School for Wives CrUicUed, Vol. II., Scene vii., page 278. 
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culed religion. It is to be hoped that our great Prince will put a stop 
to this : ^ Deluge, plague and famine are the consequences of Atheisni ; 
when Heaven resolves to punish it, it pours out upon us all the vials of 
its wrath to make the chastisement more impressive. The wisdom 
of the King wiU divert those misfortunes which impiety wishes to 
draw upon us; it will establish the altars which it endeavours to 
overturn ; we shall see everywhere religion triumph over its enemies, 
under the sway of this pious and invincible monarch, the glory of his 
age, tiie ornament of his states, the beloved of his subjects, the terror of 
the unbelievers, the delight of the whole human race. VivcU rex^ vivcU 
in ceUmwrn! May the King live, but may he live eternally for the 
good of the Church, for the tranquillity of the State, and for the hap- 
piness of all nations ! " 

These observations were answered in a Lettre sur les Observations cTune 
Com^di du Sieur Molih^j intiiiUee Le Festin de Pierre^ published also 
in 1665, in which the author defends Molidre ; says that he is more than 
a mere buffoon ; that the very fact that that most religious King, Louis 
XrV., allowed Don Juan to be acted before him, proves that there is no 
harm in the play ; that people ought not to accuse Moli^re of infidelity 
without sufficient proof ; that in this play virtue is rewarded and vice 
punished ; that in Don Jwan^ as well as in Tartuffe, hypocrisy only is 
attacked, but not real religion ; and that, finally, if we are to be visited 
by all those plagues prophesied by the ObservcUeur, the h3rpocrites will 
be the first to feel the effects of them. 

Another veiy badly written pamphlet was likewise published in the 
same year, in defence of Moli^re, having for its title Rdpo^ise atuc Ob- 
MtrtatioTis tottchant Le Festin de Pierre de Monsieur de Motive, 

In 1667, Don Juan re-appeared on the French stage, but remodelled 
and put into verse by Thomas Comeille. This version, or rather per- 
version, of Moli^re*s play was acted until the 16th of January 1847, when 
the comedy, as originally written, was again performed, and continues 
to be 80 until the present day. 

Sir Aston Cokain wrote The Tragedy of Ovid^ which was printed in 
1662, but which was never acted. In this, the passage of Captain 
Hannibal (Don Juan) inviting the dead body of Helvidius to supper, 
and the Spectre accepting it, and the latter afterwards inviting Han- 
nibal to supper, as well as the final catastrophe, seem borrowed from 
•the Italian play II Atheisto fulminato, from which Moli6re appears also 
to have taken several scenes. In any case, Cokain cannot have borrowed 
from the French author, whose play was not brought out until February 
15th, 1665. We have given, however, in the Appendix, several of 
Cokain*s scenes, imitated from the Italian, so that they may be com- 
pared with those of Moli^re. 

Thomas ShadweU (see Introductory Notice to The Bores, Vol. II., page 
88), has, in The Libertine, acted at Dorset Grarden in 1676, partly imi- 
tated Molidre. This play is dedicated to William, Duke of Newcastle ; 
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and in the preface it is admitted that ''there are an Italian, a Spanish, 
and four French plays on the stoiy of Don Juan, the character of the 
libertine, and consequently those of his friends are borrowed ; but all 
the plot till the latter end of the fourth act is new." This seems not 
qidte true ; for in the second act of Shadwell's comedy there are evi- 
dently some scenes borrowed from Moli^re. In the English play, Don 
Juan loves wickedness, and philosophises about it to his two friends, 
Don Lopez and Don Antonio; he causes his own father to be mur- 
dered, and, on the whole, behaves rather like a madman. The scenes 
between Don Juan, The Statue, and Sganarelle — Jacomo in the EngUsh 
play — are pretty closely followed from Molidre, but made more hor- 
rible. They are given in the Appendix. Shadwell's comedy met with 
great success, although our author states : " there being no act in it 
which cost me above five days' writing, and the two last (the playhouse 
having great occasion for a play) were both written in four days." The 
Prologue opens thus : 

" Our Author sent me hither for a Scout, 
To spy what bloody Criticks were come out. 
Those Piccaroons in Wit, wh' infest this Road, 
And snap both Friend and Foe that come abroad. 
This savage Party crueller appears 
Than in the Channel Ostend Privateers. 
You in this Road, or Sink or Plunder all ; 
Remorseless as a Storm on us you fall. 
But as a Merchant, when by Storm distres'd, 
Flings out his bulky Goods to save the rest. 
Hoping a Calm may come, he keeps the best. 
In this black Tempest which o'er us impends. 
Near Rocks and Quicksands, and no Ports of Friends, 
Our Poet gives this over to your Rage, 
The most irregular Play upon the Stage." 

Congreve has imitated, in Love for Love (Act i.. Scene 1), acted for 
the first time in Little Lincoln's Inn Fields in 1695, the scene from 
Molidre's Don Juan between M. Dimanche and the hero of the play. 
Love for Love appears to me to be a free imitation of three of Molidre's 
pla3rs ; the scenes between Valentine and Jeremy are something like 
those between Don Juan and Sganarelle, from Don Juan; Scandal, 
Tattle, Mrs Foresight, and Mrs Frail, are followed from similar charac- 
ters in The Misanthrope ; whilst Foresight seems Harpagon from The 
Miser, Love for Love was, curiously enough, acted entirely by women 
June 25th, 27th, and 29th, 1705 ; the two first times most likely at 
Lincoln's Inn Fields, the last, at the Haymarket. 

At the Royalty Theatre was acted, in 1787, a tragic pantomimical 
entertainment, called Don Juany or the Libertine Destroyed, compK)sed by 
M. Delpini ; the songs, duets, and choruses by Mr Beeve. At Drury 
Lane, in 1790, was played a pantomime-ballet of the same name. 
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Moncrieff wrote an operatic extravaganza, in two acts, called Otovanm 
in London^ or the Libertine Reclaimed, " Don Giovanni having, like his 
noble oompeers, made the grand tour, and alao acquired additional 
notoriety, bj being forcibly ejected from that place where Telemachus 
went to look for his father, jumps into Charon's boat, re-passes the 
river Styx, and pays a visit to London, for the purpose, like the man 
when he opened the oysters, of astonishing the natives. In this expedi- 
tion he is accompanied by his valet, pimp, and bottle-holder, Leporello ; 
and whether at the Magpie and Punch-Bowl, in the Borough — ^in St 
Giles's, with Mesdames Drainemdry, Porous, and Simpkins — at Chalk 
Farm, with Finikin and Popinjay — in the King's Bench, with Shirk, 
Sponge, and other gentlemen who pay their creditors by a bill at three 
months — or at Charing Cross, in company with King Charles on horse- ^ 
back — their adventures are equally wonderful and entertaining.** This 
piece was originally written for the Olympic Theatre, but was played in 
1827 both at Drury Lane and at Covent Garden. In the last mentioned 
theatre the late Madame Yestris created a certain furore, in acting the 
hero of the piece. 

Thomas Dibdin wrote a similar piece, called Don Giovanni, or the 
Spectre on Horsebcbck, a burlesque on Mozart's celebrated opera, which 
was acted at Bath, on the 19th of May, 1819. 

On the 22d of December 1821, there was performed at Drury Lane, an 
opera called Giovanni in Ireland, in which Madame Yestris again played 
the hero ; but it met with little success. 

Groldine, the Italian dramatist, also wrote a Don Juan, or The Liber^ 
tine, a comedy in five acts, and in blank verse, of which he says in 
his Autobiography, " Having learned enough of French to be able 
to read it, I found that Moli^re and Thomas ComeiUe had employed 
their talents on the same subject ; I undertook also to give a similar 
treat to my countrymen, that I might be on somewhat decent terms 
with the deviL I could not, it is true, give the same title to it ; for in 
my piece, the statue of the Commander neither speaks, moves, nor 
goes to sup in town. ... I could not dispense with the thunder which 
strikes Don Juan, because the wicked deserve to be punished ; but I 
brought about the event in such a way that it might either be an im- 
mediate effect of the wrath of God, or might proceed from a combina- 
tion of secondary causes under the direction of the laws of providence." 

Mozart also composed the music to an opera called Don Giovanni, — in 
which the Italian librettist, Delponte, has followed rather the old Spanish 
play than Moli^re, — and which is known and admired wherever music 
is cultivated. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Don Juan, son to Don Louis. 

Don Cablos, | , r, p; • 

Don Alonzo, ) ^"^'"^' ^ ^"^ ^'*'"'«- 

Don Louis, father to Don Juan. 

The Statue of the Comaiander.^ 

Gu2rMAN, genileman-vsher to Donna Elvira, 

M. DiMANCHE, a tradesman, 

Sganarelle,* ^ 

ViOLETTE, > servants to Don Juan, 

Ragotin, J 

Pierrot, a countryman. 

La Ram^e, a swashbuckler, 

A Poor Man. 

Don Juan's Follo^vers. 

Don CarM and Don Alonzo* s Followers. 

A Ghost. 

Donna Elvira, wife to Don Juan, 

Charlotte, ) 

AUthurine, ] ^^ritry-women. 



' A Commander was a member of the military-religious order of the 
Knights of Malta, or of any other similar order, who, by virtue of long or 
meritorious services, had the control of a manor, with lands and tenements 
appertaining thereto, part of the proceeds of which had to be used for the 
benefit of that order, and part for himself. Such a manor was calle<l a 
commandery or preceptory. 

* Molidre played this part. In the inventory taken after the author's death, 
we see : *' a deep gold-coloured satin little jerkin, with long skirts, a linen 
jacket with gold facings, a doublet of tiowercd satin for the Featin de 
Pierre,'* I doubt if this was part of the dress of Sganarelle. 
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{DON JUAN ; OU, LE FES TIN DE PIERRE.) 



ACT I. SCENE L 

[A Palace.) 

Sganarelle, Guzman. 

Sgan, {With a snuff -box in his hand] Whatever Aristotle 
and all the philosophers may say, nothing can be compared 
to tobacco : all respectable men are very fond of it, and he 
who lives without tobacco deserves not to live. It not only 
enlivens and clears a man's brains, but it also teaches men 
to be virtuous ; through it one leams to become a respect- 
able man. Do you not see plainly, as soon as we take it, 
how afifable we become with every one, and how delighted 
we are to give right and left, wherever wc are ? We do 
not even wait till it is asked for, but we forestall people's 
wishes ; so true it is that tobacco inspires all those who 
take it with sentiments of honour and virtue.^ But enough 
of this ; let us rather resume our discourse. So, then, dear 
Guzman, Donna Elvira, your mistress, being surprised at 
our departure, is come after us ; and my master has touched 
her heart so intensely, that you say she cannot exist with- 
out coming here in search of him. Between ourselves, do 

* Tobacco had been in use for more than a century. It was introduced 
into France, in the year 1560, by Jean Nicot, lord of Villemain, am- 
bassador of Francis II. at the Court of Madrid, who made a present of it 
to the Queen, Catherine de Medici ; hence its ^rst name was in French 
Herhe de la reine or Nicotiane. 
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you wish me to tell you my thoughts ? I am afraid her 
love will be ill repaid, that her journey to this city will 
produce little fruit, and that you would have gained just as 
much had you never stirred from the spot 

Ov^, And pray, Sganarelle, what can inspire you with 
a terror which so augurs ill ? Has your master opened 
his heart to you on that subject, and did he tell you that 
his coldness for us obliged him to leave ? 

Sgan. Not at all ; but, by what I see, I know pretty 
well how things are ; and, although he has not yet said 
anything to me, I could almost lay a wager that the 
business is tending that way. I may, perhaps, be mis- 
taken; but yet, in such cases, experience has given me 
some insight. 

Chiz. What ! Can this sudden departure be caused by 
the faithlessness of Don Juan. Could he insult so greatly 
the chaste love of Donna Elvira ? 

Sgan. No, no, he is young yet, and has not the courage 
to . . . 

Chiz. Can a man of his rank commit so base an action ! 

Sgan. Oh yes, his rank ! The idea is really admirable; 
he would forbear on that account ! 

Ouz. But he is restrained by the holy bonds of 
matrimony. 

Sgan. Ah ! poor Guzman, my good friend, believe me, 
you do not know yet what sort of man Don Juan is. 

Ouz. Truly, I do not know what sort of a man he may 
be, if he has acted so treacherously towards us. I do not 
understand how, after so much love and impatience shown, 
such homage urged upon us, such vows, sighs, and tears, so 
many passionate letters, such ardent protestations and 
repeated oaths, such transports in short, and such out- 
bursts, forcing even, in his passion, the sacred obstacle 
of a nunnery, in order to get Donna Elvira in his power ; 
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I do not understand, I say, how after all this, he should 
have the heart to break his word. 

Sgan. I have no great difliculty in understanding this ; 
and, if you knew the fellow, you would think the thing easy 
enough for him. I do not say that he has changed his 
sentiments for Donna Elvira ; I am not yet quite sure of it. 
You know that he ordered me to set out before him ; and 
since his arrival, he has not spoken to me; but, by way 
of precaution, I tell you, between ourselves, that Don Juan, 
my master, is one of the greatest scoundrels upon earth, a 
madman, a dog, a demon, a Turk, a heretick, who believes 
neither in Heaven, hell, nor devil, who passes his life like 
a regular brute beast, one of Epicurus' swine, a true Sar- 
danapalus, who shuts his ears against all Christian remon- 
strances that can be made to him, and considers all that 
we believe as so much nonsense. You tell me that he has 
married your mistress; believe me, he would have done 
more to satisfy his passion, and would, besides herself, have 
married you, her dog and her cat into the bargain. It 
costs him nothing to contract a marriage ; he uses no other 
snares to entrap the fair sex ; and he marries whomsoever he 
can get hold of A lady, gentlewoman, citizen's daughter, 
countrywoman; he thinks nothing too hot or too cold for 
him; and if I were to tell you the names of all those whom 
he has married in different places, I would not have finished 
until night.^ You seem surprised and change colour at 
what you hear ; this is a mere outline of the man ; and 



• Molidre has not given a list of the names of the different wives 
of Don Juan, to be found in the Italian piece which he has freely fol- 
lowed, and also in several other plays of that time. Perhaps he thought 
the idea too hackneyed. In Mozart's opera, Don Giovanni^ the list of the 
miUe e tre conquests of the hero, as sung by Leporello, beginning 
Madamina il catologo e questo, Delle belle cV amv t'l j^dron mio, produces 
a great and admirable effect 



104 DON JUAN ; OR, [acti. 

many other touches would be required to finish the picture. 
Let it be sufficient that some day or other Heaven must 
needs overwhelm him with its wrath ; that I had much 
better be with the devil than with him, and that he makes 
me witness so many horrors, that I could wish him already 
I do not know where I If a great lord is a wicked man 
it is a terrible thing. I must be faithful to him in spite of 
myself; fear moves me instead of zeal, curbs my sentiments, 
and often compels me to applaud what I detest from 
my very soul. See, there he comes to take a walk in this 
palace ; let us separate. One word more ; I have trusted 
you, and not concealed anything from you ; it came a little 
too quickly out of my mouth ; but, if ever anything should 
reach his ears^ I shall declare flatly that you have told a lie. 

SCENE IL 

Don Juan, Sganabelle.^ 

D. Ju. What man was just now talking to you ? He 
has very much the air, it seems to me, of honest Guzman, 
a servant of Donna Elvira. 

Sgan, It is something very like it. 

D. Ju. What ! is it he ? 

Sgan. The very man. 

D. Ju. And how long has he been in town ? 

Sgan. Since last night. 

D. Ju. And why has he come ? 

Sgan. I believe you may imagine well enough what 
disturbs him. 

D. Ju. Our departure, no doubt ? 

Sgan. The good man is quite offended, and asked me 
the cause of it. 



^ See Appendix, Note A. 
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D. Jtt- And what answer did you give him ? 

Sga/n. That you had not told me anything about it. 

D. Juw But, prithee, what do you think of it ? What 
do you imagine about this affair ? 

Sgcm. I ? I believe, without wronging you, that you 
have some new love affair in your head. 

D. Ju. Do you think so ? 

Sgan. Yes. 

i). Ju. Upon my word, you are not mistaken ; and I 
must confess another object has driven Elvira from my 
thoughts. 

8gan. Oh ! good Heavens ! I know my Don Juan 
at my fingers' ends, and that your heart is the most restless 
in the world ; it delights to rove from one set of chains to 
another, and never likes to stay in one spot. 

D. Ju. And tell me, do you not think I am right in 
acting in such a manner ? 

Sgan. Oh ! sir . . . 

D. Ju. What! Speak. 

Sgan. Certainly, you are right, if you have a mind to 
it ; no one can say anything against it. But, if you had not 
a mind to it, it might perhaps be another affair. 

D. Ju. Well, then, I give you leave to speak, and to 
tell me your sentiments. 

Sgan, In that case, sir, I must frankly tell you that 
I do not approve of your goings on, and that I think it 
very wicked to make love to every one, as you do. 

D. Ju. What ! Would you have a man bind himself to 
remain with the first object which has caught him, renounce 
the world for her sake, and have no more eyes for anybody ? 
A nice thing to pique one's self upon the false honour of 
being faithful, to bury one's self for ever in one passion, and 
to be dead from our very youth to all other beauties that 
may strike us ! No, no, constancy is fit only for fools ; 
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every handsome woman has a right to charm us, and the 
advantage of being first met with ought not to rob others of 
the just pretensions which they all have upon our hearts. 
As for me, beauty delights me wherever I meet with it, and 
I easily give myself up to that sweet violence with which it 
hurries us along. It does not matter if I am engaged ; the 
love I feel for one fair does not induce me to do injustice 
to others ; I have eyes to see the merit of all, and pay to 
every one the homage and tribute which nature demands from 
us. However it be, I cannot refuse my heart to any lovely 
creature I behold ; and as soon as a handsome face asks 
it of me, if I ha«l ten thousand hearts, I would give them 
alL Budding inclinations, after all, have a charm wliich is 
indescribable, and all the pleasure of love is in variety. 
One takes great delight in reducing, by a hundred con- 
trivances, the heart of a young beauty ; in seeing every day 
the gradual progress one has made; in combating with tran- 
sports, tears, and sighs, the innocent bashfuluess of a mind 
which can hardly prevail upon itself to surrender ; in 
demolishing, inch by inch, all the little resistance she can 
oppose to us ; in conquering the scruples upon which she 
prides herself, and in leading her gently whither we have a 
mind to bring her. But when we are once her master, 
there is nothing more to say, nothing more to wish for ; all 
the charms of the passion are over, and we are lulled asleep 
in the tranquillity of such a love, if some new object does 
not awaken our desires and present to our heart the attractive 
charms of a conquest still to make. In short, there is 
nothing so pleasant as to triumph over the resistance of a 
fair maiden ; I possess, in such a case, the ambition of a con- 
queror, who flics perpetually from one victory to another, 
and can never resolve to set bounds to his wishes. Nothing 
can restrain the impetuosity of my desires ; I feel I have a 
heart tliat could love all the world, and like Alexander, I 
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coold wish for other worlds, wherein to extend my amorons 
conquests.® 

Sgan, Ods* boddikins, how you talk ! It seems that 
you have learned this by heart ; you speak like a book. 

D. Ju. What have you to say to this ? 

Sgan, Upop my word, I have to say ... I do not 
know what to say ; for you turn things in such a manner 
that it seems you are right, and yet it is certain you are not. 
I had the finest thoughts in the world, but your speech has 
put them all out of my head. Let me alone ; another time 
I shaU write down all my arguments, to dispute with 
you. 

D. Ju. Do so. 

Sgan. But, sir, would it be included in the permission 
you have given me, if I were to tell you that I am some- 
what scandalised at the life which you lead. 

D. Ju. How ? What life do I lead ? * 

Sgan. A very good one. But, for example, to see you 
marry every month, as you do ! 

D. Ju. Can there be anything more agreeable ? 

Sgan. True, I should think it very agreeable and very 
amusing, and I should myself like it well enough if there 
were no harm in it ; but, sir, to make thus a jest of a 
sacred mystery, and . . . 

D. Ju. Well, be it so ; it is an affair between Heaven 
and me, and I can very well settle it without your troubling 
yourself about it. 

Sgan. Upon my word, sir, I have always heard it said 
that to jest about Heaven is wicked jesting, and that liber- 
tines always come to a bad end. 

■ Lovelace, in Richardson's Clarissa Jfarlowe, expresses nearly the 
same sentiments, and writes, " the Debcllare superhos should be my 
motto ;" " I always considered opposition and resistance aa a challenge 
to do my worst." 
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D. Ju. Hullo, Master Fool ! You know I told you that 
I do not like persons who remonstrate. 

Sgan. Therefore I do not speak to you ! Heaven for- 
bid ! You know what you do ; and, if you are a libertine^ 
you have your reasons : but there are certain puny coxcombs 
in this world who are so without knowing why or where- 
fore, who pretend to be free-thinkers, because they think it 
becomes them. Had I a master of that kind, I would tell 
him plainly to his face : " Dare you thus jest with Heaven, 
and do you not tremble to laugh, as you do, at things 
the most sacred ? Does it become you, you little earth- 
worm, you mannikin that you are (I speak to the master 
I mentioned), does it become you to wish to turn into 
ridicule what all men revere ? Do you think that be- 
cause you are a man of rank, because you wear a fair and 
well-curled wig, have some feathers in your hat, a gold-laced 
coat, and flame-coloured ribbons^® (I do not speak to you 
but to the other) — do you think, I say, that you are a 
cleverer man for all this, that you may be allowed to do 
everything, and that no one should dare to tell you the 
truth ? Learn from me, who am your servant, that Heaven, 
sooner or later, punishes the impious ; that a wicked life 
leads to a wicked death ; that libertines never come to a 
good end, and that . . .*' 

D, Ju, Silence ! 

Sgan. Why, what is the matter ? 

• The French word lihertin had formerly not only the signification 
which it has in our days, but meant also a free-thinker ; and was often 
said of a man or woman who did not like to submit to the ordinary 
rules and regulations of society. Libertine was also formerly applied, 
in English, " to certain heretical sects, and intended to mark the hcen- 
tious liberty of their creed and forms," says Trench, in his Sd^ct Glof- 
sary, " a striking evidence of the extreme likelihood that he who has no 
restraints on his belief will ere long have none upon his life." 

^° Sganarelle describes the apparel Don Juan wears, without daring to 
name him. 




sen.] THE FEAST WITH THE STATUE. 109 

D. Ju. The matter is, that I inform you that a certain 
beauty has got possession of my heart, and that, captivated 
by her charms, I followed her to this city. 

Sgan, And you have no fear, sir, of the consequences 
of the death of that Commander whom you killed six 
months ago ? 

D. Ju, Why should I be afraid ? Did I not kill him 
honourably ? 

Sgan, Very honourably ; it could not have been done 
more so, and he would be wrong to complain. 

D. Ju, I had my pardon for this affair. 

Sgan. Yes ; but this pardon does not perhaps stifle the 
resentment of relatives and fnends, and . . . 

D. Ju, Pooh ! Let us not think of any barm that may 
happen to us, but only of what can give us pleasure. The 
person of whom I speak to you is a young bride, one of the 
prettiest in the world, who was brought hither by the very 
man she is to marry. Chance threw this pair of lovers in 
my way, three or four days before they set out on their 
journey. Never did I see two people so satisfied with each 
other; and displa)nng so much love. The visible tenderness of 
their mutual flame moved me ; I felt it deeply, and my love 
began by jealousy. Yes, I could not at first sight endure to 
see them so happy together. Resentment kindled my desire, 
and I thought it would cause me very great pleasure to 
disturb their intimacy, and to sever that union by which 
the delicate feelings of my heart were offended ; but hitherto 
all my eflForts have been in vain, and I have recourse to the 
final stratagem. This intended spouse is to-day to treat the 
object of his love with a sail. Without having said any- 
thing to you, all things are prepared for gratifying my pas- 
sion. I have freighted a little vessel, and engaged men 
with whose assistance I can easily carry off* the fair. 

Sgan, Ah ! sir . . . 
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D. Ju. What ? 

8gan, You have done quite right, and you take things 
in the proper way. There is nothing in the world like satis- 
fying aU one's desires. 

D, Ju, Get ready to come along with me, and take care, 
you yourself, to bring all ray arms, so that . . . [He sees 
Donna Elvira] Oh ! most unlucky meeting. Traitor, you 
did not tell me she was here herself. 

Sgan. Sir, you did not so much as ask me. 

D. Ju, Is she mad not to have changed her dress, and 
to come here in her riding-habit?^^ 

SCENE III. 

Donna Elvira, Don Juan, Sganarelle.^^ 

D, El. Will you do me the favour, Don Juan, to notice 
me ? And may I at least hope that you will deign to turn 
your eyes this way ? 

D, Ju, I confess to you, madam, that I am surprised, 
and that I did not expect you here. 

D. El, Yes, I see plainly that you did not expect me 
here ; and you are indeed surprised, but quite otherwise 
than I hoped for ; the manner in which you appear con- 
vinces me fully of what I refused to believe. I am astonished 



^^ This remark of Don Juan, on beholding a woman whom he has 
abandoned, shows that he has neither feelings nor heart. Louis XIV., 
then (1665) in the height of his passion for Mademoiselle de la Valli^re, 
behaved afterwards to her as badly as Don Juan does to Donna 
Elvira. It has many a time been stated that the long was neither 
coarser nor more unfeeling than his contemporaries. We have only 
to look at the M^moires du Due de Saint Simcny to see what at least 
one of them thought of le Grand Monarque, But Louis XTV. was no 
sceptic, and during the latter part of his reign he became even a fanatic 
and a persecutor. 

^2 See Appendix, Note B. 
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at my simplicity, and at the weakness of my heart in doubt- 
ing a treachery so strongly confirmed by appearances. I 
was simple-minded enough, I confess it, or rather foolish 
enough, to be willing to deceive myself, and to take pains 
to contradict my eyes and my judgment. I sought for 
reasons to excuse to my aflfection that diminution of friend- 
ship which it discovered in you ; I purposely invented a 
hundred legitimate excuses for so hurried a departure, to 
clear you from the crime of which my reason accused you. 
All that my just suspicions could daily say to me was in vain ; 
I would not listen to their voice, which represented you 
to me as a criminal ; I took a pleasure in giving ear to a 
thousand ridiculous fancies, which depicted you to my heart 
as innocent ; but, at last, your reception permits me no 
longer to doubt, and the glance with which you received 
me informs me of many more things than I would wish 
to know. I shall be glad, nevertheless, to hear from your 
own mouth the reasons for your departure. Pray, speak, 
Don Juan, let us hear in what way you can justify your- 
self. 

D. Ju, Madam, there is Sganarelle, who knows why I 
went away. 

Sgan. [Whi9pering to Don Juan] I, sir 1 By your 
leave, I know nothing of the matter. 

D. El, Well, Sganarelle, speak. It does not matter 
from whose jnouth I hear his reasons. 

D. Ju. [Making aign^ to Sganarelle to draw near him] 
Come, speak then to the lady. 

Sgan. [Whispering to Don Juan] What would you 
have me say ? 

D. El. Come hither, since he will have it so, and tell 
me the causes of so sudden a departure. 

D. Ju. Why do you not answer ? 

Sgan. [Whispering to Don Juan] I have nothing 
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to answer. You make fun of your very humble 
servant. 

D. Ju, Will you answer, I say ? 

Sgan. Madam . . . 

D, El What ? 

Sgan. [Turning towards his master] Sir . . . 

D. Jii. [Threatening hirri] If . . . 

Sgan. Madam, the conqueror, Alexander, and the other 
worlds, are the cause of our departure. That, sir, is all I can 
say. 

D. EL Will you be pleased, Don Juan, to explain to me 
these beautiful mysteries ? 

D. Ju, Madam, to say the truth . . . 

D. EL Fy ! how badly you defend yourself for a courtier, 
who should be accustomed to these sort of things ! I pity 
you to see you so confused. Why do you not arm your 
brow with a noble impudence ? Why do you not swear 
that you entertain still the same feelings for me ; that you 
always love me with an unparalleled affection, and that 
nothing but death can sever you from me ? Why do you 
not tell me that affairs of the greatest consequence com- 
pelled you to set out without informing me of it ; that, 
much against your will, you must stay here for some 
time ; and that I need only return whence I came, with 
the assurance that you will follow me as soon as possible ; 
that it is certain you are very anxious to rejoin me, 
and that, whilst you are absent from me, you endure the 
pangs of a body separated from the soul ? That is the 
way to defend yourself ; but not to stand thunderstruck as 
you do. 

D. Ju. I must confess, madam, that I possess not a 
talent for dissimulation, but am sincere at heart. I will 
not tell you that I entertain still the same feelings for 
you, and that I am very anxious to rejoin you, since it is 
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certain that I came away only to avoid you ; not for the 
reasons you imagine, but from a pure motive of conscience, 
and because I thought I could not live with you any longer 
without sin. I felt some scruples, madam ; and the eyes of 
my mind were opened to what I was doing. I reflected 
that, in order to marry you, I took you from the precincts of 
a convent, that you broke vows which engaged you else- 
where, and that Heaven is very jealous of such things. 
I was seized with repentance, and dreaded the wrath of 
Heaven. I thought our marriage was only adultery 
in disguise ; that it would bring down upon us some 
calamity, and that, in short, I ought to endeavour to forget 
you, and to give you an opportunity of returning to your 
former obligations. Would you oppose so holy a design, 
madam, and would you have me expose myself to the ven- 
geance of Heaven by retaining you ; that by . . . 

D. m. Ah! wicked wretch! now I know you thoroughly; 
and to my misfortune I know you when it is too late, and 
when such a knowledge can only serve to make me despair. 
But be assured that your crime will not remain unpunished, 
and that the same Heaven which you mock will revenge 
your perfidy. 

D. Ju. Sganarelle, Heaven ! 

8gan. Oh, yes, we care much for that. 

D. Ju. Madam . . . 

D. El. It is euough. I do not wish to hear anything more. 
I even blame myself for having already heard too much. It 
is meanness to have our shame explained too clearly, and 
in such cases, a noble heart should, at the very first word, 
resolve what to do. Do not expect me to break out into 
reproaches and opprobrious language ; no, no, my wrath 
does not spend itself in vain words ; it reserves all its ardour 
for vengeance. I tell you once more. Heaven will punish 
you, wretch, for the wrong you have done me ; and if you 

III H 



114 DON JUAN ; OR, [ACT ii. 

havQ nothmg to fear from Heaven, fear at least the anger 
of an injured woman. 



SCENE IV. 
Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

Sgan. [Aside] If he should ever feel some remorse. 

D, Ju. [After some pause] Let us go and think of the 
execution of our amorous enterprise. 

Sgan. [Alone] Oh ! what an abominable master I am 
forced to serve ! 



ACT II. SCENE L 

« 

{A Landscape near the sea shore.) 
Charlotte, Pierrot." 

Char. By Jingo, Pierrot, you were there just in the nick 
of time. 

Pier. 'Sbobs, they were within an ace of being drowned, 
both of them. 

Char. Was it the great storm this morning that upset 
them in the sea ? « 

Pier. Look you, Charlotte, I shall tell you outright how 
it happened ; for, as the saying is, I saw them first, first I 
saw them. I was on the sea-shore, I and fat Lucas, and we 
were a-larking together with clods of earth, that we threw 

^^ Charlotte and Pierrot speak in a provincial dialect, which was quite 
a novelty on the stage in the time of Moliere ; we shall give an example 
of this : — Charlotte. Notre dinse/ Piarrot, tu f es trouv^ Id bten d point. 
Pierrot. Parquienne/ U ne ien, estpasfaUu V ^poisseur dHwM ^plingm^ 
gyCil ne se sayant nay4% totis deux, Charlotte. C^e^ done le coup de 
veiU c?' d matin qui lea avait ranvarsis dans la mar ? &c. As it would 
be impossible to render this in an equivalent dialect, I have translated 
it in plain English. 
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at one another's heads, for you very well know that, fat 
Lucas likes to be a-larking, and so do I sometimes too. So 
as we were a-larking, for we were a-larking, I perceived a 
distance off something that stirred in the water, and that 
came bobbing towards us. I looked fixedly at it, but all of 
a sudden I saw that I saw nothing more. Ay, Lucas, says 
I, I think that there are men a-swimming down there. Oh, 
says he, you have been at the burial of a cat, your eyes are 
dazed. 'Sdeath, says I, my eyes are not dazed ; they are 
men. No, no, says he to me, you are purblind. Would 
you wager, says I, that I am not purblind, says I, and that 
they are two men, says I, who are swimming straight this 
way, says L Znigs, says he, I lay a wager they are not. 
Well, come on, says I, will lay you tenpence on it ? Marry 
will I, says he, and to show thee, there is the money down on 
the nail, says he. I was neither a fool nor a gaby ; I 
boldly threw down upon the ground four silver pennies 
and sixpenny worth of ha'pence, as freely, i' faith, as if 
I had drank oflF a glass of wine ; for I am very venture- 
some, and go on any way. Yet I knew what I did how- 
somdever. I am not such a fool as I look. We had but 
just laid the wager when I saw the two men very plainly, 
who made signs to^us to come and fetch them, and I take 
up the stakes. Come, Lucas, says I, you see that they call 
us ; let us go at once and help them. No, says he, they 
have made me lose. Then, to cut short my story, I went 
on 80, and at last preached so much to him, that we got 
into a boat, and then I made so much ado that I got them 
out of the water, and then I carried them home to the fire, 
and then they pulled oflf all their clothes and stripped to 
dry themselves, and then two more of the same gang came, 
who had saved themselves quite alone, and then comes 
Mathurine, and one of them cast sheep's eyes at her. And 
that is precisely, Charlotte, how all this has happened. 



116 DON JUAN ; OR, [ACT ii. 

Char. Did you not say, Pierrot, that one of them is a 
great deal handsomer than the rest ? 

Pier, Ay, he is the master ; he must be some great, 
great man to be sure, for he has gold upon his clothes from 
top to bottom, and his servants are gentlefolks themselves ; 
but for all his being a great man, he would have been 
drowned if I had not been there. 

Citar. Lawk a-day ! 

Pier, Ay, indeed, if it had not been for us he would have 
had his fill of water. 

Char, Is he still at your house without his clothes on, 
Pierrot ? 

Pier, No, no, they all put on their clothes again before 
us. Mercy on me, I never saw any of the43e folks dress 
themselves before ; what a parcel of gimcracks these cour- 
tiers wear ! I should lose myself in them, and I was quite 
flabbergasted to see them. Why, Charlotte, they have hair 
which does not stick to their heads, and, after all, they put 
it on like a big cap of unspun flax. They have smocks 
with sleeves that you and I might get into ; instead of 
breeches they have an apron as large as from this to Easter, 
instead of doublets they have little tiny waistcoats that do 
not reach to their middle, and instead of bands a great neck- 
handkerchief all open-worked with four large tufts of linen 
hanging down over their stomach. They have bands about 
their wrists too, and great funnels of lace about their legs, and 
amongst all this so many ribands, that it is a downright 
shame. Their very shoes are stuffed with them from one 
end to the other, and they are made in such a fashion that 
I should break my neck in them. 

Chxir. r fakins, Pierrot, I must go and see them. 

Pier, Oh ! hark you, Charlotte, stay a little first, I have 
something else to say to you. 

Char, Well, tell me, what is it ? 
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Pier. Do you not see, Charlotte, that, as the saying is, 
I must unbosom myself to you. I am in love with you, 
you know it veiy well, I am for us being married together ; 
but 's boddikins, I am not pleased with you. 

Char. How ? what's the matter ? 

Pier. The matter is, to tell the truth, that you vex my 
very heart 

Char. How. so ? 

Pier. Because, by the powers, you do not love me. 

Char. Ho ! ho ! Is that all ? 

Pier. Ay, that is all, and enough too. 

Char. Law, Pierrot, you always say the same thing to 
me. 

Pier. I always ISay the same thing to you because it is 
always the same thing ; and if it was not always the same 
thing I would not always say the same thing. 

Char. But what do you want ? What do you wish ? 

Pier. Drat it, I would wish you to love me. 

Char. Why, do I not love you ? 

Pier. No, you do not love me, and yet I do all I can to 
make you. I do not mean to reproach you, but I buy rib- 
bons for you of all the pedlars that come about, I risk 
my neck to go and fetch jackdaws out of their nests for you, 
I make the piper play for you when your birthday comes ; 
and all this is no more than if I ran my head against the 
walL Do ye hear ? it is neither fair nor honest not to love 
folk that love us. 

Char. But, lawk-a-day, I love you too. 

Pier. Ay, very much indeed 1 

Char. What would you have me do then ? 

Pier. I would have you do as folk do when they love 
as they ought. 

Char. Why, do I not love you as I ought ? 

Pier. No, when that is the case, anyone can see it ; 



118 DON JUAN ; OR, [act n. 

people play a thousand little tricks to folk when they love 
them with all their heart. Look at stout Thomasse, how 
smitten she is with young Robin ; she is always about him 
to tease him, and never lets him alone. She is always 
playing him some trick or other, or hits him a rap when she 
passes by him. The other day, as he was sitting upon a 
small stool, she comes and pulls it from under him, and 
down falls ho at full length upon the ground. Zounds, that 
is the way folk do when they are in love ; but you never 
say a word to me, you always stand like a log of wood ; I 
^^^y go l)y ye twenty times and you never stir to give me 
the smallest thump, or to say the least thing to me. Upon 
my word, it is not fair, after all, and you are too cold for 
folk. 

Char. What would you have me do ? My temper is such, 
and I cannot alter myself. 

Pier. Temper or no temper, when a body loves a body 
one always gives some small inkling of it. 

Char. I love you as well as I can, and if you are not satis- 
fied with that, you must go and love somebody else. 

Pier. Why there now ! I have got what I bargained for. 
Zooks, if you loved me you would not say that 

Char. Why do you come and worrit me so ? 

Pier. And what harm do I do you ? I only ask a 
little friendship from ye. 

Char. Well, let mo alone then and do not press me so, 
maybe it will come all of a sudden, without thinking of it 

Pier. Shake hands, then, Charlotte. 

Char. [Gives him her AaruZ] Well, there. 

Pier. Promise me that you will do your best to love me 
more. 

Char. I will do all that I can, but it must come of itself. 
Pierrot, is that the gentleman ? 

Pier. Yes, that is he. 
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Char. Oh! lack -a-day, how nice he is! what a pity it 
would have been if he had been drowned. 

Pier. I shall come again presently ; I shall go to take 
a pint to refresh myself a little after my fatigue. 

SCENE IL 
Don Juan, Sganarelle, Charlotte in the background, 

D. Ju. We have failed in our plot, Sganarelle, and this 
sudden squall has overturned our sloop, as well as the plan 
we had formed ; but, to tell you the truth, the country- 
wench I have just parted with, makes amends for this mis- 
fortune. I have found such charms in her that they have 
effaced from my mind all the vexation caused by the ill suc- 
cess of our enterprise. This heart must not escape me ; I 
have already disposed it in such a manner that I shall have 
no need to sigh long in vain. 

Sgan. I confess, sir, you astonish me. We have hardly 
escaped from the jaws of death, and instead of thanking 
Heaven for the mercy it has granted us, you labour anew 
to draw down its wrath by your usual whims and your 
amours . . . [Seeing Don Jv/in look angry] Peace, rascal 
that you are ; you do not know what you are talking of, 
and my master knows what he does. Come. 

D. Ju. [Perceiving Charlotte'] Ha ! whence comes this 
other country-girl ? Did you ever see anything prettier ? 
Tell me, do you not think she is as handsome as the other ? 

Sgan, Certainly, [ul^e] Another fresh morsel. 

D. Ju. [To Charlotte] Whence this pleasant meeting, 
fair one ? What ? are there in these rural spots, amongst 
these trees and rocks, persons as handsome as you are ? 

Char. As you see, sir. 

D. Ju. Do you belong to this village ? 
Char. Yes, sir. 
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D, Ju. And do you Uve there ? 

Char. Yes, sir. 

JD. Ju. What is your name ? 

Char. Charlotte, at your service. 

JD. Ju. Ah ! what a beauty I what piercing eyes I 

Char. Sir, you make me quite ashamed. 

D. Ju. Oh ! do not be ashamed to hear the trutL 
What do you say, Sganarelle ? Can anything be more 
agreeable ? Turn about a little, please. Oh ! what a fine 
shape. Hold up your head a little, pray. Oh ! what a 
pretty face is this I Open your eyes wide. Oh I how 
lovely they are. Pray let me see your teeth. Oh ! how 
love-inspiring ! And those provoking lips ! For my part, 
I am delighted ; I never beheld so charming a person. 

Char. Sir, you are pleased to say so ; I do not know 
whether you make fun of me. 

D. Ju. I make fun of you ! Heaven forbid ! I love 
you too well for that ; I speak to you from the bottom of 
my heart. 

Char. I am very much obliged to you if it is so. 

D. Ju. Not at all ; you are not obliged to me for any- 
thing I say ; you owe it to your beauty alone. 

Char. Sir, all these words are too fine for me ; I have 
not wit enough to answer you. 

D. Ju. Sganarelle, just cast a glance on her hands. 

Cha/r. Fie, sir ! they are as black as anything. 

D. Ju. Oh ! what are you saying ? They are the fairest 
in the world ; pray, allow me to kiss them. 

Char. You do me too much honour, sir, and if I had 
known it just now, I would not have failed to have washed 
them with bran. 

D. Ju. Pray, tell me, pretty Charlotte, are you married ? 

Char. No, sir, but I am to be very soon, to Pierrot, our 
neighbour Simonetta's son. 
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D. Ju. What ! should a person like you become the wife 
of a simple clod-hopper ! No, no ! that would be a pro- 
fiunation of so much beauty ; you were not bom to pass your 
whole life in a village. No doubt you deserve a better 
fate ; Heaven, which very well knows this, has led me 
hither on purpose to prevent this match, and to do justice 
to your charms ; for, in short, beauteous Charlotte, I love 
you with all my heart; it only depends upon yourself 
whether I shall carry you off from this wretched place, and 
put you in the position you deserve. This passion is doubt- 
less very sudden ; but what then ? It is owing to your 
great beauty ; I love you as much in one quarter of an 
hour as I would another in six months. 

Char. Really, I do not know what to do when you 
speak. What you say pleases me, and I should very much 
like to believe you ; but I have always been told that we 
must never believe gentlemen, and that you, courtiers, are 
cozeners who think of nothing but of making fools of young 
girls. 

D, Jxi. I am not one of these. 

Bgan. Not at all ! Not at all ! 

Char. Look ye, sir, there is no pleasure in being im- 
posed upon. I am but a poor country-wench, but I value 
honour above everything ; I would sooner die than lose my 
honour. 

D, Ju, I have a soul so wicked as to impose on such a 
person as you I I should be so base as to dishonour you ! 
No, no, I am too conscientious for that. I love you, Char- 
lotte, virtuously and honourably ; and to show you that I 
speak the truth, be convinced that I have no other 
design than to marry you. Can you have any greater 
jHTOof? Here I am ready, whenever you please, and I 
call this fellow to be a witness of the promise which I 
make you. 
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Sgan. No, no, never fear. Ho will marry you as much 
as you please. 

D. Ju, Ah ! Charlotte, I plainly perceive you do not yet 
know me. You do me great wrong in judging of me by 
others; and if there are rogues in the world, people who 
only endeavour to make fools of young women, you ought 
not to consider me one of them, and never doubt the sin- 
cerity of my love ; besides, your beauty is a guarantee for 
everything. When a woman is as handsome as you are she 
ought never to entertain such fears ; believe me, you do not 
look as if you could be made a fool of. As for me, I protest 
I would stab myself a thousand times to the heart if I fos- 
tered the least thought of betraying you. 

Char. Good Heavens ! I do not know whether you speak 
the truth or not ; but you make people believe you. 

D. Ju. You do me justice most certainly by believing me ; 
I repeat anew the promise which I have made you. Do you 
not accept it ? Will you not consent to become my wife ? 

Char, Yes, provided my aunt has no objection. 

D. Ju. Give me your hand then upon it, Charlotte, since 
you do not object. 

CItar. But at the very least, sir, pray, do not deceive me ; 
it would be a sin, and you see how honestly I act 

D. Ju. What ! you seem to doubt still my sincerity I 
Would you have me swear the most frightful oaths ? May 
Heaven . . . 

Char. Bless me, do not swear, I believe you. 

D. Ju. Give me one little kiss, then, as a pledge of your 
promise. 

Char. Nay, sir, pray, wait till we are married, and then 
I shall kiss you as much as you wish. 

D. Ju. Well, pretty Charlotte, I will do whatever you 
please ; only give me your hand, and let me, by a thousand 
kisses, express the rapture I am in. . . 
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SCENE III. 

Don Juan, Sqanarelle, Pierrot; Charlotte. 

Pier. [Getting between them, and pushing away Don 
Jwan] Gently, sir, if you please, you are getting too warm ; 
you may get a pleurisy. 

D. Ju. [Pushing away Pierrot roiughly] What brings 
this impertinent fellow here ? 

Pier. [Pkicing himself between Don Juan and Char- 
lotte] Hold hard, sir, you must not kiss our wives that are 
to be. 

D. Ju, [Pushing Pierrot again away] Ha ! what a 
noise ! 

Pier. 'Sdeath ! People are not to be pushed thus. 

Char. [Taking Pierrot by the arm'] Let him alone, 
Pierrot. 

Pier. What ! let him alone ? I will not, not I ! 

D. Ju. Hah ! 

Pier. Drat it, because you are a gentleman, you come 
here to caress our wives under our very noses ? Go and 
kiss your own. 

D. Ju. What ? 

Pier. What ? [Don Juan gives him a box on the ear] 
Dam it, do not strike me ; [another] Hang it ! [another] 
Zounds ! [another] 'Sblood and wounds ! it is not fair to 
beat people ! Is this my reward for saving you from being 
drowned? 

Char. Do not be angry, Pierrot. 

Pier. I will be angry ; and you are a hussy, to let him 
cozen you. 

Cha/r. Oh, Pierrot ! it is not as you think. This gentle- 
man will marry me, and you should not be in a passion. 

Pier. Ha ! But you are engaged to me. 
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Char. That makes no matter, Pierrot. If you love me, 
ahould ye not be glad that I am to be made a madam ? 

Pier. No, I would as soon see you hanged as see you 
anothei^s. 

Char. Come, come, Pierrot, do not fret yourself. If 
I am a madam I shall make you gain something ; you shall 
serve us with butter and cheese. 

Pier. Zounds ! I shall never serve you with anything, 
even if you would pay me twice as much. Do not listen 
thus to what he says. 'Sfish, had I known this just now, 
I should not have taken him out of the water at all, but 
I would have given him a good rap upon the head with my 
oar. 

D. Ju. [Coming up to Pierrot to strike him] What is 
that you say ? 

Pier. [Getting behind Charlotte} Drat it ! I fear no 
man. 

D. Ju. [Coming towards him] Let me only get hold of 
you. 

Pier. [Oets on the other side of Charlotte] I do not 
care, not I. 

D. Ju. [Running after him] We shall try that. 

Pier. [Oettvng anew behind Charlotte] I have seen many 
a man as good as you. 

D. Ju. What ? 

Sgan. Oh, sir, let the poor wretch alone. It is a pity 
to beat him. [Placing himself between Don Juan and 
Pierrot, and addressing Ike latter] Harkee, my poor lad, 
move off, and do not talk to him. 

Pier. [Passmg before Sganarelle, and looking boldly 
at Don Juan] I will talk to him. 

2). Ju. [Lifts up his hand and intends to give Pierrot 
a box on the ear] Ha ! I shall teach you. [Pierrot ducks 
down his head, so thai Sganarelle receives it. 
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Sgan. [Looking at Pierrof] Plagiie take the booby ! 

2). Ju. [To Sganarelle] That is a reward for your 
charity. 

Pier. Zounds ! I shall go and tell her aunt of all her 
goings-on. 

SCENE IV. 

Don Juan, Charlotte, Sganarelle. 

D. Ju. [To Charlotte] At last I am going to be the 
happiest of men, and I would not change my happiness for 
all the world could give me. What pleasures shall we have, 
when you are my wife, and what . . . 

SCENE V. 

Don Juan, Charlotte, Mathurine, Sganarelle. 

SgaTk [Perceiving Mathurine'] So, so. 

Math. [To Don Juan] Sir, what are you doing there 
with Charlotte ? Are you courting her too ? 

D. Ju. [Aside to Mathurine] No ; on the contrary ; she 
told me she wished to be my wife, and I told her I was 
engaged to you. 

Char. [To Don Juan] What is that Mathurine wants 
with you ? 

D. Ju. [Aside to Charlotte] She is jealous of my speaking 
to you, and would like me to marry her ; but I tell her it 
ia you whom I wish to have. 

Math. What 1 Charlotte . . . 

D. Ju. [Aside to Mathurine] All you can say to her will 
be of no use ; she took this into her head. 

Char. What then, Mathurine . . . 

D. Ju. [Aside to Charlotte] It is in vain to talk to her^ 
you will not get this whim out of her head. 

Math. Would vou . . . 
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D. Ju. [Aside to MathuHne] There is no possibility of 
making her listen to reason* 

Char. I should like . . . 

D. Ju. [Aside to Charlotte] She is s& obstinate as the 
devil. 

Math, Really . . . 

D. Ju, [Aside to MathuriTis] Do not say anything to 
her, she is a fool. 

Char, I think . . . 

D. Ju, [Aside to Charlotte] Let her alone, she is silly. 

Math. No, no, I must speak to her. 

Char. I will hear some of her reasons. 

Math, What . . . 

D. Ju. [Aside to Maihurine] I will lay you a wager that 
she tells you that I promised to marry her. 

Char. I . . . 

D. Ju. [Aside to Charlotte'] I will bet you anything that 
she will maintain that I have given her my word to make 
her my wife. 

Math. Hark you, Charlotte, it is not right to meddle 
with other folks' bargains. 

Char. It is not polite to be jealous because the gentle- 
man speaks to me. 

Math. The gentleman saw me first. 

Char. If he saw you first, he saw me second, and has 
promised to marry me. 

D. Ju. [Aside to MathuHne] Well, did I not tell 
you so ? 

Math. [To Charlotte] Your humble servant, it was me 
and not you whom he promised to marry. 

D. Ju. [Aside to Charlotte] Did I not guess right ? 

Char. You may tell that to others, if you please, but 
not to me ; it was me he promised to marry, I tell 
you. 



»c v.] THE FEAST WITH THE STATUE. 127 

Maih. You make fun of folks ; once more it was me he 
promised to marry. 

ChxiT. There he is ; he can tell you whether I am right. 

MoOl There he is ; he can give me the lie if I do not 
speak the truth ? 

Char. Sir, did you promise to marry her ? 

D. Jul [Aside to Charlotte] You are joking. 

Math. Is it true, sir, that you have given your word to 
be her husband ? 

D. Ju. [Aside to Mathurine] Could you entertain such 
a thought ? 

Char. You see she affirms it. 

D. Ju. [Aside to Charlotte] Let her alone. 

Ma^. You are witness how positive she is. 

D. Ju. [Aside to Mathurine] Let her say what she likes. 

Char. No, no, we must know the truth. 

Maih. We must have it decided. 

Char. Yes, Mathurine, I will have the gentleman show 
you your mistake.^* 

Math. Yes, Charlotte, I will have the gentleman make 
you look foolish. ^^ 

Char. Decide the quarrel, sir, if you please. 

Math. Satisfy us, sir. 



** The original has, Je vetuv que monsieur vous montre voire hecjaune ; 
literally, " I will that the gentleman should show you your yellow beak.** 
This is a phrase which dates from the days when falconry was a favourite 
sport A bird with a yellow beak is a very young bird, hence young 
scholars, greenhorns, were called b^'aunes, and thus montrer d quelqu!un 
9on h^jaune or so^i hecjaune came to mean, " to show one he was duped*' 
or foolishly taken in. " Green,** instead oijaune, yellow, appears to have 
the same signification in very familiar English phraseology. 

" In the original we find, Je veux que monsieur vous rende un peu 
eamuse, literally, " I wish the gentleman would make you a little flat- 
noeed,** or figuratively, as above. Avoir un pied de nez, literally "to 
have a nose a foot long/* has the same meaning when used as a familiar 
form of speech. 
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Char. You shall see. 

Math. And you shall see too. 

Char. [To Don Juan] Speak. 

Math. [To Don Juan] Speak. 

D. Ju. What would you have me say ? You both main- 
tain that I have promised to marry you. Does not each of 
you know the whole business without any necessity for me 
giving any more explanations ? Why should you oblige 
me to repeat what I have said ? Has not the person to 
whom I really gave the promise sufficient reasons within 
herself to laugh at what the other says ; and ought she 
to trouble herself, provided I keep my promise ? All the 
speeches do not forward affairs ; we must act and not talk, 
and facts prove more than words. Therefore, that is the only 
way in which I shall satisfy you, and when I marry, you shall 
see which of you two has my heart. [Aside to Mathurine] 
Let her believe what she will [Aside to Charlotte] Let 
her flatter herself in her own imagination. [Aside to 
Mathurine] I adore you. [Aside to Charlotte] I am en- 
tirely yours. [Aside to Mathurine] All faces are ugly in 
comparison with yours. [Aside to Charlotte] When a man 
has once seen you he cannot bear to look at others. [Aloud 
to hotK] I have some trifling message to deliver ; I shall be 
back again in a quarter of an hour.^^ 

SCENE VI. 
Charlotte, Mathurine, Soanarelle. 

Char. [To Mathurine] I am the one he loves, however. 
Math. [To Charlotte] He will marry me. 
Sgan. [Stopping/ Charlotte and Mathurine] Ah ! poor 
girls, I pity your innocence. I cannot bear to see you run 

^* On reading this scene it seems forced and unnatoral, but on the 
stage, when acted well, it is very amusing. 
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thus to your destruction. Believe me both, do not be im- 
posed upon by the stories he tells you, but stay in your 
village. 

SCENE VIL 

Don Juan, Charlotte, Mathurine, Sganarelle. 

D. Ju, [In the background, aside] I would fain know 
why Sganarelle does not follow me. 

Sgan. My master is a knave ; he only wishes to make 
fools of you ; he has made fools of a good many others ; he 
marries the whole sex, and . . . [Seeing Don Juan] It 
is false, and whoever tells you this you may tell him he 
liea My master does not marry the whole sex ; he is no 
knave ; he does not intend to deceive you, nor has he ever 
made a fool of any one. Oh, Btay ! here he is ; ask him 
himself. 

D. Ju. [Looking at Sganarelle, and suspecting him of 
having said something] Yes ! 

SgaTi^ Sir, as the world is full of backbiters, I was be- 
forehand with them ; and I was telling these girls that if 
anybody should say anything wrong of you they ought not 
to believe him, and be sure to tell him that he lied. 

D. Ju. Sganarelle ! 

Sgan, [To Charlotte and MaihuHne] Yes, my master 
is an honourable man ; I warrant him such. 

D, Ju. Hem ! 

Sgan. They are impertinent rascals. 

SCENE VIIL 

Don Juan, La Rami^e, Charlotte, Mathurine, 

Sganarelle. 

La Jt, [Aside to Don Juan] Sir, I come to* tell you 
that it is not quite safe for you to be here. 

in. I 
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D. Ju. How so ? 

La Jt, Twelve men on horseback are in search of you ; 
they will be here in a moment I do not know how 
they have followed you ; but I have learned these tidings 
from a country-man of whom they enquired, and to whom 
they described you. As there is no time to lose, the sooner 
you leave here the better. 

SCENE IX. 

Don Juan, Charlotte, Mathurine, Sganarelle. 

D, Ju. \To Charlotte and Mathurine] Urgent business 
obliges me to leave this place, but I entreat you to remem- 
ber the promise which I made you ; depend upon it, you shall 
hear from me before to-morrow evening. 

SCENE X. 
Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

D. Ju. As we are unequally matched we must make use 
of a stratagem, and cleverly escape from the misfortune that 
pursues me. Sganarelle, you shall put on my clothes, and 
I.. . 

Sgan. Sir, you are joking. To expose me to be killed 
in your clothes, and . . . 

D. Ju. Make haste, I do you too much honour. Happy 
is the servant who has the glory of dying for his master. 

Sgan. Thank you for such an honour, [^ionc] As it 
is a case of death, grant me the favour, oh Heaven ! not to 
be taken for another. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

{A Forest). 

Don Juan, dressed as a country gentleman, 
SoANARELLE, od a physician. 

Sgan, Upon my word, sir, acknowledge that I was 
right, and that we are both wonderfully well disguised. 
Your first plan would by no means have been opportune ; 
this conceals us much better than what you would have 
done. 

D. Ju. It is true, you look very well ; I cannot imagine 
where you have unearthed this ridiculous apparel. 

Sgan. Yes 1 It is the dress of an old physician which 
was left in pawn in the place where I got it, and it cost me 
some money to have it. But do you know, sir, that this 
dress has already obtained me some consideration ; that the 
people I meet bow to me, and that they come to consult me 
as an able man ? 
D. Ju. How ? 

Sgan. Five or six countrymen and countrywomen, seeing 
me pass, came to ask my advice upon different diseases. 

D. Ju. You answered that you knew nothing of the 
matter ? 

Sgan. I ? Not at all. I wished to keep up the honour 
of my dress ; I speechified about the disease, and gave each 
of them a prescription. 

D. Ju. And what remedies did you prescribe ? 
Sgan. Upon my word, sir, I picked them up where I 
could. I prescribed at random ; it would be a funny thing 
if the patients should get cured, and come to thank me. 

D. Ju. And why not ? Why should you not have the 
same privileges as all other physicians ? They have no more 
to do with the recovery of their patients than you have. 
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and all their art is mere pretence. They do nothing bat 
get honour if they succeed ; and you may take advantage, as 
they do, of a patieut s good luck, and see attributed to your 
remedies what is owing to a lucky chance and to the powers 
of nature." 

Sgan. What, sir ? Tou are also an unbeliever in 
medicine ? 

D. Ju. It is one of the greatest errors of mankind,'* 

Sgan. What ! you have no belief in senna, cassia, or 
antimonial wine ? "* 

D. Ju. And why would you have me believe in them ? 

Sgan. You are of a very unbelieving temper. Yet you 
know bow, of late, great noise has been made about anti- 
monial wine ? The miracles it has produced have con* 
verted the most incredulous minds ; and it is but three 
weeks ago since I myself, who am speaking to you, saw a 
marvellous effect of it. 

D. Ju. What ? 

Sgan. There was a man who, for six days, was dying ; 
they did not know what more to prescribe for him, and all 

^ This remark, which Moli^re has also made use of in Lave is the 
but Doctor is taken from Montaigne's Essays. ^* If good fortune, nature, 
or some other strange cause, produce something good and healthy within 
us, it is the privilege of medicine to see it attributed to it : all the for- 
tunate successes which happen to a patient who is under the hands of 
the physicians, are ascribed to it." 

^ This is the first satirical outburst of Moli^re against the physicians ; 
but as it was put into the mouth of a man who believed in nothing, and 
attacked everything, the doctors and the public in general did not think 
they were the expression of the feelings of the author. His next play, 
Love is the best Doctor, undeceived them. 

^ In Moliere*s time several works, pamphlets, and satires had been 
written against, or in favour of a comparative new remedy, a prepara- 
tion of antimony, caUed emetic, or antimonial wine. But in 1658, 
Louis XIY. fell ill at Calais, and was cured by it, so that this 
medicine became quite the fashion. In 1666, about one year after the 
first performance of Don Juan, the parliament decided that antimony 
could be used by the physicians of the Facultd. 
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the remedies produced no effect ; at last the doctors took 
it into their heads to give him an emetic. 

D. Ju. He recovered, did he not ? 

SgaTi. No, he died. 

D. Ju. The effect is admirable. 

Sgan. I should say so ! He could not die for six whole 
dajrs, and that made him die at once. Could you have any- 
thing more efficacious ? 

D. Ju, You are right. 

Sgan, But let us drop physic, in which you do not be- 
lieve, and talk of other things ; for this dress inspires me, 
and I feel in the humour of disputing with you. You 
know you allow me to dispute, and forbid me only to re- 
monstrate. 

R Ju. Well ? 

Sgan, I would fain know your innermost thoughts. Is 
it possible that you do not believe at all in Heaven ? 

D. Ju. Let us leave that alone. 

Sgan, That means no. And in hell ? 

D, Ju. Eh ? 

Sgan, The same thing over again. And in the devil, 
if you please ? 

D. Ju. Yes, yes. 

Sgan. Very little also. Do you not believe in a life 
after this ? 

D. Ju. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Sgan. I shall have some trouble in converting this man. 
Tell me what do you think of the moine bovrru / ^ Eh ? 

* The matne bourruy literally, " the gruff monk," was a phantom who, • 
it is said, ran through the streets at night, and beat the helated way- 
£arer& This connecting a superstition with the highest belief gave great 
offence in Moliere's time, and our author had probably to suppress this 
passage after the first representations of Don Juan. But very likely he 
only wished to show that people like Sganarelle have a greater belief in 
superstitions than in the highest abstract truths. 
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D. Ju. A plague on the fool ! 

Sgan, That is what I cannot bear ; for nothing can be 
more true than the moine bourru. I will be hangad if it 
is not true ! People must believe something in this world. 
What do you believe ? 

D. Ju, What do I believe ? 

Sgan. Yes. 

D. Ju. I believe that two and two are four, Sganarelle, 
and that twice four are eight. 

Sgan, A fine belief, and nice articles of faith ! As far 
as I can see, your religion is arithmetic. It cannot be 
denied that strange follies run in the heads of men, and 
that those who have studied are often not the wiser for it 
As for me, sir, thank Heaven ! I have not studied as you 
have, and no one can boast of ever having taught me any- 
thing ; but with my small amount of sense, and my little 
judgment, I can see things more clearly than all books, and 
I can very well understand that this world which we behold 
has not sprung up of itself in one night, like a mushroom. 
I should like to ask you who has created these trees, these 
rocks, this earth, and this sky above us ; and if all this has 
sprung up of itself. There you are ; I take you as an ex- 
ample ; there you are : did you make yourself alone, and 
was not your father obliged to sleep with your mother to 
make you ? Can you see all the inventions of which the 
human machine is composed without wondering how the one 
influences the other ? these nerves, these bones, these veins, 
these arteries, these . . . this lung, this heart, this liver, 
and all these other ingredients to be found there, and 
which . . . Oh, Lord ! interrupt me, if you please. I 
cannot argue unless I am interrupted. You do not say a 
single word on purpose, and allow me to go on out of 
spite. 

D. Ju. I am waiting for your arguments to be finished. 
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Sgan, My arguments are that there exists something 
admirable in man, whatever you may say, which all the 
philosophers cannot explain. Is it not marvellous that I 
am here, and that I have something in my head which 
thinks a hundred different things in one moment, and does 
with my body all that it wishes to do ? I wish to clasp my 
hands, to lift up my arm, to raise my eyes towards Heaven, 
to bend my head, to move my feet, to go to the right, to 
the left, forwards, backwards, turn . . . [He falls down 
mhilst turning round,] 

D, Ju, There is an end of all your arguing. 

Sgan. Zounds ! I am a fool to amuse myself in arguing 
with you ; believe what you like ; it does not matter a straw 
to me whether you are damned ! 

D. Ju. I believe that whilst arguing we have lost our 
way. Call that man we see yonder, and let us ask him our 
road.2^ * 

SCENE IL 
Don Juan, Sganarelle, A Poor Man. 

Sgan. Hullo ! ho ! I say, you man ! ho ! my good 
fellow ! friend, a word with you, pray. Show us the way 
to the town. 

Poor M. You have only to follow that path, gentlemen, 
and turn to the right when you come to the end of the 



" Moli^re intended to print his Bon Juan, but this was never 
done. In 1682, eight years after his death, La Grange and Vinot, in 
the first collected edition of Molidre's works, printed this play ; but they 
had to suppress several passages, which were afterwards found in a^ 
copy, that had belonged to M. de la Reynie, then lieutenant-general of 
police, and which was discovered only in 1825. Some passages are found 
only in the editions printed at Amsterdam in 1683, and at Brussels 
in 16d4. None of these has ever before been translated into English. 
The suppressed words begin page 133, ^* Don Juan, Let us leave that 
alone," until nearly the end of the scene. 
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forest ! but I warn you to be upon your guard, for there 
have been robbers about for some time. 

D, Ju. I am much obliged to you, firiend, and thank 
you with all my h^art. 

Poor M, If you would kindly assist me, sir, with some 
trifle? 

D, t/u. Ha, ha ! your advice is interested, I see. 

Poor M. I am a poor man, sir, living alone in this forest 
these ten years ; and I shall pray to Heaven to grant you 
all kinds of prosperity. 

D. Ju. Pray Heaven to give you a coat, and do not 
trouble yourself about other people's business. 

Sgan, My good man, you do not know this gentle- 
man; be only believes that two and two make four, and 
that twice four are eight. 

D, Ju. What is your occupation among these trees ? 

Poor M. To pray to Heaven for the prosperity of all kind 
people who give me something. 

D. Ju. You are pretty well off, then ? 

Poor M. Alas ! sir, I am as poor as poor can be. 

D, Ju. You are joking : a man who prays to Heaven 
every day must be very weU off. 

Poor M. I assure you, sir, that frequently I have not even 
a piece of bread to eat 

D. Ju. That is strange ; your assiduity is ill rewarded. 
Ha, ha ! I am going to give you directly a piece of gold, 
provided you swear a round oath. 

Poor M. Oh ! sir, would you wish me to commit such a sin ? 

D. Ju. Will you gain a piece of gold ? yes or no. 
Here is one for you, if you swear. There ; now swear. 

Poor if. Sir . . . 

D. Ju. Unless you swear, you shall not get it 

Sgan. Well, well ; swear ever so little ; there is no 
harm in it. 



\ 
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D. Ju. Take it ; here it is ; take it, I tell you ; but swear. 

Poor M, No, sir, I would rather die of hunger. 

D. Ju. There, there ; I give you this piece of gold because 

you are a human being. ^^ [Looking into tite forest] But what 

do I see ? One man attacked by three ! The match is too 

unequal, and I ought not to allow so base an action. [He 

draws his sword and hastens to the spot where the attack 

was gomg on\ 

SCENE in. 

Sganarelle, alone. 

My master is truly mad to run unsought into danger. 
But, upon my word, his assistance has been of some use ; 
the two have put the three to flight. 

SCENE IF. 
Don Juan, Don Carlos, Sganarelle, in the hackground. 

D. Car. [Putting up his sword] The flight of these 
robbers shows me what I owe to your arm. Allow me, sir, 
to return you thanks for so generous an action, and let . . . 

D, Ju. I have done nothing, sir, but what you would 
have done in my place. Such adventures touch our 
honour ; the action of these rogues was so cowardly, that 
it would have been taking part with them not to have op- 
posed them. But how fell you into their hands ? 

D. Car. By chance, I strayed from my brother and all 
our retinue ; and whilst I was endeavouring to rejoin them, 
I fell in with these robbers, who immediately killed my 

"•The original has pour Vamour de rkumanite, for the love of 
htunanity. If umanit^ otten meant with Molidre ** the quality of being 
hmuan," and not what it usually means now, ** mankind collectively.^ 
The passages suppressed in the first printed and uncastrated edition of 
this play are from page 136, *^ I have not even a piece of bread to eat,'* 
antil page 137, ''I would rather die of hunger." The rest of the 
scene is found only in the Amsterdam edition of 1684. This whole 
scene caused an immense scandal in the beginning, and Molidre was 
accused of impiety (see Introductory Notice). 



1 88 DON JUAK ; OR, [act m. 

hone, and would have done as mnch for me, had it not 
been for your valour. 

D. Ju, Do you intend to go towards the town ? 

D. Car. Yes, but I do not intend to go into it; my brother 
and I are obliged to roam about on account of one of those 
sad affiiirs which compel noblemen to sacrifice themselves 
and their families to their untarnished honour ; it is ever 
fatal, even if we do succeed ; if we do not lose our life, we 
are compelled to leave the kingdom. This is the reason 
why I think it unfortunate to be a nobleman, for however 
discreetly and honestly he may live himself, he cannot prevent 
the laws of honour from connecting him with the disgrace* 
ful conduct of other people, nor from having his life, repose, 
and property depend upon the whims of the first audacious 
fellow who takes it into his head to do him one of those 
injuries for which a gentleman must lose his life. 

D. Ju. There is, however, this advantage, that those who 
take it into their head to offend us out of mere wantonness 
run the same risks, and spend their time just as uncomfortably. 
But if I am not indiscreet, may I ask what this sad affair is? 

D. Car, It has gone so far that the secret can no longer 
be kept. When the insult is once public, our honour does 
not oblige us to conceal our shame, but openly to blazon 
forth our vengeance, and even to proclaim that we intend 
to avenge ourselves. Therefore, sir, I have no scruples in 
telling you that the offence which we wish to avenge is the 
seduction of a sister, who was carried off from a convent, and 
that the author of this offence is Don Juan Tenorio, son of 
Don Louis Tenorio. We have been in search of him for 
some days, and we followed him this morning, upon the 
information of a servant, who told us that he had gone out 
on horseback, with four or five others, and that he had taken 
this route ; but all our pains have been useless, and we can- 
not discover what has become of him. 
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D. Ju, Do you know this Don Juan, sir, of whom you 
speak ? 

D. Car. No, sir, I do not. I never saw him, and I have 
only heard my brother describe him ; but his reputation is 
none of the best ; he is a man whose life .... 

D. Ju. Stop, sir, if you please. He is rather a friend of 
mine, and it would be base in me to allow any one to speak 
ill of him. 

D. Car. Out of respect for you, sir, I shall say nothing 
of hinL As you have saved my life, certainly the least 
thing I can do is not to speak before you of one of your 
acquaintances, when I can say nothing but evil of him. 
But however much his friend you may be, I venture to 
hope that you will not approve of this action of his, or think 
it strange that we should endeavour to avenge ourselves. 

D. Ju. On the contrary, I will serve you in this, and 
spare you some fruitless trouble. I am Don Juan's friend, 
I cannot help being so ; but it is not right that he should 
offend gentlemen with impunity, and I promise you in his 
name that he shall give you satisfaction. 

D. Car. And what satisfaction can he give for these 
sorts of injuries ? 

D. Ju. All that your honour can desire ; and, without 
giving you any further trouble to look for Don Juan, I 
engage that he shall be forthcoming wherever you like, and 
when you please. 

D. Car. This is very pleasant news, sir, to outraged 
hearts ; but after what I owe you, it would be very painful 
to me if you were to be one of the combatants. 

D. Ju, I am so intimately connected with Don Juan 
that he cannot fight unless I must fight too ; but I answer 
for him as for myself, and you have only to say when you 
wish to meet him, and give you satisfaction. 

D. Car. How cruel is my lot ! Must I owe my life to 
you, and Don Juan be one of your friends ? 
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SCENE V. 

Don Alonzo, Don Carlos, Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

D. AL \S'pea}dng to his retvnue, without seeing Don 
Carlos or Don Juan^ Give some water to my horses, and 
then lead them after us ; I shall walk a little. [Seeing 
them boilt] Heavens ! what do I see ? What ! brother, you 
are in conversation with our mortal enemy ? 

D. Car. Our mortal enemy ? 

D, Ju. [Clapping his hand to his sword] Yes, I am 
myself, Don Juan ; and your superior number shall not force 
me to wish to disown my name. 

D. AL [Drawing his -sword] Ah ! traitor, you must 
die, and . . . [SganareUe runs away and hides hiyaself] 

D, Car. Stay, brother. I owe my life to him ; and had 
he not come to my assistance, the robbers whom I encoun- 
tered would have killed me. 

D, AL And would you allow this consideration to pre- 
vent our vengeance? Whatever service the hand of an 
enemy may render us, it ought to have no influence upon 
our heart ; if we are to measure the obligation by the 
injury, then your gratitude, brother, is in this case ridicu- 
lous ; for honour is infinitely more precious than life, and 
therefore we owe nothing when we owe our life to him who 
has taken away our honour. 

D. Car, I know the diflference, brother, that a gentleman 
ought always to make between the one and the other ; and 
gratitude for the obligation does not eflface within me resent- 
ment for the injury ; but allow me to give back to him on this 
very spot what he has lent me ; let me repay him imme- 
diately the life I owe him, by delaying our vengeance, and 
by allowing him the liberty of enjoying, for a few days, the 
benefit of his kind action to me. 

D, AL No, no, we run the risk of not wreaking our 
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vengeance if we delay it, and the opportunity of taking it 
may never come again. Heaven offers it to us now, and 
we ought not to let it pass. When honour is mortally 
wounded, we should not think of keeping any moderation ; 
if you do not like to engage personally in this action, you 
need only retire, and leave to my arm the glory of such a 
sacrifice. 

D. Car. Pray, brother ... 

D. Al, All further conversation is unnecessary ; he 
must die. 

D. Car. Hold, I say, brother. I will not allow any 
attempt upon his life ; and I swear by Heaven that I shall 
defend him here against any and every one ; that very life 
which he has saved shall always guard him ; if you attempt 
to kill him, you must first pierce me. 

D. AL What ! you side with our enemy against me ; 
and, instead of feeling the same rage on beholding him as I 
dOy you show feelings full of gentleness ! 

D. Car. Brother, let us show moderation in a lawful 
action ; and not avenge our honour with so much violence. 
Let us master our courage ; let lis show valour without 
ferocity, which only proceeds from mature deliberation 
and reason, not from the impulse of a blind rage. I 
will not remain in debt, brother, to my enemy ; I am 
under an obligation to him, which I must repay before I 
do anything else. Our revenge will not be the less exem- 
plary for being deferred ; on the contrary, it will be the 
greater ; and the opportunity we have had of taking it, will 
make it appear more just in the eyes of the whole world. 

D. Al. O, the strange weakness and dreadful blindness 
of thus hazarding the interests of our honour for the ridicu- 
lous idea of a fanciful obligation ! 

D. Car. No, brother, do not trouble yourself about that. 
If I commit a fEiult, I shall make amends for it, and take 
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care of our honour ; I know to what it obliges us, and this 
delay of one day, which my gratitude asks for him, will only 
augment my desire to satisfy it. You see, Don Juan, how 
anxious I am to return you the favour I have received ; by 
this you can judge of the consequences ; rest assured that 
I discharge with the same warmth what I owe, and that I 
shall not be the less punctual in repaying you the insult 
than the kindness. I will not oblige you to express your 
sentiments now ; I allow you to think at your leisure about 
what you are resolved to do. You very well know the 
great injury you have done us ; you shall youraelf judge 
what reparation it demands. There are peaceful means of 
giving us satisfaction ; there are violent and bloody ones ; 
but finally, whatever choice you may make, you have passed 
me your word to let Don Juan give me satisfaction. Pray, 
mind to do so, and remember that, out of this place, my 
only duty is for my honour. 

D, Ju. I have asked nothing of you, and shall k^p my 
promise. 

D, Car, Come, brother, a moment's forbearance does not 
injure the severity of our duty. 

SCENE VL 
Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

D. Ju. Hullo ! hey ! Sganarelle ! 

Sgan, [Coming out of a place where he Ivad kid him- 
self] What is your pleasure, sir ? 

D. Ju. How ! scoundrel, you run away when I am 
attacked ? 

Sgan. I beg yoiu: pardon, sir ; I was quite near. 1 
believe that this gown is purgative, and that to wear it is as 
good as taking medicine. 

D. Ju. Plague on yoiu: insolence ! Hide your cowardice 
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at least behind a more decent covering. Do you know who 
the gentleman is whose life I saved ? 

Sgan. I ? No. 

D. Ju. It is a brother of Elvira. 

Sgati, A . . . 

D. Ju. He is gentlemanly enough, and behaved pretty 
well ; I am sorry I have a quarrel with him. 

Sgan. It would be easy for you to arrange all things. 

D. Ju. Yes, but my passion for Elvira is worn out, and 
it does not suit my mood to engage myself. You know I 
love liberty in love, and I cannot resolve to immure my 
heart between four walls. I have told you a score of times 
I have a natural propensity to give way to whatever attracts 
me. My heart belongs to the whole fair sex ; and they 
must take it by turns, and keep it as long as they can. 
But what splendid edifice do I see amongst those trees ? 

Sgan, Do you not know it ? 

D. Ju, No, indeed. 

Sgan. Why ! it is the tomb which the Commander 
ordered to be built when you 'killed him.*^ 

D. Ju. Ha ! you are right. I did not know that it was 
hereabout. Every one says it is wonderfully well done, 
and the statue of the Commander as well ; 1 have a mind 
to go and see it. 

Sgan. Do not go there, sir. 

D. Ju. Why not ? 

Sga/n. It is not courteous to go to pay a visit to a 
man whom you have killed. 

D. Ju. On the contrary; I intend to be courteous by 
paying him a visit, which he ought to receive politely, if he 
is anything of a gentleman. Come, let us go in. [The 
tomh opens, and discovers a splendid mausoleum and the 
statue of the Commander.'\ 

" See Appendix, Note C. 
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Sgan. Ab ! how beautiful that is ! what fine statues ! 
what beautiful marble I what fine pillars ! ah ! how beauti- 
ful that is ! What do you say of it, sir ? 

D. Ju, That the pride of a dead man cannot possibly 
go farther. What I think admirable is that a man, who, 
whilst he was alive, was satisfied with quite a plain 
abode, should desire so magnificent a one, when he has 
no longer occasion for it 

Sgan. Here is the statue of the Commander. 

D. Ju, Zounds I he looks very well in the dress of a 
Roman emperor! 

Sgan. Upon my word, sir, it is very well made. It 
seems as if he were alive, and going to speak. He looks at 
us in such a manner that it would frighten me if I were 
quite alone ; I do not think he likes to see us. 

D. Ju, He would be wrong; and it would be an unhand- 
some reception of the honour I do him. Ask him if he will 
come to take supper with me. 

Sgan. That is a thing he has no occasion for, I believe. 

D, Ju. Ask him, I say. 

Sgan, You are jesting. It would be madness to go 
and speak to a statue. 

D. Ju. Do what I bid you. 

Sgan. How ridiculous ! Mr Commander . . . [Aside] 
I laugh at my folly, but my master makes me do it 
[Aloud] Mr Commander, my master, Don Juan, asks 
whether you will do him the honour to come to take supper 
with him. [The statue nods its head] Ah ! 

D. Ju. What is the matter ? What ails you ? Tell me. 
Will you speak ? 

Sgan. [Nodding his head like the dalue] The 
statue . . . 

D. Ju. Well, what do you mean, villain ? 

Sgan, I say that the statue . . . 



\ 
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D. Ju, Well ! what of the statue ? Speak, or I will 
break every bone in your body. 

Sgan, The statue made a sign to me. 

2). Ju, Plague take the rascal ! 

Sgan. I tell you it made a sign to me ; there is nothing 
more true. Go and speak to him yourself, and then you 
will see. Perhaps . . . 

D. Jic Come, rogue, come. I will convict you clearly 
of cowardice. Observe. Will his Excellency the Comman- 
der come to take supper with me ? [The statue nods his 
head again.^ 

Sgan. I would not take ten pistoles to see it again. 
Well, sir ? 

D. Ju. Come, let us begone. 

Sgan. [Aloneli These are your free-thinkers who be- 
lieve in nothing.'* 



ACT IF. SCENE I. 
A Room in Don Juan's Palace. 
Don Juan, Sganarelle, Ragotin. 

D. Ju. [To Sganarelle] Be it as it will ; let us drop it. 
It is but a trifle, and we may have been deceived by a 
false light, or surprised by some giddiness which disturbed 
our sight 

Sgan. Ah ! sir, do not try to deny what we saw with 
our own eyes. Nothing can be more certain than that nod ; 
I make no doubt that Heaven, oflfended by your way of 
living, has wrought this miracle to convince you, and to 
reclaim you from . . . 



** See Appendix, Note D. 
HI. K 
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D. Ju, Hark^e. If you bother me any more with your 
foolish morality ; if you say another word on that subject, I 
shall call one of the servants^ send for a strong switch, have 
you held down by three or four men, and give you a 
thousand lashes. Do you understand me ?^^ 

Sgan, Very well, sir, perfectly well You explain your- 
self clearly ; that is one good thing in you that you never 
affect a roundabout way ; you express yourself with wonder- 
ful pkdnness.^^ 

D. Ju. Come, let me have supper as soon as possible. A 
chair here, boy. 

SCENE IL 
Don Juan, Sganarelle, La Violette, Ragotin. 

La V. Sir, here is one of your tradesmen, M.*Dimanche, 
who wishes to speak to you. 

Sgan. That is all right ; we only wanted to be bothered 
by a creditor ! What put it into his head to come to ask 
us for money ? why did you not tell him that your master 
was not at home ? 

La V. I have been telling him so these three-quarters of 
an hour, but he would not believe me, and sat down within 
to. wait 

Sgan. Let him wait as long as he likes. 

D. Ju. No, on the contrary, bid him come in. It is 
very bad policy to hide from your creditors. It is good to 
pay them something ; and I possess the secret of sending 
them away satisfied without giving them a ferthing. 



^ This is the first time that Don Juan threatens Sganarelle in a 
positive and serious way, — a proof that he is disturbed by what he has 
seen. Hence the slightest contradiction kindles his fury. 

* Tliis is an imitation of the Andria of Terence, Act L, Scene 2. 
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SCENE III. 

Don Juan, M. Ddcanche, Sganarelle, La Violette, 

Ragotin." 

' D. Ju: Ha ! M. Dimanche, come this way. How de- 
lighted I am to see you ! And how angry I am that my 
people did not show you in immediately ! I had given 
orders that I would not see any one ; but this order was not 
meant for you, and you have a right never to have the door 
shut against you in my house. 

M. DvffL Sir, I am very much obliged to you. 

D. Ju. \To La Violette and Ragotinl Zounds ! ras- 
cals, I shall teach you to leave M. Dimanche in the ante* 
chamber, and I shall let you know who is who. 

M Divfi* Sir, it is not of the slightest consequence. 

D. Ju. [To M. Dimanche] What ! to say I was not 
within, to M. Dimanche, my very best friend ! 

Jtf. Dim. Sir, I am your servant ; I came . . . 

D. Ju. Here, quick, a seat for M. Dimanche. 

M. Dim. Sir, I am very well as I am. 

D. Ju. No, no ; I will have you sit down by me. 

M. Dim. It is not necessary. 

D. Ju. Take away that stool, and bring an arm-chair. 

M. Dim. Sir, you are jesting, and . . . 

D. Ju. No, no ; I know what I owe you ; and I will 
not allow them to make any difference between us two. 

M. Dim. Sir . . . 

D. Ju. Come, sit down. 

M. Dim. There is no need for it, sir. I have only one 
word to say to you. I was ... 

D. Ju. Sit you down there, I say. 

M. Dim. No, sir, I am very well I come to . . . 



^ See Appendix, Note E. 
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JO. Jtt. No, I will not hear you if you do not sit down. 

M, Dim, Sir, T do as you wish. I . . . 

D, Ju, Upon my word, M. Dimanclie, you look very welL 

M. Dim,. Yes, sir, at your service. I came to . . . 

D, Ju. You have an admirable constitution, rosy lips, 
a ruddy complexion, and sparkling eyes. 

Jf. Dim,. I should be glad ... 

D. Ju. How is Mrs Dimanche, your good lady ? 

Jf. Dim. Very well, sir, thank Heaven. 

D. Ju. She is a good woman. 

Jf. Dim. She is your humble servant, sir. I came . . . 

D. Ju. And how is your little daughter, Claudine ? 

M. Dim. As well as possible. 

D. Ju. What a pretty little girl she is ! I love her with 
all my heart 

M. Dim. You do her too much honour, sir. I . . . 

D. Ju. And does little Colin make as much noise as 
ever with his drum ? 

M. Dim,. Always the same, sir. I . . . 

D. Ju. And your little dog, Brusquet, does he still 
bark as loudly, and as lustily bite the legs of the people 
who visit you ? 

M. Dim. More than ever, sir ; and we cannot break him 
oflfit. 

D. Ju. Do not be surprised if I ask after your whole 
family ; for I take a very great interest in them all. 

M. Di/m. We are infinitely obliged to you, sir. I . . . 

D. Ju. [Holding out his hand] Shake hands, then, 
M. Dimanche. Ai'e you really a friend of mine ? 

M. Dim. Sir, I am your servant. 

D. Ju. V gad, I am yours with all my heart. 

M. Dim. You do me too much honour. I . . . 

D. Ju. There is nothing I would not do for you. 

M. Di/m. Sir, you are too kind. 
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D. Ju. And that without any motive, believe me. 

Jf. Dvm,. I have certainly not deserved this favour. But, 
sir . . . 

D. Ju, Nonsense I Come, Mr Dimanche, will you take 
supper with me without any ceremony \ 

M. Dim. No, sir; I must return home immediately. I . . . 

D. Ju, [Rising] Here, quick, a candle to light Mr 
Dimanche, and let four or five of my fellows take their 
blunderbusses to escort him. 

M. Dim. [Rising also] Sir, this is not necessary ; I can 
very well go alone. But . . . [SganareUe quickly removes 
the chairs,] 

D. Ju. What? They shall escort you; I take too 
great an interest in you. I am your humble servant, and 
your debtor to boot. 

if. Dim,. Ah ! sir . . . 

D. Ju, I do not conceal it, and I tell it to everyone. 

if. Dim. If . . . 

D. Ju. Do you wish me to see you home ? 

if. Di/m. Oh, sir ! you jest. Sir . . . 

D. Ju. Embrace me then, pray. Once more I desire 
you to be convinced that I am entirely yours, and that there 
is nothing in the world which I would not do to serve you. 

SCENE IV. 

M. Dimanche, Sganarelle. 

Sgcm. I must needs own that my master is a man who 
loves you much. 

if. Dim. It is true ; he is so polite to me, and pays me 
80 many compliments, that I can never ask him for money. 

Sgan. I assure you that his whole household would 
lay down their lives for you ; and I wish something would 
happen to you, that somebody would take it into his head 
to cudgel you, then you should see how ... 
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M. Dim, I believe it ; but, Sganarelle, pray speak a word 
to bim aboat my money. 

8gan, Oh ! do not you trouble yourself about that, he 
will pay you as well as anyone. 

M. Dim. But you, Sganarelle, you owe me something on 
your own account 

Sgan. Fie I do not speak of that 

M.Dim. What? I . . . 

8gan, Do I not know what I owe you ? 

M. Dim. Yes. But . . . 

8gan. Come, Mr Dimanche, I am going to light you 
to the door. 

Jf. Dim. But my money . . . 

8gan. [Taking M. Dimanche by the atmi] You are 
only jesting ? 

M. Dim. I wish to . . . 

Sgan. [Pulling him] Come. 

M. Dim. I intend to . . . 

Sgan. [Pushing him towards the door] Fiddlesticks ! 

M. Dim. But . . . 

Sgan. [Pu^hin^ him again] Fie ! 

M. Dvm. I . . . 

Sgan. [Pushing him, quite off the stage] Fie, I say.^ 

SCENE V. 

Don Juan, Sganarelle, La Violette. 

La V. [To Don Juan] Sir, here is your father. 
D. Ju. Oh ! This completes the business ! It wanted 
only this to drive me mad ! 

'^ Sganarelle has not much more money to give than his master ; but 
as he has not the same means of awing or of flattering M. Dimanche, he 
uses but few words, and trusts to the strength of his arm to silence his 
creditor, and to turn him out of the house. Tlie servant, as well as the 
master, are true to their natures. 
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SCENE VI. 

Don Louis, Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

D. Louis. ^ see plainly that I disturb you, and that you 
could very easily have dispensed with niy visit. It is true 
we are a thorn in one another's path, and if you are tired 
of seeing me, I am also very tired of your unruly behaviour- 
Alas ! how little do we know what we do, when we do not 
allow Heaven to judge what we need, when we wish to be 
wiser than it, and importune it by our blind wishes and 
inconsiderate demands ! I most anxiously wished for a 
*8on ; I incessantly prayed with incredible fervour for one ; 
and this son, whom I obtaiiied by wearying Heaven with 
my prayers, is the plague and punishment of that very life, 
of which I thought he would be the joy and consolation ! 
With what eye, do you think, can I behold the many un- 
worthy actions, whose wickedness can hardly be palliated 
before the world, that continuance of disgraceful affairs 
which daily compels us to weary the goodness of our 
sovereign, and which has exhausted, in his opinion, the 
merit of my services, and the influence of my friends ? Ah ! 
what a mean spirit you have ! Do you not blush because 
you so little deserve your lofty birth ! Tell me, pray, what 
right have you to be proud of it ? and what have you 
done in this world that gives you a claim to be considered 
a nobleman ? Do you think it is sufficient to bear the title 
and arms of one, and that it is any glory to be descended 
of noble blood, if one lives in infamy ? No, no ! Rank is no- 
thing without virtue.^ We have therefore no share in the 
glory of our ancestors, unless we strive to be like them ; 
and the lustre which their actions reflect upon us, demands 

^ Bums also says " The rank is but the guinea stamp, 

The man's the gowd for a' that." 
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that we should do them like honour, follow in their foot- 
steps, and not degenerate from their virtues, if we would he 
deemed their true descendants. Hence, in vain are you 
bom of lofty progenitors ; they disown you as one of their 
race, and all the illustrious deeds that they have achieved 
confer no advantage upon you : on the contrary, their renown 
only redounds to your discredit ; and their glory is a shining 
light which renders clear to the eyes of all the infamy of 
your actions. Know, finally, that a nobleman who leads a 
wicked life is a monster in nature ; that virtue is the prime 
badge of nobility; that I regard much less the name which 
a man bears than the actions which he commits, and that I 
should value more highly a porter's son who was an honest 
man, than a monarch's son who led such a life as yours.*^ 

D. Ju. Sir, if you were to take a seat, you would speak 
more at your ease. 

D. Louis, No, insolent wretch ; T will neither take a seat 
nor speak any more, and I plainly perceive that all my words 
have no effect upon you ; but learn, unworthy son, that by 
your actions you have worn out a father s love ; that, sooner 
than you think, I shall put a stop to your irregularities, 
forestall the vengeance of Heaven, and, by your punishment, 
blot out the shame of being your father. 

SCENE VIL 
Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

jD. Ju. [StUl addressing his father, althcmgh he has left] 
Why ! die as soon as you can, it is the best thing you can 
possibly do. Every one must have his turn ; it drives me 
mad to see fathers live as long as their children. [He 
throws himself down in his ami cliair,] 

^ Nearly the whole of Don Louis* speech, beginning from, " Oh ! what 
a mean spirit you have," is, in tlie original, in blank verae. 
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8gan. Ah ! sir, you are in the wrong. 

D. JtL [Rising] I in the wrong ? 

i^aTk [Trembling] Sir . . . 

D. Ju. I in the wrong ? '^ 

Sgcm. Yes,^ sir, you were wrong in having listened to 
what he said to you, and you ought to have turned him out 
by the shoulders. Did any one ever see anything more 
impertinent ? A father to come and remonstrate with his 
son, and tell him to reform his ways, not to forget his lofty 
birth, to live the life of a respectable man, and a hundred 
other silly things of the same kind ! Can a man like you, 
who knows how to live, stand such a thing as that ? I 
wonder at your patience. Had I been in your place, I 
should have sent him about his business, [^aide] O cursed 
complaisance, what do you bring me to ! 

D. Ju, Will supper be ready soon ? 

SCENE Fill. 

Don Juan, Sqanarelle, Ragotin. 

Sag. Sir, a lady, with her face veiled, wishes to speak 
to you. 

D. Ju. Who can that be ? 

Sgan. You must see. 

SCENE IX. 
Donna Elvira, veiled, Don Juan, Sganarelle.'^ 

D. Elv. Do not be surprised, Don Juan, to see me at this 
hour, and in this dress. An urgent motive obliges me to 
make you this visit ; what I have to say will admit of no 

** Don Joan twice aays to Sganarelle, " I in the wrong ? " The re- 
proaches of his servant would not sting him so much if he did not feel 
he deserved them. 

* See Appendix, Note F. 
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delay. I do not come here possessed by that wrath I 
showed a little while ago ; I am changed from what I was 
this morning. I am no longer that Donna Elvira who 
uttered imprecations against you ; whose angry soul, vented 
nothing but threats, and breathed only revenge. Heaven 
has banished from my heart all that unworthy passion which 
I entertained for you, all those tumultuous upheavings of ^ 
criminal attachment, all those shameful outbursts of an 
earthly and gross love ; and it has left in my heart a 
flame which bums for you without any sensual affection, ^ 
tenderness entirely holy, a love detached from everything, 
which is not actuated by selfishness, and cares only for your 
good. 

D. t/u. [Whispering to Sganardle\ I think you weep ? 

Sgan, Excuse me. 

JO. Elv. It is this perfect and pure love which brings me 
hither for your sake, to impart to you a warning from 
Heaven, and endeavour to turn you away from that preci- 
pice whither you are hastening. Yes, Don Juan, I know 
all the irregularities of your life ; and that same Heaven 
which has touched my heart, and made me see the errors 
of my own conduct, has inspired me to come to you, and 
to tell you in its name that your crimes have tired out its 
mercy, that its dreadful wrath is ready to fall upon you, that 
you can avoid this by a speedy repentance, and that perhaps 
not another day is left to save yourself from the greatest of 
all miseries. As for me, no earthly ties bind me any longer 
to you. Thanks be to Heaven, I have abandoned all foolish 
thoughts. I am resolved to retire into a nunnery ; I only 
hope to live long enough to expiate the crime I have com- 
mitted, and, by an austere penance, to deserve pardon for the 
blindness into which I have been plunged by the violence of a 
guilty passion. But, when I am retired from the world, it would 
greatly pain me if a person, whom I once tenderly loved, should 
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be made an ominous example of the justice of Heaven ; it 
will be an unspeakable delight to me if I can prevail upon you 
to ward off the dreadful blow that threatens you. I beseech 
you, Don Juan, grant me as a last favour this soothing con- 
solation ; refuse me not your own salvation, which I beg of 
you with tears ; if you are not moved for your own sake. 
let at least my entreaties prevail, and spare me the terrible 
grief of seeing you condemned to eternal punishments. 

Sgam^ \A8ide\ Poor lady ! 

D. Elv. I once loved you very tenderly ; nothing in this 
world was so dear to me as you ; I forgot my duty for 
your sake ; I have done everything for you ; all the re- 
ward I desire is that you should amend your life, and 
ward off your destructiou. Save yourself, I beseech you, 
either for your own sake or mine. Once more, Don Juan, 
I beg it of you with tears ; and if the tears of a person you 
once loved have no influence with you, I conjure you by 
everything that is most capable of moving you. 

Sgan, [Aside, lookvng to Don Juan] You have the 
feelings of a tiger. 

D. Elv. I leave you now ; that is all I had to say tp 
you. 

D. JU'. Madam, it is late, stay here. We shall give you 
as good a room as we can. 

D. Elv. No, Don Juan, do not detain me longer. 

D. Ju. Madam, you will oblige me by remaining, I 
assure you. 

D. Elv. No, I tell you, let us not waste time in needless 
words. Let me go immediately; do not insist upon ac- 
companying me, and think only of profiting by my advice. 
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SCENE X. 

Don Juan, Soanabelle. 

D. Ju, Do you know that I felt something stirring in 
my heart for her, that I was rather pleased with this 
strange unexpected adventure, and that her careless dress, 
her languishing air, and her tears, rekindled within me some 
small embers of an extinguished flame ? 

8gan. That is as much as to say her words did not make 
any impression on you. 

D. Ju. Supper, quickly. 

Sgan. Very well. 

SCENE XL 
Don Juan, Sganarelle, La Violette, Bagotin." 

D. Ju. [Sitting down at table] Sganarelle, we must 
really think of amending our lives. 

Sgan. Ay, that we must I 

D. Ju. Yes, upon my word, we must reform. Twenty 
or thirty years more of this life, and then we shall consider 
about it. 

Sgan. Oh ! 

JO. Ju. What do you say to that ? 

Sgan. Nothing. Here comes supper. [He takes a bU 
from one of the dishes that was brought in, and p\iis U 
vnto his mouth,] 

D. Ju. Methinks you have a swollen cheek : what is the 
matter with it ? Speak. What have you in your mouth ? 

Sgan. Nothing. 

D. Ju. Show it me. Zounds ! he has got a swelling in 
his cheek. Quick ! a lancet to open it. The poor fellow 



" See Appendix, Note G. 
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cannot stand this any longer, and this abscess may choke 
him. Wait ! see it is quite ripe. Ha ! you rascal ! 

Sgan. Upon my word, Sir, I wished to see whether 
your cook had not put in too much pepper or salt. 

D. t/u. Come, sit down there, and eat. I have some 
business for you as soon as I have finished supper. I per- 
ceive you are hungry. 

Sgan. [Sitting down aJt the table] I should think so. 
Sir, I have not eaten anything since this morning. Taste 
that, it is very good. [Ragotin takes Sganardle's plate away 
as soon as he has got anything upon it to eat] My plate, 
my plate ! Gently, if you please. Ods boddikins ! my 
niATim'lciTi^ how nimble you are in giving clean plates ! I 
say, little la Violette, you are not very handy in giving a 
man something to drink ! [Whilst la Violette gives 
SganareUe somethiTtg to drink Ragotin again takes away 
his plate]. 

D. Ju. Who can it be that knocks in such a manner ? 

Sgan. Who the deuce comes to disturb us at our meal ? 

D. «/u. I wish to take my supper at least in peace ; 
let no one, therefore, come in. 

Sgan. Let me alone, I shall go to the door myself. 

D. Ju. [Seeing Sganarelle return finghtened] What ails 
you ? What is the matter ? 

Sgan. [Nodding his head as the statue did] The . . . 
is there. 

D. Ju. Let us go and see, and let us show that nothing 
can move me. 

Sgan. Ah I poor Sganarelle, where will you hide your- 
self? 
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SCENE XIL 

Don Juan, The Statue of the Commander, Sganarelle, 

La Violette, Bagotin. 

D, Ju. [To hia servants] A chair and a plate here. 
Quick ! [Don Juan and the Staiue sit down ai the table] 
[To SganvareUe] Come, sit down. 

Sgan. Sir, I have lost my appetite. 

D. Ju. Sit down here, I say. Give me something to 
drink. The Commanders health, Sganarelle. Give him 
some wine. 

Sgam,. Sir, I am not thirsty. 

D. Ju, Drink, and sing a song to entertain the Com« 
mander. 

8gan, I have got a cold. Sir. 

D. Ju, No matter. Begin. [To his servants] You, 
there, come and sing along with him. 

8tai, It is enough, Don Juaa I invite you to come 
and take supper with me to-morrow. Will you be so 
bold? 

D, Ju, Yes. Sganarelle alone shall accompany me. 

Sgan, I thank you, to-morrow is fast-day with me. 

D, Ju. [To Sganarelle] Take a light. 

Stat No need of light for those whom Heaven guides.** 



^ See Appendix, Note H. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
{The theatre represents a landscape.) 
Don Louis, Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

D. Lo. What ! my son, is it possible that the mercy 
of Heaven has granted my prayers ? Is what you tell 
me really true ? Do you not deceive me with a false ex- 
pectation ? and can I indeed believe the astonishing tidings 
of your conversion ? 

D. Ju. [Playing the hypocrite'] ^* Yes, I have seen the 
error of my ways ; I am no longer the same I was last 
night ; and Heaven has suddenly wrought a change in me, 
which will surprise every one. It has touched my heart 
and opened my eyes ; I look back with horror upon my 
long blindness, and the crimes and disorders of the life 
I have led. In my own mind I consider all my former 
abominations ; I am astonished that Heaven could bear 
with me so long, and that it has not twenty times discharged 
upon my head the thunderbolts of its terrible justice. I 
see how kind and merciful it has been to me in not 
punishing my crimes ; I intend to profit by it as I ought, 
to show openly to the world a sudden change in my life, to 
repair, by those means, the scandal of my past actions, and 
endeavour to obtain from Heaven a full remission of my sins. 
I am now going to strive for this ; I beg of you. Sir, to aid 



"•Don Juan until now waa swayed only by his pa^ions, and a 
slave to pleasure and debauchery. When he finds himself every- 
where detested, when he sees the anger of powerful families raised 
against him, when his friends leave him isolated, and his creditors become 
importunate, when even his own father has cursed and disinherited 
him, and when he imagines that the shadow of a man he has killed pur- 
sues him, the only way that is left open to him, is falsehood and hypoc- 
risy. He does not change his character, it is true, but his conversation 
and behaviour. 
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me in thiB design, and to assist me in making choice of a 
person, who may serve me as a guide, and under whose con- 
duct I may walk safely in the way upon which I am 
entering. 

D. Lo. Ah ! my son ! how easily does the love of a father 
return, and how quickly do the offences of a son fade from 
the memory at the least mention of repentance ! I have 
already forgotten all the sorrows you have caused me ; 
everything is effaced by the words you have just spoken. 
I confess I am beside myself; I shed tears of joy ; all my 
prayers are answered, and henceforth I have nothing to ask 
from Heaven. Embrace me, my son, and persist, I conjure 
you, in this praiseworthy resolution. As for me, I shall go 
immediately to carry these happy tidings to your mother, 
unite with her in expressing our delight, and return 
thanks to Heaven for the holy thoughts with which it has 
vouchsafed to inspire you. 

SCENE IL 
Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

Sgan, Ah, Sir, how glad I am to see you converted ! I 
have long been waiting for this ; and now, thanks to Heaven, 
all my wishes are accomplished. 

JD. Ju, Hang the booby ! 

Sgan. How, booby ? 

D. Ju, What, do you think I was serious in what I said 
just now, and do you imagine that my mouth uttered what 
my heart believed ? 

Sgan, What ! it is not . . . You do not . . . Your 
. . . [Aside] Oh ! what a man ! what a man ! what a 
man ! 

D. Ju. No, no, I am not altered, and my feelings are 
always the same. 



\ 
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8gaifk What, do yon not yield to the surprising miracle 
of a moving and speaking statue ? 

D. Ju. There is really something in that which I do not 
understand ; hut^ whatever it may he, it is not capahle 
either of convincing my judgment, or of shaking my nerves, 
and if I said I wished to reform my conduct, and was going 
to lead an exemplary life, it is a plan which I have formed 
oat of pure policy, a useful stratagem, a necessary disguise 
which I am willing to adopt, in order to spare the feelings 
of a fitther, whose assistance I want, and to screen myself, 
with respect to mankind, from the consequences of a hundred 
disagreeable adventures. Sganarelle, I make you my con- 
fidant in this case, and I am very glad to have a witness 
of the feelings of my inmost soul, and of the real motives 
which instigate me to act as I do.^ 

8ga/n. What ! you believe in nothing, and you pretend at 
the same time to set up as a virtuous man ? 

D. t/u. And why not ? There are many others besides 
myself, who carry on this trade, and who make use of the 
same mask to deceive the world. 

Sgan, [Aside] Oh ! what a man ! what a man ! 

D. Ju. There is no longer any shame in acting thus : 
hypocrisy is a fashionable vice, and all fashionable vices 
pass for virtues. The character of a virtuous man is the 
best part which one can play. Now-a-days, the profession 
of hypocrite possesses marvellous advantages. It is an art, 
the quackery of which is always respected ; and although it 



s^The fni^ximg which Don Juan promulgates farther on in defence of 
hypocrisy, are not so mach for Sganarelle as for the audience who listen 
to the piece ; hence the statement that he is " very glad to have a wit- 
ness ... of the (his) real motives,'' which he then unfolds. Don Juan is 
above all afraid that, for one single moment, he could be thought sincerely 
repentant, and is glad to have some confidant who can testify to his 
hypocrisy. I doubt, however, if the real hypocrite ever unbosoms 
himself, even to his most intimate companion. Tartu if e has no confidant. 
ni. li 
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be seen through, no one dares to say anything against it. 
AU other vices of mankind are liable to censure, and every- 
one is at liberty to attack them openly : but hypocrisy is 
a privileged vice, which, with its own hand, closes the mouth 
of all the world, and peacefully enjoys a sovereign impunity. 
By mere force of humbug, a compact body is formed by the 
whole set. He who offends one, brings them all upon 
him ; and those, whom every one knows to act in all good 
faith, and to be perfectly sincere, — even those, I say, are 
generally the dupes of the others; they simply fall into 
the traps of the humbugs, and blindly support those who 
ape their own conduct. How many, think you, do I 
know who, by this stratagem, have adroitly patched up 
the errors of their youth ; who put on a cloak of religion, 
and beneath this venerated habit obtain leave to be the 
most wicked fellows on earth i It signifies nothing that 
their intrigues, and they themselves, are known for what 
they are, they have none the less influence in society ; a 
demurely bent head, a canting sigh, and a pair of up-turned 
eyes, justify with the world all that they can do. It is 
under this favourable shelter that I intend to take refuge, 
and arrange matters comfortably. I shall not abandon 
my darling habits, but I shall take care to conceal them, 
and amuse myself quietly. If I should be discovered, 
I shall, without stirring a finger, find my interests espoused 
by the whole crew,^^ and be defended by them through 
thick and thin against every one. In short, this is the 
txue way of doing with impunity all that I please. I shall 
set myself up as a censor of the actions of others, judge ill 
of every one, and think well only of myself. Whoever 
has offended me, however slightly, I shall never forgive ; 



^ The original has a " cahale,^* which was formerly said only of the 
clique of The Fr^cieuses ; but, when Don Juan was performed (1665), it 
had come to mean " a set of organised devotees." 
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but preserve, without much ado, an irreconcilable hatred. I 
shall announce myself as the advocate of the interests of 
Heaven ; and, under this convenient pretext, I shall per- 
secute my enemies, accuse them of impiety, let loose against 
them those rash zealots who, without knowing why or 
wherefore, will raise an outcry against them, overwhelm 
them with abuse, and openly condemn, them to perdition 
on their own private authority.. It is thus that we must 
profit by men's weaknesses, and that a man who is no fool 
adapts himself to the vices of his age.^^ 

Sgan. O Heavens ! what do I hear ? You only wanted 
to be a hypocrite to make you perfect ; and now you have 
reached the height of your abominations. Sir, your last 
stroke is more than I can bear, and I cannot help speaking. 
Do what you please with me ; beat me, break every bone in my 
body, kill me if you like ; I must discharge my conscience, 
and, like a faithful servant, tell you what I ought. Know, 
sir, that the pitcher goes so often to the well, that it comes 
home broken at last, and as that author, whose name I 
have forgotten, very well says, man is, in this world, like a 
bird on a bough ; the bough is fixed to the tree ; he who 
clings to the tree follows good precepts ; good precepts are 
better than fair words ; fair words are found at court ; at 
court are courtiers ; the courtiers follow the fashion ; fashion 
proceeds firom fancy ; fancy is a faculty of the soul ; the 
soul gives us life ; life ends in death ; death causes us to 
think of Heaven ; Heaven is above the earth ; the earth is 
not the sea ; the sea is subject to storms ; storms toss ves- 
sels ; vessels have need of a good pilot ; a good pilot is pru- 
dent ; young people are not prudent ; young people ought 
to obey old people ; old people love riches ; riches make 



''These words contain a vigorous protest against those who had 
attacked l^artufe, — which had already been played tentatively — ^and 
through whose machinations it had been forbidden to be brought out 
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men rich ; the rich are not poor ; the poor have necessities ; 
necessity has no law ; he who knows no law lives like a brute 
beast, and consequently you shall be condemned to the 
bottomless pit.^^ 

D. Ju, What fine arguments ! 

Sgan, If you do not give in, after this, so much the worse 
for you. 

SCENE III. 

Don Carlos, Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

D. Car, Don Juan, I meet you just in time ; and I am 
glad to address you here rather than at your own house, to ask 
you what you are resolved to do. You know that it con- 
cerns me, and that, in your presence, I took upon me to watch 
over this affair. As for me, I do not conceal it, I sincerely 
wish that things may be arranged in an amicable way; there 
is nothing which I would not do to induce you to take that 
course, and to see you publicly recognise my sister as your 
wife. 

D. Ju. [In a hypocritical tone'] Alas ! I should indeed 
like to give you, with all my heart, the satisfaction you 
desire; but Heaven is directly opposed to it; it has in- 
spired me with the design of amending my life ; and I now 
entertain no other thoughts than entirely to abandon all that 
binds me to this world, to strip myself as soon as possible of 
all sorts of pomps and vanities, and henceforth to correct, by 
an austere behaviour, all those criminal irregularities into 
which a blind and youthful ardour led me. 

D. Car, This design, Don Juan, does not clash with 



^ Some of the early editions have Sganarelle's speech only as far as 
^ in death." At last, Sganarelle's indignation is roused by Don Juan*8 
hypocrisy ; he flies in a passion, and attacks his master violently, but 
flounders in the midst of his reasonings, talks nonsense, and ends rather 
abruptly. 
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what I propose, and the company of a lawful wife is not in 
opposition to the praiseworthy designs with which Heaven 
has inspired you. 

D. t/u. AJas ! that is by no means the case. Your sister 
herself has formed this same plan; she has resolved to with- 
draw into a nuimery ; and we have been both touched by 
grace at the same time. 

D. Car, Her going into a nunnery cannot give us satis- 
faction, since it may be attributed to the contempt which 
you show to her and our family ; our honour demands that 
she should be married to you. 

D. Ju, I assure you that that cannot be. I was very 
much inclined towards that union ; and this very day I 
asked counsel from Heaven about it ; but, when I did so, I 
heard a voice which told me that I ought not to think of 
your sister, and that most certainly I could not be saved 
with her. 

D. Car. Do you think, Don Juan, that you can blind us 
with such fine excuses ? 

D, Ju. I obey the voice of Heaven. 

D. Car. What? would you have me be satisfied with 
such a speech ? 

D. Ju. Heaven will have it so. 

D. Car. Have you taken my sister out of a nunnery, to 
abandon her at last ? 

2). Ju. Heaven ordains it so. 

D. Car. Shall we suffer such a blot upon our family ? 

2). Ju. Seek your redress from Heaven. 

D. Car. Pooh ! why always Heaven ? 

D. Ju. Heaven wishes it should be so. 

2). Car. It is enough, Don Juan ; I understand you. 
This spot is not favourable for what I have to say about 
it ; but I shall find you before long. 

D. Ju. You may do as you please. You know I am not 



166 DON JUAN; OR, [ACTV. 

wantiog in courage^ and can use my sword^ if need be. I 
am going directly through that little lonely street which 
leads to the great convent ; but I declare to you, solemnly, 
I do not wish to fight ; Heaven forbid the thought ; and 
if you attack me, we shall see what will come of it*® 
D. Car, Truly, we shall see, we shall see. 

SCENE IV. 

Don Juan, Sganarelle. 

Sgan. Sir, what a devil of a style have you adopted ? 
This is worse than all the rest, and I liked you much better 
as you were before. I always hoped you might be saved ; 
but now I despair of it ; I believe that Heaven, which has 
endured you hitherto, can never bear this last abomination. 

D. «7u. Pooh ! Pooh ! Heaven is not so particular as you 
think ; and if men were every time to . . . 

SCENE V. 

Don Juan, Sganarelle, A Ghost vn the form of a veiled 

worrvan}^ 

Sgan. [Seeing the Ghost] Ah ! Sir, Heaven speaks to 
you ; it is a warning it gives you. 

D. Ju, If Heaven gives me a warning, it must speak 
more plainly, if it wishes me to understand it. 

Ohost Don Juan has but a moment to take advantage 
of the mercy of Heaven ; and if he does not repent now, his 
perdition is certain. 

Sgan. Do you hear, sir ? 

D. Ju, Who dares to utter such words ? I think I 
know that voice. 

^ In the former scene, Don Juan has laid down the theoiy of hypo- 
crisy ; in this scene, he brings it into practice. 
*^ See Appendix, Note L 
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Sgan. Oh, sir, it is a Ghost, I know it by its step. 

D. Ju. Qhost, phantom, or devil, I shall see what it is. 
[Tht Ohoet changes its shape, arid represerUs time wUh a 
scythe in its hand], 

Sgan, Oh Heavens ! do you sfee this change of shape, 
sir? 

D. Ju. No, no, nothing can frighten me ; and I shall try 
with my sword whether it is a body or a spirit. [The Qhost 
vanishes the vnstamt Don Juan offers to strike iti, 

Sgan. Ah, sir, yield to so many proofe, and repent im- 
mediately. 

D. Ju. No, no, come what will, it shall never be said that 
I was capable of repentance. Come, follow me. 



SCENE VL 
The Statue of the Commander, Don Juan, Sganarelle 

Stai. Stay, Don Juan. You gave me your word yes- 
terday that you would come and sup with me. 

D, Ju. Yes. Where shall we go ? 

Stat. Give me your hand. 

D. Ju. Here it is. 

Stat. Don Juan, a terrible death is the consequence of 
persistency in sin; and when the mercy of Heaven is re- 
fused, its thunder appears. 

2). Ju. Oh Heavens ! what do I feel ? an inward flame 
devours me, I can bear it no longer, and my whole body is 
on fire. Oh ! [Loud dajps of thunder are heard ; great 
fiashes of lightning fall upon Don Juan. The earth opens 
and swallows him up ; flames burst out on the very spot 
where he went dovm].^^ 



^ See Appendix, Note J. 
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f^CENE VIL 

Sganarelle, alone. 

Alas 1 my wages I my wages I Every one is satisfied by 
his death. Oflended Heaven, violated laws, maids seduced, 
families dishonoured, parents outraged, wives ruined, hus- 
bands driven to despair, all are satisfied. I alone am un- 
happy. My wages, my wages, my wages ! *^ 

^ This exclamation of Sganarelle about his wages gave great offence. 
People considered that a man who could remain cool and collected in the 
presence of such a miracle, was nothing better than an infidel, and that 
inatftAH of shouting for his wages, he would have done better to remain 
dumb, as struck by a religious terror. Molidre had to leave out the ex- 
clamation, ** my wages." But, a few years later, it was allowed to pass 
without any remarks when put into the mouth of Arlequin, in a stupid 
farce by a certain actor, Bosimond. 
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APPENDIX. 



A, page 104. 

HiIb aeoond Scene, Act i., of Molidre's Don Jttan, is partly imitated 
and exaggerated by Th. Shadwell, in Don John; or, the Libertine De- 
elro^ed (Act iL, Scene 1). Sganarelle is called Jacomo. 

DonJoikfL How now, Sir, what wise Thoughts have you in your 
Noddle? 

Jacomo, Why, Sir, I was considering how well I could endure to be 
hang'd. 

D. J. And why so, Buffle? 

Jac Why, you wiU force me to wait upon you in all your Fortunes, 
and you are making what haste you can to the Gallows 

Z>. J. Again at your Beproof s 1 You insipid Bascal, I shall cut your 
Ears off, Dog 

Jac €kx>d Sir, I have done ; yet I cannot but admire, since you are 
resolved to go to the Devil, that you cannot be content with the common 
way of Travelling, but must ride Post to him. 

A J. Leave off your idle Tales, foimd out by Priests to keep the 
Babble in awe. 

Jac, O horrid Wickedness ! If I may be bold to ask, what noble 
Exploits did your Chivalry perform last Night . . . O Horror ! 

D. J, Do you start, you Villain, Hah 1 

Jac. I, Sir ! who I, Sirl Not I, Sir. 

Z>. J. Dliear, Bascal, let me not see a Frown upon your Face ; if I do, 
I will cut your Throat, you Bogue. 

Jac No, Sir, no. Sir, I warrant you ; I am in a very good Humour, 
I assure you ; Heaven deliver me ! 

D. J. Now listen and learn. I kill'd a lady's Lover, and suppl/d 
his Place . . . : In came her foolish Brother and surprized me, but 
perished by my hand ; and I doubt not but I maul'd three or four of 
his Servants. IJacomo starts, 

Jac. O horrid Fact ! [Aside. 

D. J. Again, Villain, are you frowning? 

Jac No, Sir, no. Sir ; don*t think so ill of me. Sir. Heaven send 
me from this wicked Wretch — What will become of us, Sir ? We shall 
be apprehended. 
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D, J. Can yon fear your rascally Carcase, when I venture mine? I 
observe always, those that have the most despicable Persons, are most 
careful to preserve 'em. 

Jcui, Sir, I beg your Pardon ; but I have an odd Humour, makes 
me something unfit for your Worship's Service. 

Z>. J. What's that, Sirrah 1 

Jac, Tis a very odd one, Pm almost asham'd to tell it to you. 

D. J, Out with it, Fool 

Jcus, Why, Sir, I cannot tell what is the Beason, but I have such an 
unconquerable Antipathy to Hemp, I could never endure a Bell-rope ; 
Hanging is a kind of Death I cannot abide ; I am not able to endure it 

B, Page 110. 
Thomas Shadwell, in Don Johriy or the Libertine Destroyed (Act L 
Scene 1), has imitated the third Scene of the first Act of Moli^'s 
Don Juan ; Sganarelle is called Jacomo, Donna Elvira, Leonora, and 
Don Juan, Don John. 

Jacomo, Here comes Leonora, one of that Multitude of Ladies he has 
sworn to, l/d to and beiray'd. 

Leonora, Jacomo, where's Don John ? I could not live to endure a 
longer Absence from him. I have sigh'd and wept myself away : I 
move, but have no Life left in me. His Coldness and his Absence have 
given me fearful and killing Apprehensions. Where is my Dear ? 

Jac Your Dear, Madam ! He's yours no more. 

Leo, Heav'n ! What do I hear ? Speak, is he dead ? 

Jac, To you he is. 

Leo. Ah me ! has he forgot his Vows and Oaths ? Has he no 
Conscience, Faith, or Honour left ? 

Jac Left, Madam ! he ne 'er had any. 

Leo, It is impossible ; you speak this out of Malice, sure. 
• Jac. There 's no Man knows him better than I do. I have a greater 
Bespect for you, than for any he has betray'd, and will undeceive you : 
He is the most perfidious Wretch alive. 

Leo, Has he forgot the Sacred Contract, which was made privately 
betwixt us, and confirm'd before the Altar, during the Time of Holy 
Mass? 

Jac, All Times and Places are alike to him., 

Leo, Oh how assiduous was he in his Passion ! How many thousand 
Vows and Siglis he breath'd. What Tears he wept, seeming to suffer 
all the cruel Pangs which Lovers e 'er endur'd ! How eloquent were all 
his Words and Actions ! 

Jac, His Person and his Parts are excellent, but his base Vices are 
beyond all Measure : Why would you believe him. 

Leo, My own Love brib'd me to believe him : I saw the Man I lov'd 
more than the World, oft on his Knees with his Eyes lift up to 



k 



THE FEAST WITH THE STATUE. 1 7 1 

HeaVn, kusing my Hand with sach an amorous Heat, and with such 
ArdoTy breathing f errent Yows of loyal Love, and venting sad Complaints 
of extreme Sufferings ; I, poor easy Soul, flattering myself to think he 
meant as I did, lost all my Sex's Faculty, Dissembling ; and in a Month 
must I be thus betra/d 1 

•/oc Poor Lady ! I cannot but have Bowels for you : Your sad 
Narration makes me weep in sadness: But you are better ua'd than 
others. I ne'er knew him constant a Fortnight before. 

LetK Then he promised he would marry me. 

JiMC If we were to live here one month longer, he would marry half 
the Town, ugly and handsome, old and young : Nothing that 's Female 
comes amiss to him 

Leo, Does he not fear a Thunderbolt from Heaven ? 

Jac No, nor a Devil from Hell. He owns no Deity but his voluptuous 
Appetite, whose satisfaction he will compass by Murders, Rapes, 
Treasons, or aught else. But pray let me ask you one civil question : 
Did you not give him Earnest of your Body, Madam ? 

Leo, Mock not my Misery. Oh ! that confounds me. Ah ! I thought 
him true, and lov'd him so, I could deny him nothing. 

Jac, Why, there * tis ; I fear you have, or else he wou'd have married 
you : He has married six within this month, and promised fifteen more, 
whom he has enjo/d, and left, and is^ this night gone on some new 
Ajdventure, some Bape, or Murder, some such petty Thing. 

Leo. Oh Monster of Impiety ? O false Don John ! Wonder of 
Cruelty. \She swoons, 

C, Page 143. 

lliomas Shadwell, in his Don John (Act iv., end) has partly imitated 
the sLzth Scene of the third Act of Moli^re's Don Juan; but in the 
English author the scene takes place in a church. Don John has, in 
ShadweU's play, also two friends with him, Don Lopez and Don Antonio. 

The Scene changes to a Church, with the Statue of Don Pedro on 

Horseback in it. 

Enter Don John, Don Lopez, Don Antonio, and Jacomo. 

Don John, Let 's in, and see this church. 

Jacomo, Is this a time to see churches ? But, let me see, whose 
statue 's this ? O Heaven ! this is Don Pedro, whom you murdered at 
Se^nl, 

D, J, Say you so ? Bead the inscription. 

Jac Here lies Don Pedro, Qoverrwr ofSevU, barbarously murcUr^d by 
that impious villain Don John, Against whom his innocent blood cries stUZ 
for vengeance, 

D, J, Let it cry on. Art thou there, i' faith? Yes, I kill'd thee ; 
and would do 't again upon the same occasion. Jacomo— invite him to 
supper. 



172 DON JUAN; OR, 

t/otf. What, a Statue ! iiiTite a Statoe to mapper ! Ha, 
marUeeat? 

JD. J, I wMjf Baacal, tell him I would haTe him sop with me. 

Joe, Ha, ha, ha 1 Who the Deril put this whimaj into jour head t 
Ha, ha, ha, invite a Statae to Sapper. 

Z>. J, I shall qxnl jour mirth, Sirrah ; I will have it done. 

Jac Why, 't ia impoenble ; would you have me such a Goxeomb t 
invite Marble to eat ! ha, ha, ha. [He ffoes teweral Timu toward» ike 
SUUue, and returns LaugkinffJ] Good Mr Statue, if it shall please your 
Worship, mj Master desires you to make Collation with him presently. 
[The Statue nods his Head. Jaeomo faUs down and ro(MrMJ] Oh I am 
dead ! Oh, oh, oh ! 

R J. The Statue nods its Head ; 'tis odd 

i>. J. T is wonderful! 

J). L, Itaa amaz'd ! 

Jac Oh ! I cannot stir ! Help ! help ! 

2). J. Well, Govemour, oome, take part of a Collation with me ; 't is 
by this time ready ; make haste, 't is I invite you. [Statue nods again,] 
Say you so ? Come on, let's set all things in order quickly. 

Jac. Oh ! fly, fly. 

JD. A, This is prodigious ! 

[Exeunt Dan John^ Don LopeSf Don Antonio, Jaeomo, 



D, Page 145. 

Sir Arthur Cockain's Ovid (Act iv., Scene 4), has some similarity 
with the sixth Scene of the third Act of Molidre's Don Juan^ but Han- 
nibal (Don Juan) and his servant Cacala (Sganarelle), espy a man 
hanging on a gibbet, and the first invites the dead man to supper, 
whilst in Moli^ Don Juan sees the statue of the man he has killed 
in a duel, and tells his servant Sganarelle to invite him to supper. 

Hannibal, It is grown something late, and time to think 
Of our return unto our lodgings. Look I 
What's that ? [Espies a man hanging 09i a gibbet. 

Cacala, Sir, I see nothing. 

Han, Cast thy eyes 

That way. How now ? what is 't hangs there ? 

Cac, Alas ! 't is a poor fellow that was executed 
Two or three days ago. 

Han, He had ill fortune. 

Had he not better have followed Mars, and fall'n 
In glorious battle, and his soul expired 
Tlirough many woimds, than ignominiously 
Thus sneak to death in noose of paltry halter ? 
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Cac 'hILj CSaptain Hannibal talks evermore 
Of mighty battles . . . 

Ham, What mutter you, sirrah 1 

€ac, I, by your valour^s leave was saying, Captain, 
Yon man hangs in a pitiful cold comer ; 
The north wind shakes his legs as he were dancing. 
Of wine and women, and of all good meats, 
He hath for ever took his leave. 

Haiti, Tm sorry f or's hard fate. Some lying people 
Beport sMne of the dead have walk'd. If thou 
Canst such a piece of fine activity show, 
Come sup with me to-night ; thou shalt be welcome. 

\Speak$ to the hanged man. 

Cae, He bows his head. 

Han, Hang his head ! 

Cac, He need not put himself to such unnecessaiy trouble ; 
He that small favour hath received already 
From some of 's smaller friends. 

Han, If th' art a good dead fellow, come, I say ! 
And sup with me to-night 

Spec I H come ! 

Cac I think I heard him answer he would dome. 

Han, Thou art so timorous, the echo of 
My voice deludes thee. 
Follow me, thou fearful puppy ! 

Cac, A dog 

His captainship makes of me. Sir, I shall 
Even tread upon your heels : I dare not stay 
Behind an inch. 

Han, Come, then, for I fear nothing. 

Cac, By your leave, 
I dread the gallows mightily ; and a thief 
That can talk after he 's dead is a terrible bugbear. [Exeunt, 

E, Page 147. 

Congreve has imitated Molidre's Don Juann (Act iv., Scene 3), in Love 
for Love (Act L, Scene 1). Don Juan is called Valentine, M. Dimanche, 
Trapland, and Sganarelle, Jeremy ; Scandal, Valentine's friend, is not 
in the original Don Juan, 

Valentine, Bid Trapland come in. If I can give that Cerberus a 
sop, I shall be at rest for one day. 

[Jeremy goes out, and brings in Trapland, 

Vol. O, Mr Trapland ! my old friend ! welcome, — Jeremy, a chair 
quickly : a bottle of sack and a toast — fly — ^a chair first. 
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Trapland, A good morning to you, Mr Valentine ; and to yon, Mr 
Scandal 

Scandal, The morning 's a very good morning, if you don't e^il it 

Vol. Come, ait you down ; you know his way. 

Trap. [Sits] There is a debt, Mr ^Valentine, of fifteen hundred 
pounds, of pretty long standing 

Vol, I cannot talk of business with a thirsty palate. — Sirrah ! the sack. 

Trap, And I desire to know what course you have taken for the 
payment 

Vol, Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to see you — ^my service to 
you, fill, fill, to honest Mr Trapland — fuller ! 

Trap, Hold ! sweetheart — this is not to our business — ^My service to 
yon, Mr Scandal [Drink$\ I have forbom as long 

Vol, T other glass, and then we'll talk — Fill, Jeremy. 

Trap, No more, in truth, — I have forbom, I say 

Vol, Sirrah ! fill ! when I bid you, — And how does your handsome 
daughter ? — Come, a good husband to her [Drink9\, 

Trap, I thank you — I have been out of this money 

Vol, Drink first Scandal, why do you not drink ? [They drink. 

Trap. And, in short, I can be put off no longer. 

Vol, I was much obliged to you for your supply : it did me signal 
service in my necessity. But you delight in doing good. Scandal, 
drink to me, my friend Trapland's health. An honester man liVes not, 
nor one more ready to serve his friend in distress, though I say it to 
his face. Come, fill each man his glass. . . . 

Scan. I know the buxom black widow in the Poultry. Eight 
hundred pounds a year jointure, and twenty thousand pounds in money 
Ahah ! old Trap ! 

Vol, Say you so, i' faith ] Come, we '11 remember the widow. I 
know whereabouts you are ; come, to the widow. 

Trap, No more indeed. 

Vol. What ! the widow's health ] Give it him— off with it [They 
drinJc] A lovely girl, i' faith, black sparkling eyes, soft pouting lips ! 
Better sealing there, then a bond for a million, ha ! 

Trap. No, no, there 's no such thing ; we 'd better mind our business 
—You 're a wag ! 

Vol. No, faith, we '11 mind the widow's business : fill again 

a Barbary shape, . . . would stir an Anchurite ; and the prettiest foot ! 
Oh, if a man could but fasten his eyes to her feet, as they steal in and 
out, and play at bo-peep under her petticoats — ha 1 Mr Trapland ? 

Trap. Verily, give me a glass — ^you 're a wag, and here 's to the 
widow. [Drinki.] 

Scan, He begins to chuckle — ply him dose, or he '11 relapse into a 
dun. 

Enter Officer. 

OJker. By your leave, gentTemen. Mr Trapland, if we must do our 
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office, tell US. We have half a dozen gentlemen to arrest in Pall Mall 
and Covent Garden, and if we don't make haste, the chairmen will be 
nbroad, and block up the chocolate houses ; and then our labour 's lost 

Trap, Odso, that 's true. Mr Valentine, I love mirth ; but business 
must be done ; are you ready to-? — 

Jer. Sir, your &thei^s steward says, he comes to make proposals 
coQoeming your debts. 

VaL Bid him come in. Mr Trapland, send away your officer ; you 
shall have an answer presently. 

Trap. Mr Snap, stay within calL [Exit Oficer. 

Enter Steward, who whUpers Valentine. 

Scan. Here 's a dog now, a traitor in his wine ! Sirrah, refund the 
sack ; Jeremy, fetch him some warm water ; or I *11 rip up his stomach, 
and go the shortest way to his conscience. 

Trap. Mr Scandal, you are uncivil I did not value your sack ; but 
you cannot expect it again, when I have drunk it. 

Scan. And how do you expect to have your money again, when a 
gentleman has spent it. 

Vol. You need say no more. I understand the conditions ; they 
are very hard, but my necessity is very pressing: I agree to them. 
Take Mr Trapland with you, and let him draw the writing. Mr 
Trapland, you know this man ; he shall satisfy you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus pressing ; but my necessity 

Vol. No apology, good Mr Scrivener ; you shall be paid. 

Trap. I hope you forgive me ; my business requires 

[Exeunt Trapland^ Steward, and Jer&fiiy. 

F, Page 15a 

Shadwell, in his Ikm John (Act iL, Scene 1), has partly imitated the 
third Scene of the first Act and the ninth Scene of the fourth Act of 
Moliere's Don Juan, but has made the hero of his piece boast of his 
vices, whilst in the French author he plays the hypocrite. 

Enter Leonora. 

Leofiora. I can hold no longer ! 

Don John. 'Sdeath, you Dog, how came she here ? 

Jacomo. I don't know. Sir, she stole in 

Leon. What Witchcraft do I suffer under, that when 1 abhor his 
Vices, I still love his person ! Ah, Don John ! have I deserv'd that you 
should fly me ! Are all your oaths and vows forgotten by you ? 

D. J. No, no ; in these cases I always remember my oaths, and never 
forget to break them. 

Leon, Oh Impiety ! Did I, for this, yield up my Honour to you 1 
After you had sigh'd and languished many months, and sheVd all signs 
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of a sincere affection, I trusted your truth and constancy, without the 
bond of marriage, .... believed your solemn contract, when yon 
invok*d all the powers above to testify your vow& 

D. J. They think much of us ! Why don't they witness 'em for yon ? 
Pish, its nothing but a way of C9>eaking, which young amorous Fellows 
have gotten. % 

Leon, Did you not love me, then ? What injury had I e*er done you, 
that you should feign Affection, to betray me ? 

2). •/*. Yes, faith, I did love you, and sheVd you as frequent and 
as hearty signs of it as I could ; and egad y are an ungrateful Woman, 
if you say the contrary. 

Leon, O Heaven ! did you, and do not now ? What crime have I 
committed, that could make you break your vows and oaths, and banish 
all your Passion ? Ah ! with what Tenderness have I received your 
feign'd Affection, and ne*er thought I liv'd but in your Presence ! my 
Love was too fervent to be counterfeit 

D. J, That I know not, for since your Sex are such Dissemblers, that 
they can hold out against, and seem to hate the Men they love ; why may 
they not seem to love the Men they hate ? 

Leon, O cruel Man ! could I dissemble ? Had I a thousand Lives, I 
ventured all each time I saw your Face ; nay, were I now discovered, I 
should instantly be sacrificed to my raging Brother^s Fury ; and can I 
dissemble ? 

D, J, I do not know whether you do or no ; you see I don't, I am 
something free with you. 

Lecyn, And do you not love me then 1 

Z>. J, Faith, Madam, I lov'd you as long as I could for the Heart and 
Blood of me, and there *s an end of it ; what a Devil would you have 
more? 

Leon, O cruel Man ! How miserable have you made me ! 

D, J. Miserable ! use Variety, as I do, and you '11 not be miserable. 
Ah I there 's nothing so sweet to frail human Flesh as Variety. 

Leon, Inhuman Creature ! What have I been guilty of, that thou 
should'st thus remove thy Affections from me ? 

D. J. Guilty ! no, but I have had enough of you, and I have done 
what I can for you, and there 's no more to be said. 

Le(m, Tigers would have more Pity than thou hast. 

D, J. Unreasonable Woman ! Would you have a man love after 
enjojonent ? I think the Devil 's in you 

Leon, Do not upbraid me with the rash Effects of Love, which you 
caus'd in me ? And do you hate me for what you ought to love me forf 
Were you not many months with Vows and Oaths betraying me to that 
Weakness ? Ungrateful Monster ! 

D. J, Why the Devil did you not yield before ? You Women always 
rook in Love. You '11 never play upon the Square with us. 

Leon, False Man ! I yielded but too soon. Unfortunate Woman ! 
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D, J, Tour disBembling Arts and jilting Tricks, taught you by your 
MotheiBy and the phlegmatick Coldness of your Constitutions, make you 
so long in yielding, that we love out almost all our Lore before you 
begin ; and yet you would have our Love last as long as yours. I got 
the Start of you a long Way, and have Beason to reach the Oosl before 
you. 

Leon. Did you not swear you would for ever love me ? 

D, J. Why there 't is ; why did you put me to the Trouble to swear 
it? If you Women would be honest, and follow the Dictates of Sense 
and Nature, we should agree about the Business presently, and never 
be forsworn for the Matter. 

Leon. Are Oaths so sli^ted by you, perfidious Man ? 

D, J, Oaths ! Snares to catch conceited Women with ; I wou*d have 
sworn all the Oaths under the Sun ; why I wou^d have committed 
Treason for you, and yet I knew I should be weary of you 

Leon, I thought such Love as mine might have deserv'd your con- 
stancy, false and ungrateful Man ! 

2>. J, Thus your own Vanity, not we, betrays you. Each Woman 
thinks, though Men are false to Others, that f^e is so fine a Person, 
none can be so to her. You should not take our words of course in 



Leon. Thus Devils do in Hell, who cruelly upbraid whom they have 
tempted thither. 

2>. J, In short, my Constitution will not let me love you longer. And 
whatever some Hypocrites pretend, all Mankind obey their Constitu- 
tions, and cannot do otherwise. 

Leon. Heav'n, sure, will punish this vile Treachery. 

D, J. Do you then leave it to Heav'n, and trouble yourself no further 
about it. 

Leon. Ye Sacred Powers, who take care of injured Innocence, assist me. 

G, Page 156. 

Thomas Shadwell has, in Don John (Act iv., end), partly followed 
Molidre's Don Juan (Act iv., Scenes 11 and 12), as follows : 

The Scene in a dintng-Boom, a Table spread, Servants setting on meat 

and wine, 

Don John, Come, our meat is ready ; let *s sit. . . . this foolish 
statue ! it puzzles me to know the Beason on 't — Sirrah, I '11 give you 
leave to sit. 

Don Antonio. Let 's eat ; ne'er think on 't. 

Jacomo, Ay, come, let's eat ; I am too hungry now to think on the 
right [Jacomo eats greedilf/. 

D. J, This is excellent meat : How the Bogue eats ! You '11 choak 

yourself 

IIL M 
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Joe. I warrant you, look to yourself. 

D, A, Why, Jacomo, is the Devil in you ? 

Jac, No, no ; if he be, ' tis a hungry DeviL 

D. L. WiU you not drink 1 

t/oc. I '11 lay a good foundation first. 

D. J, The Rascal eats like a CanibaL 

Jac Ay, 'tis no matter for that. 

2). J. Some wine, Sirrah. 

JcLC There, Sir, take it ; I am in haste. 

D. A, ^ Sdeath ! the Fool will be strangled. 

•/oc. The Fool knows what he does. 

2). J, Here 's to Don Pedro's Ghost ; he should have been welcome. 

Jac O name him not 

2). Z. The Rascal is afraid of him after Death. 

t/oc. Oh ! oh ! Some wine, give me some wine. [Almott ckoMd 

D. A. Take it 

Jaui, So ; now 'tis down. 

2). A, Are you not satisfied yet ? 

Jac. Peace, peace : I have but just begun. \One knocks hard at the 
Door] Who *s there ? Come in ; I am very busy. 

2>. J. Rise, and do your Duty. 

Jac, But one Morsel more, I come. [Knocks a^in\ What a fix! 
Are you mad ? [Opens the door. 

Enter Ghost. 

Oh ! the Devil, the Devil ! 

2). J. Ha ! it is the Ghost ! let 's rise and receive him. 

2). A. I am amaz'd. 

2>. L, Not frightened, are you ? 

D, A, 1 scorn the thoughts of fear. [^^^y salute the Ohott, 

D, J, Come, Govemour, you are welcome : sit there ; if we had 
thought you would have come, we wou'd have sta/d for you. But 
come on. Sirrah, give me some wine, [The Ohost sits. 

Jac, Oh ! I am dead ; what, shall I do ? I dare not come near you. 

D, J, Come, Rascal, or I' 11 cut your Throat. 

[FiUs mnSy his hand trembUt, 

Jac, I come, I come, I come. Oh ! oh ! 

2>. J, Why do you tremble. Rascal ! Hold it steadily 

Jac, Oh ! I cannot 

[Jacomo snatches meat from the Table and runs aside, 

D, J. Here, Govemour, your health. Friends, put it about Here 'a 
excellent meat ; taste of this Ragoust If you had had a body of flesh, 
I wou'd have given you cher entire — but the women care not for marble. 
Come, I '11 help you : Come, eat, and let old Quarrels be forgotten. 

Ohost I come not here to take repast with you ; 
Heaven has permitted me to animate 
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This Marble Body, and I come to warn 
You of that Vengeance is in store for you, 
If you amend not your pernicious Lives. 
Jcic, Oh ! Heaven I 

D. A. What, are you come to preach to us ? 
2>. Z. Keep your Harangues for Fools, that will believe *em. 
D, J, We are too much confirm'd. . . . Give me some wine. Come, 
here 's to your Misti*e8s ; you had one when you were living ; Not for- 
getting your sweet sister. Sirrah, more wine. 

t/oc. Ay, Sir Grood Sir, do not provoke the Qho9t ; his Marble 

Fists may fly about your Ears, and knock your Brains out 
D. J. Peace, Fool ! 

Oho, Tremble, you impious Wretches, and Kepent ; Behold ! the 
Powers of Hell wait for you. [Devils arise. 

Jac Oh ! I will steal from hence. O, the Devil ! 
D. J, Sirrah, stir not ; by Heaven I '11 use thee worse than Devils 
can do. Come near. Coward. 

Jac Oh ! I dare not stir ; what will become of me ? 
2). t/l Come, Sirrah, Eat. 
Jac O Sir, my Appetite is satisfied. 

D. J. Drink, Dog, the Ghost's Health : Kogue, do 't, or 1*11 run my 
sword down thy Throat, 
t/oc Oh ! oh ! Here, Mr Statue, your Health. 
D. J. Now, Bascal, Sing to entertain him. 
Jae, Sing, quoth he ! Oh ! I have lost my voice, I cannot be merry 

in such company. Sing 

D, A, Who are these with ugly shapes ? 
/>. Z. Their manner of appearing is something strange. 
Oho, They 're Devils, that wait for such impious men ; they 're 
Heaven's Instruments of Eternal Vengeance. 

D, J, Are they some of your Retinue ? Devils, say you ? I am sorry 
I have no burnt Brandy to treat 'em with ; that 's drink fit for Devils 
— Ha ! they vanish. [The^ sink. 

Oho, Cannot the fear of Hell's Eternal Tortures 

Change the horrid course of your abandon'd Lives ? 
Think on those Fires, those Everlasting Fires, 
That shall without consuming bum you ever. 
D, J, Dreams, dreams, too slight to lose my Pleasure for. 
In spite of all you say, I will go on. 
Till I have surfeited on all Delights. 
Youth is a Fruit that can but once be gather'd, 
And ni enjoy it to the fulL 
/). A, Let's push it on ; Nature chalks out the way that we should 
follow. 

/). Z. Tis her fault, if we do that we shou'd not. Let's on : here's a 
Brimmer to our Leader^s health. 
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Jac, What hellish Friends are these ? 

2). J, Let me tell you, 'tis something ill-bred to rail at your Host 
that treats you ciyilly. You have not yet forgot your Quarrel to me. 

Qho, * Tis for your good ; by me Heaven warns you of its Wrath, 
and gives you a longer Time for your Bepentance. I invite yoa this 
night to a Repast of mine. 

/>. J. Where ? 

Qko. At my Tomb. 

D.A. What time? 

Oho, At dead of night. 

D, J. We '11 come. 

Gho. Fail not 

D, Z. I warrant you. 

Gho. Farewell, and think upon your lost Condition. 

D, J, Farewell, G^vemour ; 1*11 see what treat youll give u& 

And I. 



D.A.\ 



Jac. That will not L • . • I have had enough of his company : I 
shall not recover it this week. If I eat with such an Host, rU be 
hang'd. 
D. t/l If you do not, by Heaven, you shall be hang'd. 
Jac. Whither will your Lewdness carry me ? I do not care for 
having a Ghost for a Landlord. Will not these Miracles do good upon 
you? 
2>. J, There 's nothing happens but by natural causes, 
Which in unusual things Fools cannot find, 
And then they style *em miracles. But no Accident 
Can alter me from what I am by nature. 
Were there Legions of Ghosts and Devils in my way, 
One moment in my course of pleasure I*d not stay. 

[Exeunt amnei. 



H, Page 158. 

This twelfth Scene of the fourth Act of Moli^*s Don Juan can be 
compared with Sir Aston Cokain's Ovid (Act iv., Scene 6). Don Juan 
is called Hannibal, and Sganarelle Cacala. 

Han. Hark I somebody knocks ! Rise, and inform me who 
Is at the door. How, now ? What ! art thou deaf, 
And hearest me not ? or dumb, because thou speak*st not ? 
An apoplexy, sure, hath seized upon thee ! 
Sit down again and drink a glass of wine, 
It will recover thee. Well done ! Now eat thy meat. 
Again there knocks somebody at the door : 
Rise once more, sirrah, and conduct them in ! 
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Begone, or I shall kick you to your duty I 

[He opens the door, turns back, and fall dotm as in a swoon. 
This idle rascal, sure, the falling sickness 
Hath got of late ! I must be at the charge, 
I fear, to send for a physician to him. 
I wonder who it is, for somebody knocks 
Again. It needs must be a stranger, else 
He such long compliment would not have show'd. 
Still he knocks on ! I will go bring him in ! 

Enter Spectre. 

Your name, sir, and your pleasure ? 

8pec» My name Helvidius is. 

Han, You are a stranger 

Unknown to me ; I pray what is your business ? 

Spec. I come to sup with you. 

Han, Though clad so meanly. 

You shall be welcome ! 

Spec I am not so rude 

To press upon you iminvited, Captain ! 

Han, Who diould invite you ] 

Spec, Sir, yourself ! 

Han^ Tis strange 

I should forget it, then ! 

Spec. I come unlook'd for, noble Hannibal, 
But you did bid me to supper to-night. 

Han. My memory hath faiFd me. Where, Helvidius ? 

Spec At the gibbet, by the city walls, 
Where I did hang in chains. 

Han. This is a courtesy deserves a welcome. 
You are most welcome, sir, and so believe it ! 

Spec You are my generous patron, and I thank you ! 

Han. Sit down, I pray ; sit down. So, 'tis well done ! 
Cacala ! Where's Cacala ? Give me a glass of wine. 
What I on the floor still ? Bise, man ! 

Cac. I dare not stir nor breathe, sir. 

Han, He will not hurt you ! 

Spec. I shall not be so rude, where I find welcome. 
To do a mischief. 

Han, Fill wine, sir ! Much good do you, and here's to you, — 
To your fair mistress' health, whether alive. 
Or your companion i' th' Elysian groves ! 

Spec You much endear me. 

Han, Could I have thought you would have supp'd with me. 
You should have been much better treated. 
Sit down and eat thou silly Cacala ! 
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Cac. I am very timorous. 

Han, His promise and my valour do protect thee ! 

Cac. This napkin, thus disposed under my hat, 
Shall keep my eyes off him. I'll eat like a lion, 
Because I sit in fear ; and after will 
Chew the cud, as some beasts do, to digest it. 

Spec, Grood fellow, I salute thee with this bowl. 

Cac, I have no mind to drink yet ; my master 
Is the better pledger of such fancies. 

Han, You shall not refuse him. Off with it, Cacala ! 
m conclude it ! 

Spec. It has gone round. 

Captain, your kindness hath so far obliged me. 
That I presume to crave a favour of you. 

Han. You shall command ! 

Spec. I pray you, dine with me to-morrow. 

Han. You jest ! 

Spec. I am in earnest ! You shall be most welcome ! 

Han. Where? 

Spec, At the gibbet. 

Han, 1*11 come. 

Cac, Now my belly's full, I cannot forbear 
To cast a sheep's eye at him. 

Oh ! oh ! — [Cries aloudyfaUs hachwardy and, with his legs under the 

table, overthrows it and all the meat. 

Spec, I thank you, generous Captain, and good night ! 

Han. Farewell, sir, and expect me as I promised ! 

[Exit Spectre. 

I, Page 166. 

Th. Shadwell has, in Don John, partly imitated and amplified the 
three last scenes of the fifth Act of Moli^re's Don Juan, but Don An- 
tonio and Don Lopez are not in the French play, neither is the Chorus 
of Devils ; the ranting of Don John is also not to be found in Moli^re. 

D, A. The clock strike)^ twelve. 

D. J. 'Slife ! our Time's come, we must to the Tomb. I would not 
break my Word with the Ghost for a thousand Doubloons 

Jac. Nor I keep it, for ten times the Money. 

D. J, But you shall keep your Word, Sir. 

Jac. Sir, I am resolved to fast to-Night : 'Tis a VigiL Besides, I 
care not for eating in such base company. 

Within. Follow, follow, follow 

D. L. D'ye hear that Noise ? The remaining Bogues have rais'd the 
Mobile, and are coming upon us. 
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Joe Oil ! let's fly ... fly .. . What will become of me 1 

D. A, Let's to the Church, and give the Bogues the Gro-by. 

D, J, Gome on ; ^oe 'tis my time, and I have promised the Gk>- 
▼emour, Fll go . . . You had beet stay. Sirrah, and be taken. 

Jac. No : Now I must go the Church, whether I will or no. Away, 
away, fly ! 

Enter Shepherds, wUh a great Babble. 

Skep, Here they went ; follow, follow . . . [Exeunt Omnes. 

The SCENE — the Churchy the Statue of Don Pedro on Horseback ; on 
each tide of the Church, Don John^s Father's Ohost, Marians, Don 
Franc{sco\ Leonora^s, FlorcCs, MaricCe Brothef's, and others, with 
Torches in their Hands, 

Enter Don John, Don Antonio, Don Lopez, and Jacomo. 

Jac. Grood sir, let's go no further ; look what horrid Attendants are 
here ! This wicked Ghost has no good meaning in him. 

D. J. He resolves to treat us in State ; I think he has robb'd all the 
Graves hereabouts of their dead, to wait upon us. 

D. A, I see no Entertainment prepared. 

D, L, He has had the Manners to light off his Horse, and entertain us. 

i>. J, He would not sure be so ill-bred, to make us wait on him on Foot. 

Jac ... I shall die with Fear. I had as good have been taken 
and hang'd. What Horror seizes me ! 

Z). J, Well, Govemour, you see we are as good as our Words. 

/>. A, Where's your Collation 1 

D. L, Bid some of your Attendants give us some wine. \Qhost descends, 

Stat, Have you not yet thought on your lost Condition ] 

Here are the Ghosts of some whom you have murdered. 
That cry for Vengeance on you 

Fatheads Ghost, Bepent, repent of all your horrid Crimes. 

Monsters, repent ; or Hell will swallow you. 

/>. J, That 's my old Man's Voice. D 'ye hear, old Gentleman % 
jrou talk idly. 

•/flkj. I do repent, O spare me ! I do repent of all my Sins, but 
especially of following this wicked Wretch. \Kneds, 

D. A, Away, FooL [Antonio kicks him, 

D, F,^s Ghost, M-y Blood cries out upon thee, barbarous Wretch. 

D, J, That 's my Host Francisco ; ' faith, thou wert an honest Block- 
head : that 's the Truth on 't 

Florals Ghost. Thou shalt not escape Vengeance for all thy Crimes. 

D. J, What Fool 's that ? I am not acquainted with her. 

Z.'* Ghost, In time lay hold on Mercy, and repent 

D, J. That was Leonora, a good-natur'd, silly Wench, something too 
loving, that was all her fault. 
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Mariiu Villain, this is the last Moment of thy Life, 
And thou in Flames etemallj shalt howL 

D, J. Thou l/st ; this is the young hot-heated Fool we killed at 
Francisco's. . . . He disappointed me in my Design upon the 
Daughters. *Would that thou wert alive again, that I might kill thee 
once more. 

D, L. No more of this old foolish stuff ; give us some wine to begin 
with. 

D, A, Ay, give us some Wine, (Jovemour. 

D, J. What, do you think to treat us thus ? I offered you a better 
Entertainment Pr^ythee trouble us no more, but bid some of your 
Attendants give us some wine ; I'll drink to you and all the good 
Company. 

Stat. Give 'em the Liquor they have most delighted in. 

[Two of the Ghosts go out, and bring fow OloMesfuU of Bloody 
then give ^em to Don John, Don Antonio, Don Lopez. 

D. L, This is something. 

D, J, This is civil. 

D, A. I hope a good Desert will follow. 

[Ghost offers a Glass to JacomOy who runs round Don John 
Don Antonioy Don Lopez, roaring, 

Jac, Are you distracted 1 Will you drink of that liquor % Oh ! oh, 
what do you mean ? Good sweet Ghost, forbear your Civility : Oh : 
I am not dry, I thank you 

D, J, Give it me. Here, take it, Sirrah. 

Jac. By no means, Sir; I never drink between Meals. O Sir— 

/>. J, Take it, Rascal 

Sac, O Heav*us ! 

D, J, Now, Govemour, your Health ; 'tis the reddest Drink I ever 
saw. 

D, L. Ha ! pah ! 'tis Blood. 

/>. A. Pah ! it is 

Jac, Oh ! I '11 have none of it. {They throw the Glasses down. 

D, J. 'Sdeath, do you mean to affront us ? 

Stat, 'Tis fit for such blood-thirsty Wretches. 

D, J, Do you upbraid me with my killing of you ? I did it, and 
would do it again ; I'd fight with all your Family one by one, and cut 
off Root and Branch, to enjoy your Sister. But will you treat us no 
otherwise ? 

Stat, Yes, I will, ye impious Wretches. [A Flourish. 

D, L, What 's here ? Musick to treat us with ? 

D. A. There is some Pleasure in this. 

SoNO of Devils. 

1st Dev, Prepare, prepare ; new Guests draw near. 
And on the brink of Hell appear. 
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2d Dev, Kindle fresh flames of Sulphur there, 
Assemble all ye Fiends ; 
Wait for the dreadful Ends 
Of impious men, who far excell 
All the Inhabitants of HelL 

^Let *em come, let 'em corns 

Chorus of) To an Eternal Dreadful Doom ; 
Devils, } Let 'em come, let 'em come. 
2d Dev, In mischief thej have all the damn'd out-done ; 
Here thej shall weep, and shall unpity'd groan. 
Here they shall howl, and make Eternal Moan. 
\st Dev, By Blood and Lust they have deserv'd so well, 
That they shall feel the hottest flames in Hell. 
2d Dev. In vain they shall here their past Mischiefs bewail. 

In exquisite Torments, that shall never faiL 
Zd Dev» Eternal Darkness they shall find. 

And them Eternal chains shall bind 
To infinite Pain of Sense and Mind. 

_^ ) Let 'em come, let 'em come 

^^^[ To an Eternal dreadful Doom ; 
* ) Let 'em come, let 'em come. 

SkU. Will you relent and feel Remorse ? 

D, J, Coud'st thou bestow another Heart on me, I might ; but with 
this Heart I have, I cannot. 
D, L. These Things are Prodigious ! 

2). A, I have a kind of grudging to relent, but something holds me back. 
/>. L. If we could, 'tis now too late ; I will not 
D. A, We defy thee. 

Stat Perish, ye impious wretches ; go and find 
The Punishments laid up in store for you : 
[It thunders, Don Lopez, and Don Antonio are swallowed up. 
Behold their fates, and know that thy last moment's come. 
D. J, Think not to fright me, foolish Ghost ; I'll break your marble 
Body in Pieces, and pull down your Horse. 
Joe, If Fear has left me any strength, I'll steal away. [Exit. 

D. J. These Things I see with Wonder, but no Fear. 
Were all the Elements to be confounded. 
And shuflled up into their former chaos ; 
Were Seas of Sulphur flaming round about me. 
And all Mankind roaring within those Fires, 
I could not fear, nor feel the least Bemorse ; 
To the last Instant I would dare thy Power. 
Here I stand firm, and all thy Threats contemn ; 
Thy murderer stands here, now do thy worst. 

[It Thunders and Lightens. Devils descend and sink with 
Don Johny who is covered with a doud of Fire as he sinks. 
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improving his fellow-men at the same time that he is amusing them, 
and is holding '' a mirror up to nature ; " but it can never be defensible 
to imitate living persons, to mimic their defects, to ape their attitudes — 
nay, to wear their very dress. The representative of a vice or virtue 
should, I imagine, be an embodiment of many persons, possessed of such 
good or evil qualities, but not the faithful portrait of one man or woman. 
To say that such an imitation is Aristophanesk, is simply to disguise 
a very ugly, and not even a very artistical, thing, under a not over-nicely 
sounding adjective. 

According to some annotators, Moli(^re meant by Desfonandr^ com- 
pounded of two Greek words, phonos, murder, and andr^, men, a cer- 
tain Dr Elie B<kla, who, at the time when Love is the best Doctor was first 
represented, must have been about seventy years old. He had adopted 
the name of Des Fougerais, and was the favourite physician of the high 
nobility and magistracy. Bom a Protestant, he became a Boman 
Catholic in 1648, is said to have been a regular medical Vicar of Bray, 
and never to have changed his religious or medical opinions, except to 
benefit himself and his family. M. A. Jal, in his Dictionnmre critique, 
pretends that Gu^nault is caricatured in Desfonandrds, because he 
killed so many patients by antimony, and because Desfonandr^ boasts, 
in the third scene of the second act, that he has " an astonishing horse, 
an indefatigable animaL" Now, it was well known in Molidre's time, 
that Gu^nault was the only doctor who always rode on horseback, 
whilst his colleagues went about in carriages, sedan chairs, or on 
foot. 

Bahis (barker), seems to have been intended for Dr Esprit, whose real 
name was Andrd, and who spoke very fast. He had been one of the 
physicians of Cardinal Eichelieu, afterwards of Cardinal Mazarin, and 
finally of Monsieur, brother of the King, and was a declared partizan of 
emetics. According to Raynaud, les M^deciiis au temps de Mclih'e, 1863, 
the physician Brayer is meant by Bahis, chiefly because Bahis is in 
French " braiUeur," shouter, and therefore there is a similarity in name, 
and also because he was one of the four ph^'sicians who held a famous 
consultation at Vuicennes, when Cardinal Mazarin was dying. 

By Macroton (stammerer), it is generally believed that Dr Francois 
Gudnault is meant, because he spoke very slowly. This gentleman was 
one of the best known and most celebrated medical men of the time, and 
had been physician to the Prince de Condd, and then to the Queen. He 
had often professionally attended on the King, and scarcely a man of 
rank fell ill who did not consult him. It is said that he was very fond of 
money, and a declared champion of antimony (see page 132, note 20) ; and, 
through his influence amongst the great, a decided lord amongst doctors. 

Tomds (the bleeder), was intended for Vallot, first ph3rsician to 
the King, with the rank of grand Chamberlain, as well as with 
the hereditary title of Count ; and who exercised supreme juris- 
diction over all the doctors and apothecaries in the kingdom. He 
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kept a Journal de la Santi du Roy (Louis XIV.), published in 
1862, which contains all the recipes "with which Heaven inspired" 
him, to keep the monarch in health. Bleeding and purgatives appear 
to have been the doctor's two favourite remedies. He was a strenuous 
defender of emetics, Peruvian bark and laudanum, and obtained a great 
triumph when he cured, in 1650, Louis XIV., with antimonial wine 
(see note 20, page 132); but became anew the butt of many satires 
and epigrams, on the death of Henrietta of France, Queen of England, 
whom his opponents accused him of having killed by his prescriptions. 

In the chai:acter of Dr Filerin (a friend of death), it is said that 
Moli^ wished to have a hit at the whole medical faculty. Mons. E. 
Sooli^ in the Recherchea atir Motive, states that in Moli^re's time, there 
lived a certain well-known fencing-master, Andrd Fillerin, and that 
therefore, the joke must have been enjoyed by the audience, on hearing 
that name given to a physician who killed his man. 

Love is the best Doctor was, according to the preface, "sketched, 
written off, learned, and acted in five days." It was three times repre- 
sented at Versailles, and played, for the first time, in Paris, on the 22d 
of September 1665, when it was acted twenty-six times consecutively. 

Several English dramatists have borrowed or imitated Molidre's 
comedy. 

The first imitator of Moli^re's Love is the best Doctor is John Lacy, 
who was greatly admired by Pepys ^ and by Charles II., and was an 
excellent low-comedy actor. During the civil wars, he served as lieu- 
tenant in the King's army, and returned to the stage at the Bestoration. 
It has been rumoured that Lacy was a great favourite of Nell Gw}^!, 
and taught her, amongst other things, the art of acting. He lived to an 
advanced age, and died on the 17th of September 1681. He wrote 
several plays, one of which was The Dumb Lady, or the Farrier made 
a Fhyncian, a farce in five acts, performed about 1672, of which 
the main plot is taken from Moli^re*s Mock Doctor, and the catas- 
trophe is borrowed from his Love is the best Doctor, Lacy, who him- 
self most probably played the part of Drench, the farmer, dedicates 
his play to the high-bom and most hopeful Prince Charles, Lord Lim- 
eridi, and Earl of Southampton, the eldest of the three natural sons of 
Charles II., by Barbara Villiers, wife of Koger Palmer, Earl of Castle- 
main, better known as Duchess of Cleveland.* This dedication is 
couched in such high-fiown and fawning language, that I give it here 
as a specimen of what flattery was in the days of Charles II. : 



> See Pepys' Diary, 21st and 22d of May 1662 ; 10th and 12th of June 1668 ; 16th 
of April, Ist of May, and 13th of August 1667 ; and 28th of April 1668. 

« This dignity was conferred upon her, according to Collini Peerage, on account 
of the high opinion Charles II. entertained of her "personal virtues.*' For a 
ffSwtiliU' high opinion entertained by Louis XIV., the latter made a duchem of 
MmdemoiHelle de la Valliere.— See Introductory Notice to the PriiuxuqfElu, note 
68, page 23. 

III. N 
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" Great Sib, — ^When I beg^an to write this dedication my hand shookj a fear 
possesflod me, and I trembled ; my pen fell from me, and my whole frame 
grew disordered, as if blasted with some sudden upstart comet. Such awe and 
reverence waits on dignity, that I now find it fit for me to wish I had been re- 
fused the honour of my dedication, rather than undertake a task so much too 
great for me. How shall I excuse this bold and saucy fault f How shall my 
mean, unworthy pen render you your attributes ? Now I find prebiimption is a 
■in indeed. I have given myself a wound beyond the cure of common men : heal 
me, then, great sir ; for where princes touch, the ciu*e is infallible. And now, 
since you so graciously have received my Farrier, who dares say he is no Physician f 
When you vouchsafe to caU him Doctor, he has commenced, and from your month 
he has taken his degree ; for what you say is, and ought to be. Such a power is 
due to you from the greatness of your blood. I and my abject muse had perished 
but for you ; and in such distress whither should we flee for shelter but to him 
that has power to spread his wings and cover us. And you have done it gener- 
ously. Yet am I not to wonder at this virtue in you, since your high birth can do 
no less for you than to make you good ; and you are so. And may that goodness 
and humility which so early appears in you increase to a full perfection I May 
your virtues prove as beautiful as your person ! May they still endeavour to 
out-vie each other, yet neither obtain, but still walk hand in hand till your virtues 
in you be reverenced by all mankind, and your lovely person honoured by all 
women ; and so may you continue to a long and happy life. But I need not wish 
this, nor the world doubt it, for already you're posseeoed of all those virtues that 
men hereafter may reasonably expect from you ; for, being supported with 
majesty of one side, and with so admired and beautiful a mother on the other, 
besides her great and honourable birth, on such sure foundations you cannot fail 
our hopes ; and that you never may, shall be for ever the prayers of your most 
faithful and most obedient servant, JoHir Lact." 

Mrs Aphra Behn (See Introductory Notice to Pretention Young 
Ladies, VoL I., page 216) haa, in Sir Patient Fancy — ^an imitation, 
partly of Moli^re'a Malade Imaginairey and of M, de Pourceaugnac, 
and acted at the Duke^s Theatre, 1678 — borrowed and amplified all the 
scenes of Love is the best Doctor, in which the physicians consult. But 
the patient to be cured is a hypochondriac, and not a young girl ; Sir 
Patience himself is present at the consultation, and the doctor's names 
are also altered to Turboon, Amsterdam, Leyden, Brunswick, and Sir 
Credulous. 

As a second imitation of Lot^ is the best Doctor I have to mention 
" The Quacks, or Lov^s the Physician, as it was acted (after being twice 
forbid) at the Theatre-Koyal in Drury Lane (March 18th, 1705), by Mr 
Swiney. Quod libet, licet. London, Printed for Benj. Bragg, at the 
Blew BaU in Avemary Lane, 1705.*' In the Preface, Swiney states that 
" this Play was to be stifled because the other House were to Act one 
upon the same Subject," and that " the hints of this Play were taken 
from a petit piece of Moliere call'd L' Amour M^decin," but " I can't 
stile it a translation, the Doctor's part being intirely new, much of the 
other characters alter'd, and the Contrivance somewhat Chang'd." He 
ends by saying that " the Noise of these Scenes Alarm'd the Licencer, 
who generally destroys with as much Distinction as the old Woman in 
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Don Qoixofs LibTary.** Swiney harps on the same string in the Pro- 
logne, bj saying : 

" Let every Qaack be Comforted to-Night, 
Care has been taken that he sball not Bite." 

The play is, for the most part, a bad translation of Moliere's play, with 
a few alterations and additions which do not improve it. The scene of 
Sganarelle and his advisers is left out ; while a nurse and two servant- 
men, Hany and Edward, are needlessly introduced. The doctor's names 
are changed into Medley, Caudle, Tickle Pulse, Novice, Eefugee, and 
their conversation is slightly altered. In the end, Clitandre and Lucinda, 
who have been really married by a priest disguised as a footman, 
acknowledge their deceit, and are forgiven. 

James MiUer (See Introductory Notice to The Pretentioui Young 
LadiUj YoL I., page 215) wrote a comedy. Art and Naiure^ acted 
at the Theatre Boyal, Drury Lane, 1738 ; and, according to Baker's 
Biognqihia Dramatical the principal scenes in this play are founded on 
the Arlequin Sauvage of M. De Tlsle and Le Flatteur of Bousseau. But 
it met with no success, because the Templars had taken an imreason- 
able prejudice against Miller, on account of his farce of The Coffee House, 
in which they thought themselves attacked, and seem to have been deter- 
mined to condemn any piece known to be his. Miller has imitated the 
firsts second, fifth, and sixth scenes of the first act of Love is the best 
Doctor, In his Preface to the Bight Honourable the Lady .... Miller 

states, " that he never knew a Play destroyed with so much Art 

But in Paris there is an Academy founded for the Encouragement of 
Wit and Learning, so in London, it is said, there is a Society established 
for the Demolition of them.'* He also sa)^s in the Prologue, that he 
hopes there is none in the theatre, '' who*d aim. Thro' Wantonness of 
Heart, to blast his Fame.** 

Another translation of Molidre's play, under the title of Love is the 
Doctor, was performed as a comedy in one act, at Lincoln's Inn Fields, 
on April 4, 1734, for the benefit of the author, but has never been 
printed. 

Bickerstaffe (See Introductory Notice to The School for Wives, Vol. 
II., page 144), in Dr Last in his Chariot — an imitation of Molidre's 
Mcdade IiMiginaire, acted at the Haymarket, 1769 — acknowledges 
his obligation to Mr Foote for a whole scene in the first act, the 
consultation of the physicians. This acknowledgment is certainly a 
proof of Bickerstaffe's gratitude, but none of his reading ; otherwise he 
might have discovered that Foote had simply taken it from Moli^re's 
Love it the best Doctor, and considerably enlarged it ; the doctors are 
called Coffin, Skeleton, Bulruddery, and of course Doctor Last 

We have given in Jthe Appendix all the imitations from Molidre. 



DRAMATIS PERSONuE. 



Comedy. 



IN THE PROLOGUE. 



Music. 



The Ballet (Dancing). 



IN THE COMEDY. 



Sganarelle, father to Lucinde,^ 
Clitandre, in love with Lucinde. 
M. Guillaume, dealer in hang- 
ings. 
M. JossE, goldsmith. 
M. Tom£s, physician. 

M. DESFONANDRte, ,. 

M. Macroton, „ 



M. Bahis, physician. 
M. Filerin, „ 
A Notary. 

Champagne, Sganardle's servant. 
Lucinde, dauglUer of Sganarelle. 
Aminta, Sganarelle' s neighbour. 
LucRETU, Sganarelle' s niece. 
Lisette, maid to Lucinde. 



IN THE BALLET. 



First Entry. 

Champagne, Sganardle's servant, 

dancing. 
Four Physictans, dancing. 



Second Entry. 

A Quack, singing. 
Trivelins and Scaramouches,* 
dancing in the suite of the quack. 



Third Entry. 
Comedy. | Music. | The Ballet. 

Sports, Laughter, and Pleasures, dancing. 

Scen«— Paris, in one of the Rooms of Sganarelle's House. 



^ It is more than probable that Moli^re played this part. In the inventory 
taken after hia death, and given by M. £. Souli^, we Hud ''a box with clothes for 
the representation of the AfedecitUf — for this was the name often given to Love is the 
btstlktetorhy Moli^re's contemporaries, — consisting in a doublet of common satin, 
cut out on golden roc (^), cloak and breeches of velvet, with a gold ground, 
adorned with a loop and buttons." 

^ Tiberio Fiorilh, an Italian actor, was bom near Naples in 1608, and died 
rt Paris on the 8th of December 1694. He was much liked by Louis XIV., and 
acted the character of Scaramouch, a braggart, a poltroon, and a fool, always 
dressed in black, with a large white collar. In Italian, a skirmish is called tcarra- 
muccia; hence perhaps the name. Isaac Disraeli in his excellent chapter "The 
Pantomimical Cnaracters " in the Curiosities of Literature, says : " When Charles 
V. entered Italy, a Spanish captain was introduced ; a dreadful man he was too, if 
we are to be frightened bv names : Sangre e Fueyol and Matamoro / His business 
was to deal in Spanish rnodomontades, to kick out the native Italian Capitan, in 
compliment to the Spaniards, and then to take a quiet caning from Harlequin, in 
compliment to themselves, when the Spaniards lost their influence in Italy, the 
Spanish Captain was turned into Scaramouch, who still wore the Spanish dress, 
and was perpetually in a panic. The Italians could only avenge themselves on 
the SpaniarcU in pantomime." 
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{V AMOUR MiDEClN.) 



PROLOGUE. 
Comedy, Music, The Ballet. 

Comedy. Let us our fruitless quarrels banish. 

Each other's talents not by turns dispute : 
But greater glory to attain 
This day of all let be our aim. 
Let us all three unite with matchless zeal 
The greatest King on earth with pleasure to 
provide. 

The three together. Let us all three unite with matchless 

zeal 
The greatest King on earth with 
pleasure to provide. 

Comedy. From toils more irksome than can be imagined. 
Amongst us, now and then, he comes to 

unbend, 
Can greater glory, greater pleasure be our 
share? 

The three together. Let us all three unite with matchless 

zeal 
The greatest King on earth with 
pleasure to provide.^ 

— 

^ The Prologue ia in the original in verse. 
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[ACT L SCENE I. 

SgANABKLLE, AMINTA, LuCRETIA, M. QUILLAUME, 

M. JOSSE.^ 

Sgan, What a strange thing is life ! and well may I 
say with a great ancient philosopher, that he who has 
much land has also strife/ and misfortune seldom comes 
alone. I had but one wife, and she is dead. 

M, On. And, pray, how many would you have ? 

Sgan. She is dead, friend Guillaume. I take this 
loss very much to heart, and I cannot think of it without 
tears. I was not altogether satisfied with her behaviour, 
and we often quarrelled ; but, after all, death settles every- 
thing. She is dead ; I bewail her. If she were alive, we 
would very likely quarrel Of all the children God sent me, 
He has left me but one daughter, and it is she who is the 
cause of all my trouble ; for I see her plunged in the most 
dismal melancholy, the greatest sadness, of which there is 
no way of getting rid, and the cause of which I cannot even 
learn. I declare I am at my wit's end, and am very much 
in want of good advice about it. [To Lucretia] You are 
my niece ; [To Amintd] you my neighbour ; [To M. GuH- 
lauToe and if. Josae] you my companions and friends : tell 
me, I pray, what I am to do. 

M. Jo. As for me, I think that finery and dress are the 
things which please young girls most ; and if I were you, I 
should buy her, this very day, a handsome set of diamonds, 
or rubies, or emeralds. 

it. On. And I, if I were in your place, I would buy her 
a beautiful set of hangings, with a landscape, or some 



• See Appendix, Note A. 

^ It was not an ancient philosopher who said this. It ia simply a 
wise saw of the Middle Ages, common to the French and the Italians, 
qui terre a guerre a and chi compra terra compra guerrcL 
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figures in them, and I should have them hung up in her 
room to cheer her spirits and to please her eyes. 

Amin. As for me, I would not take so much trouble ; 
I would marry her well, and as quickly as I could, to that 
young man who asked her hand some time ago, as I have 
been told. 

Luc, And I, I think your daughter is not at all fit to 
be married. She has too delicate and unhealthy a consti- 
tution, and it is almost sending her wilfully and speedily to 
the next world, to expose her to bear children in the state she 
is in. The busy world does not suit her at all, and I would 
advise you to put her in a convent, where she will find 
some amusements more to her taste. 

Sgan, All this advice is certainly admirable, but I think 
it rather interested, and I find that you are giving it very 
much for your own benefit. You are a goldsmith, M. Josse ; 
and your advice savours of a man who wants to get rid 
of his wares. You sell hangings, M. Guillaume, and you 
look to me as if you had some which you would fain part 
with. The young man whom you are in love with, fair 
neighbour, is, I have been told, the very one who is some- 
what fietvourably disposed towards my daughter ; and you 
would not be sorry to see her the wife of another. And 
as for you, my dear niece, it is not my intention, as is well 
known, to allow my daughter to get married at all, for 
reasons best known to myself ; but your advice to make a 
nun of her is that of a woman who might charitably wish 
to become my sole heiress. Therefore, ladies and gentlemen, 
although your counsels be the best in the world, with your 
permission, I shall not follow a single one of them. [Alone] 
So much for those fashionable advisers. 
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SCENE II. 

LUCINDE, SgANARELLE.® 

Sgan, Ah, here is my daughter come to take a breath 
of air. She does not see me. She is sighing ; she looks 
up to the sky. [To Lucinde] May Heaven protect you ! 
Good morning, my darling. Well, what is the matter ? 
How do you feel ? What ! always so sad and so melan- 
choly, and you will not tell me what ails you ? Come, 
open your little heart to me. There, my poor pet, come 
and tell your little thoughts to your little fond papa. Keep 
your spirits up. Let me give you a kiss. Come. [Aside] It 
makes me wild to see her in that humour. [To Lucvnde] 
But tell me, do you wish to kill me with displeasure ; and 
am I not to know the reason of this great listlessness ? 
Tell me the cause, and I promise that I shall do everything 
for you. Yes, if you will only tell me why you are so sad, 
I assure you and swear on this very spot, that I shall leave 
nothing undone to please you ; I cannot say more. Are 
you jealous because one of your companions is better 
dressed than yourself, and is it some new-fashioned stuff of 
which you want a dress ? No. Is your room not furnished 
nicely enough, and do you wish for one of those cabinets 
from St Laurent's Fair ?^ It is not that. Do you feel 
inclined to take lessons in something, and shall I get you a 
master to teach you how to play upon the harpsichord ? No, 
not that either. Are you in love with some one, and do you 
wish to be married ? [Lucinde gives an affirmative sign.^ 

' See Appendix, Note B. 

^ In Le Tracas de Paris, the Hubbub of Paris, described in burlesque 
verses by F. Colletet, written in 1665, and re-edited by the bibliophile 
Jacob in 1859, I find a long and not very poetical description of 
this fair, which seems to have been frequented, if not by bad, at 
at least by very mixed company. Formerly this fair lasted only eight 
days, then three weeks, and finally three months ; it was probably held 
in Moli^re's time where the church St Laurent is now (1876), Boulevard 
de Strasbourg. 
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SCENE III. 

Sganarelle, Lucinde, Lisette. 

Lis. Well ! sir, you have just been talking to your 
daughter. Have you found out the cause of her melan- 
choly ? 

Sgan. No. She is a hussy who enrages me. 

Lis. Let me manage it, sir ; I shall pump her a little. 

Sgan. There is no occasion ; and since she prefers to be 
in this mood, I am inclined to let her remain in it. 

Lis. Let me manage it, I tell you. Perhaps she will 
open her heart more freely to me than to you. How now ! 
Madam,^*^ you will not tell us what ails you, and you wish 
to grieve everyone around you ? You ought not to be- 
have as you do, and if you have any objection to explain 
yourself to a father, you ought to have none to open 
your heart to me. Tell me, do you wish anything from 
him ? He has told us more than once that he will spare 
nothing to satisfy you. Does he not allow you all the 
freedom you could wish for ? And do pleasure parties 
and feasts not tempt you ? Say ! has anyone displeased 
you ? Say ! have you not some secret liking for some one 
to whom you would wish your father to marry you ? 
Ah ! I begin to understand you ; that is it ? Why the 
deuce so many compliments ? Sir, the secret is found out, 
and .... 

Sgan. [Interruptvng her] Go, ungrateful girl ; I do 
not wish to speak to you any more, and I leave you in 
your obstinacy. 

Luc. Dear father, since you wished me to tell you . . . 



^® Lisette addresses Lucinde as "Madam'' in the presence of her 
father. This seems to me to be ironical, as Madam was used only 
in speaking to ladies of high nobility (see Prefatori/ Memoir j Vol. I., 
page XXX., note 16.) When later, in Clitandre, the lover calls her by 
that same name, it appears to me to be done as a piece of flattery. 
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Sgan. Yes, I am losing all my regard for you. 

Lis. Her sadness, sir . . . 

Sgan. She is a hussy who wishes to drive me to my 
grave. 

Luc, But, father, I am willing . 

Sgan. That is not a fit reward for having brought you 

up as I have done. 

Lis, But, Sir. . . . 

Sgan. No, I am in a terrible rage with her. 

Liu?. But, father. . . . 

Sgan. I do not love you any longer. 

Lis. But. . . . 

Sgan. She is a slut. 

Luc. But . . . 

Sgan. An ungrateful girl. 

Lis. But. . . . 

Sga/n. A hussy who will not tell me what is the matter 
with her. 

Lis. It is a husband she wants. 

Sgan. [Pretending not to hear] I have done with her. 

Lis. A husband. 

Sgan. I hate her. 

Lis. A husband. 

Sgan. And disown her as my daughter. 

Lis. A husband. 

Sgan, Do not speak to me any more about her. 

Lis. A husband. 

Sgan. Speak no more to me about her. 

Lis. A husband. 

Sgan. Speak no more to me about her. 

Lis. A husband, a husband, a husband. 
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SCENE IV. 
LUCINDE, LiSETTE. 

Lis, True enough, none so deaf as those who will not 
hear. 

Luc. Well, Lisette, I was wrong to hide my grief ! I had 
but to speak to get all I wished from my father ! You 
see now. 

Lis. Upon my word, he is a disagreeable man ; and I 
confess that it would give me the greatest pleasure to play 
him some trick. But how is it, Madam, that, till now, you 
have kept your grief from me ? 

LxLC. Alas ! what would have been the use of telling you 
before ? and would it not have been quite as well if I had 
kept it to myself all my life ? Do you think that I have 
not foreseen all which you see now, that I did not thoroughly 
know the sentiments of my father, and that when he refused 
my hand to my lover's friend, who came to ask for it in his 
name, he had not crushed every hope in my heart ? 

Lis. What 1 this stranger, who asked for your hand, is 
the one whom you. . . . 

Luc. Perhaps it is not altogether modest in a girl to ex- 
plain herself so freely ; but, in short, I tell you candidly, 
that, were I allowed to wish for any one, it is he whom I 
should choose. We have never had any conversation together, 
and his lips have never avowed the love he has for me ; 
but, in every spot where he had a chance of seeing me, his 
looks and his actions have always spoken so tenderly, and his 
asking me in marriage seems to me so very honourable, that 
my heart has not been able to remain insensible to his 
passion ; and yet, you see to what the harshness of my 
father is likely to bring all this tenderness. 

Lis. Let me manage it. Whatever reason I have to 
blame you for the secret you kept from me, I shall not fail 
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to serve your love ; and, provided you have sufficient resolu- 
tion 

Lac. But what am I to do against a father's authority ? 
And if he will not relent. . . . 

Lis. Come, come, you must not allow yourself to be led 
like a goose, and provided it be done honourably, we can free 
ourselves from a father s tyranny. What does he wish you 
to do ? Are you not of an age to be married, and does 
he think you are made of marble ? Once more, bear up, I 
shall take in hand your love-affair, and from this very 
moment do all I can to favour it, and you shall see that I 
know some stratagems. . . . But I see your father. Let 
us go iu, and leave me to act 

SCENE V, 

SUANARELLE, olone. 

It is good sometimes to pretend not to hear things, which 
one hears only too well ; and I have done wisely to ward off 
the declaration of a wish which I have no intention of satis- 
fying. Was there ever a greater piece of tyranny than this 
custom to which they wish to subject all fathers ; anything 
more preposterous and ridiculous than to amass great wealth 
by hard work, and to bring up a girl with the utmost tender- 
ness and care, in order to strip one s self of the one and of 
the other, for the benefit of a man who is nothing to us ? 
No, no, I laugh at that custom, and I mean to keep my 
wealth and my daughter to myself. 

SCENE VL 
Sganarelle, Lisette.^^ 

Lis. [Running on to the stage, and pretending not to see 
Sganarelle} Oh ! what a misfortune ! Oh ! what a calamity ! 
Poor Mr Sganarelle ! where can I find him ? 

* * See Appendix, Note C. 
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8gan, [Aside] What does she say ? 

Lis, [StUl running abottt] Oh ! wretched father ! what 
will you do when you hear this news ? 

Sgan. [Aside] What can it be ? 

Lis. My poor mistress ! 

Sgan. I am undone ! 

Lis. Ah ! f 

Sgan. [Running after Lisette] Lisette ! 

Lis. What a misfortune ! 

Sgan. Lisette ! 

Lis. What an accident ! 

Sgan. Lisette ! 

Lis. What a calamity ! ■ 

Sgan. Lisette ! 

Lis. Oh, Sir ! 

Sgan. What is the matter ? 

Lis. Sir ! 

Sgan. What has happened ? 

Lis. Your daughter ... 12 

Sgan. Oh ! Oh ! 

Lis. Do not cry in such a way, sir. You will make 
me laugh. 

Sgan. Tell me quickly. 

Lis. Your daughter, overcome by your words, and see- 
ing how dreadfully angry you were with her, went quietly 
up to her room, and, driven by despair, opened the window 
that looks out upon the river. 

Sgan. Well! 

Lis. Then, casting her looks up to Heaven: No, said 
she, it is impossible for me to live under my father's anger, 
and as he disowns me for his child, I shall die. 

'* Molid're hjus also employed the begiimiiig of tliis scene in Th« 
Roffueries of Scapin. (See VoL VI.) 
III. O 
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Sgan. She has thrown herself out of the window ? 

Lis. No, sir. She gently closed it, and lay down upon 
her bed. There she began to cry bitterly ; all at once she 
turned pale, her eyes rolled about, her strength failed her, 
and she became stiff in my arms. 

Sgan. Oh, my child I She is dead ? 

Lis. No, sir. I pinched her till she came to herself 
again ; but she relapses every moment, and I believe she 
will not live out the day.^^ 

Sgan. Champagne ! Champagne ! Champagne ! 

SCENE VIL 

SOANARELLE, CHAMPAGNE, LiSETTE. 

Sgan. Quick, go and fetch me some doctors, and bring a 
lot of tbem.^^ One cannot have too many in a crisis like 
this. Oh my daughter ! my poor child ! 

FIRST ENTRY.^^ 

Champagne, servant to SganardU, knocks, dancing, at 
the doors of four Physicians^ 

The four Physicians dance, and ceremoniously enter into 
SganareUe's house. 

" See Appendix, Note D. 

** Compare Shakspeare's Second Part of King Henry IV. (Act ii, 
Scene 1), when Fang, being kept off by Falstaff and Bardolph, ahoats 
'' A rescue I a rescue ! " and Hostess quickly exclaims, '' Grood people, 
bring a rescue or two ! " 

1^ The original has erUre-actre, which might perhaps have been 
translated by " interlude." 
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ACT 11. SCENE L 

Sganarelle, Lisette.^*^ 

Lis. What do you want with four physicians, sir ? Is 
one not enough to kill one person ? 

Sgan. Hold your tongue. Four heads are better than 
one. 

Lis. Cannot your daughter die well enough without 
the assistance of those gentlemen ? 

Sgan. Do you think people die through having 
physicians ? 

Lis. Undoubtedly ; and I knew a man who maintained 
— and proved it, too, by excellent reasons — that we should 
never say. Such a one has died of a fever, or from inflam- 
mation of the lungs, but. Such a one has died of four 
physicians and two apothecaries. 

Sgan. Hush ! do not oflFend those gentlemen. 

Lis. Upon my word, sir, our cat had a narrow escape 
from a leap he took, a little while ago, from the top of the 
house into the street ; he was three days without eating, 
and unable to wag head or foot ; but it is very lucky that 
there are no cat doctors, else it would have been all over 
with him, for they would have physicked and bled him. 

Sgan, Will you hold your tongue when I bid you ? 
What next ! Here they are. 

Lie. Look out; you are going to be finely edified. 
They will tell you in Latin that your daughter is ill. 



*° See Ai)pendijc, Note E. 
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SCENE IL 
MM. TOMfeS, DESFONANDRfcS, MaCROTON, BaHIS, 

Sganarelle, Lisette.^^ 

Sgan, Well, gentlemen ? 

M. To. We have examined the patient suflSciently, and 
undoubtedly there is a great deal of impurity in her. 

8gan. Is ray daughter impure ? 

Jf. To, I mean to say that there is a great deal of im- 
purity in her system, and much corrupt matter. 

Sgan, Ah ! I understand you now. 

M, To. But . . . We are going to consult together. 

Sgan. Come, hand some chairs. 

Lis. [To M. Tom^l Ah ! sir, are you with them ! 

Sgan. [To Liseite] How do you know this gentleman ? 

Lis. From having seen him the other day at a dear 
friend's of your niece. 

M. To. How is her coachman ? 

Lis. Very well indeed. He is dead. 

M. To. Dead ? 

Lis. Yes. 

M. To. That cannot be. 

Lis. I do not know whether it can be or not; but I 
know well enough that it is. 

M. To. He cannot be dead, I tell you. 

Lis. And I tell you, that he is dead and buried. 

M. To. You are mistaken. 

Lis. I have seen him. 

it. To. It is impossible. Hippocrates says that these 
sorts of diseases end only on the fourteenth or twenty-first 
day ; and he has been ill only six. 

Lis. Hippocrates may say what he likes ; but the 
coachman is dead. 



17 See Apixjndix. Note F. 
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Sgan. Peace ! chatterbox. Come, let us leave this room. 
Gentlemen, I pray you to consult carefully. Although it is 
not the custom to pay beforehand, yet, for fear I should forget 
it, and to have done with it, here is . . . 

[He hands them some m^oney, and each one, on 
receiving it, Tiiakes a different gesture.] 

SCENE III. 

MM. Desfonandr^s, ToMfcs, Macroton, Bahis [They all 

sit down and begin to cough]. 

M. Des, Paris is marvellously large, and one has to take 
long journeys when business is a little brisk. 

M. To. I am glad to say that I have got a wonderful 
mule for that ; and that one would hardly believe what a 
deal of ground he takes me over daily. 

M. Des. I have got an astonishing horse, and it is an 
indefatigable animal. 

M. To. Do you know the ground my mule has been over 
to-day ? I have been, first, close by the Arsenal ; from the 
Arsenal, to the end of the faubourg Saint-Germain ; from the 
faubourg Saint-Germain, to the lower part of the Marais ; 
from the lower part of the Marais, to the Porte Saint- 
Honor^; from the Porte Saint-Honor^, to the faubourg Saint- 
Jacques ; from the faubourg Saint-Jacques, to the Porte de 
Richelieu ; from the Porte de Richelieu, here ; and from 
here, I have yet to go to the Place Royale.^® 

M. Des. My horse has done all that to-day ; and, besides, 
I have been to see a patient at Ruel.^^ 



1® M. Tom^s states, in detail, that he has been from one end of Paris 
to the other. 

^9 Ruel, a village on the road to Saint Germain, was at that time 
(1665) a very fashionable residence ; the Cardinal de Richelieu had a 
country seat there, under Louis XIII. 
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M, To. But, by the bye, which side do you take in 
the quarrel between the two physicians Theophrastus and 
Artemius ? for it is a matter that divides our profession. 

M, Des. I ? I am for Artemius. 

M. To. So am I. It is true that his advice killed the 
patient, as we have experienced, and that Theophrastus's 
was certainly much better ; but the latter is wrong in the 
circumstances, and ought not to have been of a different 
opinion from his senior. What do you say ? 

M. Des. Certainly. We ought at all times to preserve 
the professional etiquette, whatever may happen. 

M. To. For my part, I am excessively strict on that 
subject, except among friends. The other day three of 
us were called in to consult with an outsider;*® but I 
stopped the whole affair, and would hold no consultation 
unless things were conducted according to etiquette. The 
people of the house did what they could and the case grew 
worse ; but I would not give way, and the patient bravely 
died during the contention. 

M. Dea. It is highly proper to teach people how to be- 
have, and to show them their inexperience.^^ 

JU. To. A dead man is but a dead man, and of very 
little consequence ; but professional etiquette neglected does 
great harm to the whole body of physicians.** 

SCENE IV. 

SOANARELLE, MM. TOMfeS, DESFONANDRfeS, MaCROTOK, 

Bahis.*^ 

Sgan. Gentlemen, my daughter is growing worse ; I 
beg you to tell me quickly what you have decided on. 

^ A physician, who had not taken his degree in Paris, was called 
" an outsider," un m^dedn de dehors. 
21 The original has leur montrer leur becjaune. See page 127, note 15. 
w See Appendix, Note G. 
^ See Appendix, Note H. 



8C. IV.] LOVE IS THE BEST DOCTOR. 215 

M. To. [To M, BesfonaTidris] The word is with you. 
Sir. 

if. Des. No, Sir ; it is for you to speak if you please. 

M, To, You are jesting. 

Jf . Des. I shall not speak first. 

M. To. Sir. 

M. Dea. Sir. 

8gan. For mercy's sake, gentlemen, drop these cere- 
monies, and consider that matters are urgent. 

[They all four apeak at the same time,'] 

M. To. Your daughter's complaint . . . 

M. Des. The opinion of all those gentlemen . . . 

M. Mac. After hav-ing care-fully consi-dered. . . . 

M. Ba. In order to deduce . . . 

Sgan. Ah ! gentlemen, one at a time, pray . . . 

M, To. Sir, we have duly argued upon your daughter s 
complaint, and my own opinion is, that it proceeds from the 
overheating Df the blood, consequently, I would have her 
bled as soon as possible. 

M. Des. And I say that her illness arises from a putre- 
faction of humours, caused by a too great repletion ; conse- 
quently I would have her given an emetic. 

M. To. I maintain that an emetic will kill her. 

M. Des. And I, that bleeding will be the death of her. 

M. To. It is like you to set up for a clever man ! 

M. Des. Yes, it is like me ; and I can, at any rate, cope 
with you in all kinds of knowledge. 

M. To. Do you recollect the man you killed a few days 
ago? 

M. Des. Do you recollect the lady you sent to the other 
world three days ago ? 

M. To. [To Sganarelle] I have given you my opinion. 

M. Des. [To Sganarelle] I have told you what I 
think. 
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M. To. If you do not have your daughter bled directly, 
she is a dead woman. [Exit 

Jf. Des. If you have her bled, she wiD not be alive a 
quarter of an hour afterwards. [Exit 

SCENE r. 

SOAXABELLE, MM. MaCROTOX, BaHIS.^* 

Sgan, Which of the two am I to believe ? and who 
can decide amidst such conflicting opinions ? Gentlemen^ I 
beseech you to guide me, and to tell me, dispassionately, 
the best means of relieving my daughter. 

M. Mac. [Drawling out his xvords] Sir, in these kind-of- 
ca-ses, one must pro-ceed ve-ry care-fully, and do no-thing 
in-con-si-der-ate-ly, as the say-ing is ; the more so, as the 
mis-takes one may make, ac-cord-ing to our mas-ter Hip-po- 
cra-tes, have the most fat-al con-se-quen-ces. 

M. Ba. [Jerking ovi his words hastily] That is tnie 
enough, one must take great care what one does ; for this is 
not child's play ; and, when a mistake has been made, it is 
not easy to rectify it, nor make good what one has spoilt : 
experinientwm periculosum. It is, therefore, as well to 
argue beforehand, to weigh things duly, to consider the con- 
stitution of people, to examine the causes of the complaint, 
and to decide upon the remedies to be adopted. 

Sgan, [Aside] One moves like a tortoise, while the 
other gallops like a post-horse. 

M. Mac. Yes, sir, to come to the fact, I find that your 
daugh-ter has a chro-nic dis-ease, to which she will suc- 
cumb if re-lief be not giv-en to her, the more as the sjrmp- 
toms give in-di-ca-tions of e-mit-ting fu-li-gi-nous and mor- 
di-cant ex-ha-la-tions which ir-ri-tate the ce-re-bral mem- 
branes. And these va-pours, which in Greek we call 



'^* See Appendix, Note I. 
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At-Toos, are caus-ed by pu-trid, te-na-ci-ous, and con-glu- 
ti-nous hu-mours, which have ag-glo-mer-at-ed in the 
ab-do-men.^^ 

M. Ba. And as these humours were engendered there 
by a long succession of time, they have become hardened, 
and have assumed those malignant fumes that rise towards 
the region of the brain. 

Jf, Jfoo. Con-se-quent-ly, in or-der to with-draw, to de- 
tach, to loos-en, to ex-pel, to e-va-cu-ate these said 
hu-mours, a ve-ry strong pur-ga-tive is ne-ces-sa-ry. But 
first of all, I think it as well, and it will not cause any 
in-con-ve-ni-ence, to em-ploy some lit-tle a-no-dyne me-di- 
ci-nes, that is to say, small e-mol-li-ent and de-ter-sive in- 
jec-ti-ons, re-fresh-ing ju-leps and sy-rups, which may be 
mix-ed with her bar-ley wa-ter. 

M. Ba, After that, we will come to the purgatives, and 
to the bleeding, which we shall repeat, if necessary. 

J/. Mac. We do not say that your daugh-ter may not 
die for all this ; but you will at least have the sa-tis-fac- 
tion of hav-ing done some-thing, and the con-so-la-tion of 
know-ing that she died ac-cord-ing to rule. 

M. Ba. It is better to die according to rule than to 
recover in violation of it. 

M. Mac. We have sin-ce-re-ly told you our o-pi-ni-ons. 

M. Ba. And we have spoken to you as to our own 
brother. 

Sgan. [To M. Macrotan, drawling out his worda] I am 
hum-bly o-bli-ged to you. [To M. Bahis, sputtering'] And I 
am very much obliged fxy you for the trouble you have taken. 

^* Tliis is the theory of "the humours" then in vogue amongst 
physicians. According to them, every disease arose from a superabun- 
dance of humours, which were either in too great quantity or of too bad 
a quality ; the first was called plethora, and was supposed to be cured 
by copious bleedings ; against the second, cacochymia, a frequent use of 
purgatives was recommended. 
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SCENE VI. 
Sganarelle, (done. 

Here I am, a little more in the dark than I was before.-^ 
Zounds. I have got an idea ! I will buy some Onietan,-" 
and I will make her take it. Orvietan is a kind of remedy 
that has done a great deal of good to many. Soho ! 

SCENE VI L 
Sganarelle, a Quack. 

Sgan, Will you. Sir, kindly give me a box of your 
Orvietan, for which I shall pay you. 



* The result of the consultation of the physicians is the same for 
Sganarelle as, in the Phormio (ii., 4) of Terence, the result of the consul- 
tation of the three lawyers Cratinus, Hegio, Crito. Demiphon, after 

hearing it, cries out, ** Jneertior sum mvUo quam dudum I am 

much more uncertain than before." 

^ Towards the year 1639, a quack began to sell, on the Pont-Neuf in 
Paris, specifics against all maladies, and especially an antidote, the 
Orvietan, so called because it was prepared by a certain doctor Lupi, at 
Orvieto, a town in Italy. His real name was Jacques Ovyn, and he 
liad a brother, a clergyman, who, as well as himself, was odled de V 
OroUtan ; hence Jal, in his Dictionnaire critique^ supposes that their 
father must already have sold this electuary. His probable successor 
was Christoforo Contugi, who called himself ** Antidotaire du Boi" and 
who, according to Guy-Patin, bribed twelve Paris physicians, who had 
afterwards to ask their pardon from the Faculty of Paris, to give him a 
certificate. According to a note of M. Pauly, in the edition of Moliere, 
published by M. Lemerre, Paris, Vol. IV., Orvietan was an antidote, of 
which the secret was communicated, in 1560, by Cardinal Deodati to 
hia apothecary, Martin Guerche. It was then called antitan^ which 
means antidote of the time. It was named Orvietan by Hieronimo 
Feranti, a native of Orvieto, whose successor, Giovanni Yitrario, trans- 
mitted the recipe for it to his son-in-law, Christoforo Contugi, who sold 
it at Paris, in virtue of a royal privilege, dated 9th April 1647. In tlie 
thirteenth chapter of KenUworth, Sir Walter Scott describes how Way- 
land successfully endeavoured to collect materials for making the 
Orvietan, or Venice treacle, as it was sometimes called, — imderstood to 
be a sovereign remedy against i)oison. 



<^ 
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Quack [Sings] The gold of all climes which by the ocean 

are bound 
Can e'er it repay this important secret 1 
My remedy cures, by its excellence rare, 
More complaints than are counted up in 
a whole year : 
The itch, the mange, the sdirf, the fever, the plague. 
The gout, the small-pox, ruptures, the measles. 
Great power possesses my Orvietan. 
Sgan. Sir, I am willing to believe that all the gold in 
the world could not pay for your remedy ! but here is a 
piece of thirty sous, which you will take, if you please. 
Quack. [Sings] Admire how good I am. For a few 

paltry pence, 
I dispense freely such marvellous treasure. 
With this you may brave, quite devoid of 

all fear, 
All the ills to which mortals are subject 
down here : 
The itch, the mange, the scurf, the fever, the plague. 
The gout, the small-pox, ruptures, the measles. 
Great power possesses my Orvietan. 

SECOND ENTRY. 

Several Trivelins ** and Scaramouches, servants of the 

quack, come in danxiing. 



" Domenico Lucatelli, was an Italian comedian, who died in 1671, 
and acted at Paris the part of Trivelin, a kind of harlequin. See also 
VoL T., page 213, note 3. 
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ACT III. SCENE L 

MM. FiLERIN, ToMtS, DfiSFONANDRfeS. 

3f. F'd, Are you not ashamed, gentlemen, for men of 
your age to show so little discrimination, and to quarrel 
like young madcaps ? Do you not plainly see the harm 
which these kinds of disputes do us with the world ? and 
is it not sufficient that the learned perceive the dissensions 
and differences between our contemporaries and the old 
masters of our craft, without reveaUng to the public, by our 
quarrels and bickerings, the boasting of our art ? As for 
me, I do not at all understand the mischievous policy of 
some of our brethren ; and it must be admitted that all 
these controversies have somewhat strangely disparaged us, 
and that, if we are not careful, we shall ruin ourselves. I 
do not say so for my own interest, for, Heaven be praised, 
my little affairs are already settled. Whether it blows, rains, 
or hails, those who are dead are dead, and I have sufficient 
to be independent of the living ; yet all these disputes do 
physic no good. Since Heaven has done us the favour, that, 
for so many centuries, people remain infatuated with us, let 
us not open their eyes by our extravagant cabals, and let us 
take advantage of their folly as quietly as possible. We are 
not the only ones, as you know full well, who try to make 
the best of human foibles. The whole study of the greatest 
part of mankind tends towards that ; and every one en- 
deavours to speculate on man's weaknesses, in order to derive 
some benefit from them. Flatterers, for example, seek to 
profit by men s love for praise, by giving them all the vain 
incense they crave ; it is an art by which, as we may see, 
large fortunes are made. Alchemists seek to profit by the 
passion for wealth, by promising mountains of gold to those 
who listen to them; the drawers of horoscopes, by their 
deceitful prophecies, profit by the vanity and ambition of 



\ 



«c. n.] LOVE IS THE BEST DOCTOR. 221 

credulous minds. But the greatest failing in men is their 
love of life ; by our pompous speeches we benefit by it, 
and know how to take advantage of the veneration for our 
profession with which the fear of death inspires them. Let 
us, therefore, maintain ourselves in that esteem in which 
their foibles have placed us, and let us agree before our 
patients, so as to claim for ourselves the credit of the happy 
issue of the complaint, and to throw on Nature all the 
blunders of our art. Let us not, I say, foolishly destroy the 
happy accident of an error, which gives bread to so many 
people, and which allows us to raise everywhere such beau- 
tiful estates with the money of those whom we have sent to 
the grave. *^ 

M. To. You are right in all that you say ; but some- 
times one cannot control one*s temper. 

M. Fit. Come, gentlemen, lay aside all animosity, and 
make up your quarrel on the spot. 

M, Des, I consent. Let him allow me to have my way 
with the emetic for the patient in question ; and I will let 
him have his with the first patient he shall be concerned with. 

M. Fil. Nothing could be better said, and that is reason- 
able. 

M. Des. Very well, that is settled. 

M. Fil. Shake hands then. Farewell. Another time, 

show more tact 

SCENE II. 

M. ToMfes, M. Desfonandr^s, Lisette. 

Lis. What ! gentlemen, you are here, and you do not 

think of repairing the wrong done to the medical profession ? 

• A great part of Dr Filerin's speech sets forth some of Montaigne's 
ideas, contained in the Essay s^ Book II., chapter xxxvii. Molidre re- 
peats some of these same ideas, clothed in dog-Latin, and puts them 
into the opening speech of the president of the learned assembly of 
persons connected with the medical profession, in the third Interlude of 
the Hypochondriac (See Vol. VI.) 
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M. To. What now ! What is the matter ? 

lAa, Some insolent fellow has had the impudence to 

encroach upon your trade, and, without your prescription, 
has killed a man by running a sword clean through his 
body. 

if. To. Look you here, you may laugh at us now ; but 
you shall fall into our hands one of these days. 

Lis. If ever I have recourse to you, I give you leave 

to kill me. 

SCENE III. 
Clitandre, disguised as a physician, Lisette. 

Clit. Well Lisette, what do you think of my disguise ? 
Do you believe that I can trick the good man in these 
clothes ? Do I look all right thus. 

Lis. It could not be better ; and I have been waiting 
impatiently for you. Heaven has given me the most humane 
disposition in the world, and I cannot bear to see two lovers 
sigh for one another, without entertaining a charitable 
tenderness towards them, and an ardent wish to relieve the 
ills which they are suffering. I mean, no matter at what 
cost, to free Lucinde from the tyranny to which she is sub- 
jected, and to confide her to your care. I liked you at first 
sight : I am a good judge of people, and she could not have 
made a better choice. Love risks extraordinary things, 
and we have concocted a little scheme, which may perhaps 
be successful All our measures are already taken : the 
man we have to deal with is not one of the sharpest ; and if 
this trick fail, we shall find a thousand other ways to en- 
compass our end. Just wait here a little, I shall come back 
to fetch you. \Clitaixdre retires to the far end of the stage. 
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SCENE IV. 

Sganarelle, Lisette. 

Lis. Hurrah ! hurrah ! Sir. 

Sgan. What is the matter ? 

Lis. Rejoice. 

Sgan, At what ? 

Lis. Rejoice, I say. 

Sgan, Tell me what it is about, and then I shall rejoice, 
perhaps. 

Lis. No. I wish you to rejoice first, I wish you to 
sing, to dance. 

Sgan. On what grounds ? 

Lis. On my bare word. 

Sgan. Be it so. [He sings and dances'] La, lera, la, la, 
la, lera, la. What the deuce ! 

Lis. Your daughter is cured. Sir. 

Sgan. My daughter is cured ? 

Lis. Yes. I have brought you a doctor, but a doctor 
of importance, who works wonderful cures, and who laughs 
at the other physicians. 

Sgan. Where is he ? 

Lis. I shall bring him in. 

Sgan. [Alo7ie'\ It remains to be seen if he will do more 
than the others. 

SCENE V. 

CuTANDRE disguised as a physician, Sganarelle, 

Lisette. 

Lis. [Leading Clitandre] Here he is. 
Sgan. That doctor has not much beard, as yet. 
Lis. Knowledge is not measured by the beard, and his 
skill does not lie in his chin. 
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Sgan. Sir, they tell me that you have some capital recipes 
for relieving the bowels. 

Clit My remedies, Sir, are different from those of other 
physicians. They use emetics, bleeding, drugs, and injec- 
tions ; but I cure by words, sounds, letters, talismans, and 
rings. 

Lis. Did I not tell you so ? 

Sgan, A great man this ! 

Lis. Sir, as your daughter is yonder, ready dressed, in 
her chair, I shall bring her here. 

Sgan. Yes, do. 

ClU. [Feeling Sganarelles pulael Your daughter is very 
ill. Sir. 

Sgan. You can tell that here ? 

Clit. Yes, by the sympathy which exists between father 
and daughter. 

SCENE VI. 
Sganarelle, Lucinde, Clitandre, Lisette.*^ 

Lis. [To Clitandre'] Sir, here is a chair near her [to 
Sganarelle] Come, let us leave them to themselves. 

Sgan. Why so ? I wish to remain here. 

Lis. Are you jesting ? We must leave them. A 
doctor has a hundred things to ask, which it is not decent 
for a man to hear. ^SganxireUe and Lisette retire. 

Clit. [Softly to Lucinde'] Ah ! lady, how great is my 
delight ! and how little do I know how to begin my dis- 
course ! As long as I spoke to you only with my eyes, it 
seemed to me that I had a hundred things to say ; and now 
that I have the opportunity of speaking to you, as I wished, 
I remain silent, and my great joy prevents my utterance. 



^ See Appendix, Note J. 



8C. VL] LOVE IS THE BEST DOCTOK. 225 

Luc, I may say the same ; and I feel, like you, thrills 
of joy which prevent me from speaking. 

cut Ah ! madam, how happy should I be, if it were 
true that you feel all I do, and that I were allowed to 
judge of your heart by mine. But, may I at least believe, 
dear lady, that I owe to you the idea of this happy scheme 
which enables me to enjoy your presence. 

Luc. If you do not altogether owe the thought to me, 
you are, at any rate, my debtor for having gladly approved 
of the proposal 

Sgan. [To lAsette] It seems to me that he talks very 
close to her. 

Lis. He is studying her physiognomy, and all the 
features of her face. 

cut [To Lucinde] Will you be constant, dear lady, in 
these favours which you are bestowing upon me ? 

Luc. But you, will you be firm in the resolutions which 

you have taken ? 

cut. Ah ! madam, till death. I desire nothing so much 

as to be yoiirs ; and I shall prove it to you. 

Sgan. [To CUtandre] Well ! how does our patient ? She 
seems a little more cheerful. 

cut That is because I have already tried upon her one 

of the remedies which my art teaches me. As the mind 

has a great influence on the body, and as it is from the first 

that diseases most generally arise, my custom is to cure the 

mind before dealing with the body. I have therefore studied 

this young lady's looks, her features, and the lines of both her 

hands ; and by the knowledge which Heaven has bestowed 

upon me, I have discovered that she is ill in mind, and that 

the whole of her complaint arises only from a disordered 

imagination, from an inordinate desire of being married. As 

for myself, I think nothing more extravagant and ridiculous 

than this hankering after marriage. 
III. P 
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Sgan. [Aside] A clever fellow this ! 

ClU. And I have, and always shall have, a frightful 
dislike to it 

Sgan, [Aside] A great doctor this ! 

ClU. But as we must humour the imagination of 
patients, and as I have perceived in her a wandering of 
the mind, and even that there was great danger in not 
giving her prompt relief, I have taken her at her foible, and 
told her that I came here to solicit her hand from you. 
Suddenly her countenance changed, her complexion cleared, 
her eyes became animated ; and if you will leave her for a 
few days in this error, you will see that we shall cure her. 

Sgan, Indeed, I do not mind. 

Clit, After that, we shall apply other means to cure her 
of this fancy. 

Sgan, Yes, that will do very well Listen ! my girl, this 
gentleman wishes to marry you, and I have told him that I 
give my consent. 

Luc, Alas ! can it be possible ? 

Sgan. Of course. 

Luc, But really, in earnest ? 

Sgan. Certainly. 

Luc, [To Clitandre] What ! You wish to be my 
husband ? 

Clit, Yes, madam. 

Luc, And my father consents to it ? 

Sgan, Yes, my child. 

Luc, Ah how happy I am ! if that is true. 

Clit. Doubt it not, madam. My love for you, and my 
ardent wish to be your husband, do not date from to-day, 
I came only for this ; and, if you wish me to tell you the 
plain truth, this dress is nothing but a mere disguise ; I 
acted the physician only to get near to you, and the more 
easily to obtain what I desire. 



^ 
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Luc. These are signs of a very tender love, and I am 
fully sensible of them. 

Sgan, [Aside] Oh, poor silly girl ! silly girl ! silly girl ! 

Luc. You do consent then, father, to give me this 
gentleman for a husband ? 

Sgan, Yes, certainly. Come, give me your hand. Give 
me yours also. Sir, for a moment. 

cut But, Sir . . . 

Sgan. [With suppressed laughter] No, no, it is . . . 
to satisfy her mind. Take it. That is over. 

cut Accept, as a pledge of my faith, this ring which 
I give you [Softly to SgaTiarelle] It is a constellated ring, 
which cures aberrations of the mind.'^ 

Luc. Let us draw up the contract, so that nothing may 
be wanting. 

Clit I have no objections. Madam. [Softly to Sganar- 
eUe] I will bring the fellow who writes my prescriptions, and 
will make her believe that he is a notary. 

Sgan. Just so. 

Clit. HuUoo ! send up the notary I have brought with me. 

Luc. What ! you brought a notary with you ? 

Clit. Yes, Madam. 

Luc. I am glad of that 

Sgan. Oh the poor silly girl ! the silly girl ! ^^^ 

*^ These rings, sometimes called also " planetary rings " had cer- 
tain stars or planets engraved upon them, and were supposed to 
soothe the mind ; a reminiscence of the feeling that stars influenced 
human destiny. The metals from which these rings were made 
appear also to be thought to have some mysterious power, for the 
seven metals — gold, silver, mercury, copper, iron, tin, and lead, — ^were 
under the influence of the Sun, the Moon, Mercury, Venus, Mars, 
Jupiter, Saturn. If the rings were composed of several metals, then, 
of course, different influences were at work ; if made of all the metals — 
the dectron of Paracelsus — they possessed the highest power. I imagine 
that the metals used in the manufacture of such rings must also have had 
some connection with the horoscope of the person for whom it was made. 

" See Appendix, Note K. 
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SCENE VIL 

The Notabt, Clitaxdre, Sgaxarelle, Lucixde, Lisette. 

[Clitandre speaks softly to the Xotary.'\ 

Sgan. [To the Notary] Yes, Sir, you are to draw up a 
contract for these two people. Write. [To Lucinde] We 
are making the contract [To the Notary] I give her 
twenty thousand crowns as a portion. Write that down. 

Luc I am very much obliged to you, dear father. 

Not, That is done. You have only to sign it 

Sgan, That is a quickly drawn contract. 

Clit [To SganareUe] But at least, Sir . . . 

Sgan. No, no, I tell you. Do we not all know . . . [To 
the Notary] Come, hand him the pen to sign. [To Lucinde] 
Come you, sign now, sign, sign. WeU, I shall sign presently. 

Luc, No, no, I will have the contract in my own hands. 

Sgan. Well ! there then. [After having signed] Are 
you satisfied ? 

Luc. Better than you can imagine. 

Sga/n. That is all right, then, that is all right. 

Clit. I have not only had the precaution to bring a 
notary ; I have also brought singers, musicians, and dancers 
to celebrate the feast, and for our enjoyment. Let them 
come in. They are people I always have with me, and 
whom I daily make use of to calm, by their harmony and 
dancing, the troubles of the mind. 

SCENE VIIL 

Comedy, The Ballet, Music.** 

Together. Without our aid, all humankind 
Would soon become unhealthy. 
We are indeed the best of all physicians. 

w Here the words "third entry** ought to come, or perhaps above 
the words " while the sports," etc., but nothing is given in the original 
copies I have compared. 



^ 
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Comedy. Would you dispel by easy means 

Splenetic fumes that man is heir to. 
Avoid Hippocrates, and come to us. 
Together, Without our aid, all humankind 
Would soon become unhealthy. 
We are indeed the best of all physicians. 
[While tlie Sports, Laughter, and Pleaaurea are dancing 
together, Clitandre leads Lucinde away."} 

SCENE IX. 

SOANABELLE, LiSETTE, COMEDY, MuSIC, ThE BaLLET, 

Sports, Laughter, Pleasures. 

Sgan. A pleasant way of curing people this ! But where 
are my daughter and the doctor ? 

Lis. They are gone to finish the remaining part of the 
marriage. 

Sgan. What do you mean by the marriage ? 

Lis. The fact is, Sir, you have been cleverly done ; ** 
and the joke you thought to play remains a truth. 

Sgan. The devil it does ! [He wishes to rush after 
Clitandre and Lucinde, the dancers restrain hira.'] Let me 
go, let me go, I tell you. [The dancers still keep hold of 
Aim.] Again ? [They wish to make him dance by force.'] 
Plague take you all ! 

^ The original has la b^ccuse est bridge, the woodcock is caught, an 
allusion to the snare in which those birds catch themselves. 
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A, Page 202. 

Swiney, in The Quach; or, Zav^s the Phydcian (Act i., Scene 1), haa 
imitated, nearly literally, Moli^re's first scene of the first act of Love if 
the best Doctor, Sganarelle is called Sir Patient Carefull ; Lucretia, 
Lysette ; and Aminta, Doris ; MM. Guillaume and Josse are not in the 
En^ish play. 

Enter Sir Patient Carefull, Lysette, and Doris. 

Sir Patient. What a strange thing is life ? And we may say with 
that great Philosopher of Antiquity, that to live is to War, and one Evil 
never comes without another : I had but one Wife, who is dead. 

Lysette. Why, how many wou'd you have ? 

Sir P. She is dead, cousin ! And I can't think of her without weep- 
ing — hoe — I had indeed some jealousie of her conduct, and we quar- 
relled perpetually ; if she was alive again, we shou'd quarrel, but Death 
has ended all disputes, and the house is grown so silent I shall die with 
Melancholly. 

Doris, Comfort yourself, she's in a better place. 

Sir P. I know it, and wherever she is, she will have her way. Of all 
the children the poor woman Bore me, I have but one Daughter left, 
and she is the only trouble of my Life ! I don't know who she takes 
after ; she do's not speak a word whole days together I It must be a 
strange Disease that works such effects on a Woman's Constitution. 

Lys. That strange Disease is Confinement. Uncle, if you'd let her 
have the use of her Leggs a little, she'd find the use of her Tongue. 

Sir P. How now, Mrs Flippant ! You don't want the use of yours, 
I perceive. 

Lys, Ha, ha, no, no ! I was bred under a Mother, I thank my stars ! 
But a Woman must needs come to her speaking very soon that hangs 
by a Bookish old Man, as a Bird most certainly will that hangs imder a 
cuckoo. 

SirP, How? 

Lys, Hark'e, Uncle ; let her but loose to the Park, the Play, the 
Drawing-room, or my Lady Tattle's Visiting-night, and, my Tongue for 
hers, she speaks in a week. 

Sir P. Your Tongue for hers ! A change indeed ! From one that 
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never qjeaks to one that never lyes still — ^hark*e, cosin, do joo think she 
mi^t not come to her speech if she hong under you ? 

Lyi, Ha ! ha ! ha ! If I teach her, Uncle, Fll proceed Uke mj singing 
master, and make her open her month very wide ; for a Stick, yon know, 
that grows bent, most be tnm'd as much t'other way, to make it strait 

Sir P. I don*t doubt your method ; 'tis admirable ; you have the best 
Beoeipt against silence I ever heard. 

Lyi, I do wonden ; I have talked Fifty young women oat of the 
green Sickness and Fifty old men into the Spleen ; here's my hand, 
Unde, let her Live a little with me, and if ever you complain of her 
being Dumb, Fm no Doctor. 

j8ir. P. But will you Ensure me that I shant complain of my being 
deaf when you have done with her? 

Zyt, The way to provide against that wou'd be to marry her, for 
then she'd have one of her own to exerciae upon. 

Dor, Now I think Madam Lucinda is too tender, and too delicate 
for the rough conversation of a Husband, and that she has not a consti- 
tution to undergo the Fatigue of being Fruitful— to marry her wou'd 
certainly kill her. 

*LyM. Hush ! Not a word of that, for fear she shou'd steal a wed- 
ding ; for in these cases, let the danger be ever so great, a Woman's 
Besolution will struggle up to't. 

Sir P, How innocently the maids of this Age^onuse themselves ! 

Dor, Mrs Lysette talks very mildly, Sir ; but the properest way to 
cure Madam Lucinda's MelandioUy wou'd be to send her to a Nunnery. 

LyM, Next to a dark Boom, there's nothing like it, and a young 
woman must needs preferr the wonderful Charms of Pennances and 
Water-gruel to the Boughness of a Man's Passion and the Fatigue of 
being Fruitful 

Sir, P, Very well ! You who have a head full of Fiddles and 
Intrigues, prescribe Dancing and a Husband ; and you. Nurse, who have 
out-lived these things, advise me to a Nunnery. Both your councils are 
certainly very good, and I shall follow neither of 'em — but here comes 
one can Council me indeed. 

B, Page 204, 

The first and second scenes of the first act of Moli^re's Love is the best 
Doctor are imitated by Miller in his Art and Nature (Act L Scene 1) ; 
with this difference, that the English dramatist has not brought Aminta, 
Lucr^, M. Guillaume, and M. Josse on the stage, while Sir Simon 
Dupe (Sganarelle) relates his adventures to the servant-maid Violetta, 
the prototype of Lisette, the maid : 

Sir Simon D. What a deplorable thing is Life I and how well may I 
say, with the great philosopher of Antiquity, that he who has Wealth 
hath Woe. Violetta, come hither. 



^ 
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Violetta, I am here, sir ; your Commands. 

Sir S, I had but one Wife, and she is dead. 

Vio, EUuin't you indeed, sir? Pray how many would you have 
had? 

Sir S, She is dead, Yioletta ; this Loss is very grievous to me, and I 
can't think of it without weeping. I was not mighty well satisfied with 
her Conduct, and we had very often Disputes together^ but, in short, 
Death settles all things. She is dead — I lament her ; if she was 
alive we should quarrel. 

Vio, That I firmly believe, or you'd be strangely altered. 

Sir S. Misfortimes never comes single, of all the Children that 
Heaven gave me, it has only left me one Daughter, and this Daughter 
is all my trouble, for she is in the deepest Melancholy of the World ; 
out of which there is no way of getting her, and the OiuBe of which I 
can't learn. 

Vio, [Atide\ That's false ; you know it well enough, but don't care 
to do it. 

Sir S. For my part, I'm half distracted about it, and have need of 
good Council in the Matter ; I have been indeed consulting with some 
of my Acquaintances about it, whose Advices were certainly admirable, 
but I found a little too much of Self -Interest in 'em, and perceiVd that 
they advised mighty well for themselves : One was a Toyman, and his 
Advice smelt of a Man who had a mind to get rid of some of his Trin- 
kets, for he would persuade me to purchase a Cart-load of his Lumber 
to have diverted her with— Snufif-Boxes, Tweezer-Cases, Equipages, 
Pearls, Rubies, Emeralds, and China-Jars, as old as the Flood, for which 
I must have given my gold belike. 

Vio, Foolish, foolish, very foolish. 

Sir S, Another was a Bookseller, and he would have clear'd his Shop 
of Plays and Romances, and that kind of Trumpery, for nothing would 
divert the young Lady like reading, it seem'd. 

Vio, Ridiculous ! 

Sir, S, Another sold Tapestry, and he seem'd to have some Hangings 
that lay upon his Hands ; for he talk'd of sending me in some curious 
Tapestry adom'd with Histories and Landskips, and the Murrain 
knows what, to adorn her Chamber forsooth, and please her that way. 

Vio, O monstrous ! worst of all. 

Sir S, What can you think of, Violetta ? 

Vio, An effectual Remedy at once, sir ; marry her to Truemore, who 
is just arriVd here from the West Lidies, and to whom you engaged her 
long ago. 

Sir S. Ay, these Counsellors are all of a Piece. Now this Slut wants 
her married, that she may have more of her cast Clothes ; and there- 
fore tho' your Advices be the best in the World, be pleas'd to excuse me 
from following e'er a one of *em. These are your modish Counsellors truly. 
[Enter Flaminia] Oh ! here comes my Daughter. Grood-morrow, my 
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Dear ; well, what's the Matter ? how d'ye do ? What, always thus sad 
and melancholy, and won't you tell what ails you ? C!ome, discover thy 
little Heart to me ; come, my poor Dear, tell, tell, tell thy little 
Thoughts to thy dear little Papa ; take Courage, shall I kiss thee ? 
Come, Fm distracted to see thee in this Humour : Art thou jealous of 
any of thy Companions, that thou seest finer than thyself ? No. Dost 
not think thy Apartment well enough furmsh'd ? and dost thou long 
for any little Trifle of that Kind — Na 

Vio, Hold, hold, sir ; let me alone, Fll sound her a little. 

Sir S» No, no ; no matter, no matter ; what must you be meddling 
for, Mistress ? 

Vio. Let me alone, I tell you, perhaps she'll discover herself more 
freely to me than to you. What, Ik^am, won't you tell us what ails 
you ? Do you want anything of your Father ? He has often declared 
that he'U spare nothing to make you easy ; is it because he does not 
give you all the Liberty you could wish ? Um — Would you have a 
finer Equipage, or be more frequent at Plays, Operas, Auctions, Balls, 
Assemblies, and the other Diversions which People of your Youth and 
Fashion indulge in 7 Um — Have you no secret Inclination for any one 
whom you'd have your Father marry you to ? Ahah ! I understand 
you ; there's the thing ; why, sir, the Mystery is discovered, and — 

Sir S. [Interrupting her"] Go, ungrateful Girl, I'll talk to thee no 
more, but leave thee in thy Obstinacy. 

Flam, Since you will have me discover my Heart, Sir — 

^if* S, 111 throw off all the Affection I had for thee. 

Vio, Her Melancholy, sir, proceeds from the want of a Husband. 

Sir S. [Pretending not to hear] I abandon her. 

Vio, A Husband. 

Sir S, Don't speak to me of her, don't speak to me of her ; 111 stop 
my Ears, and not hear another Syllable about her. [Stops his ears and 
runs of.] 

Vio, A Husband, a Husband, a Husband. 

Flam, Well, Violetta, what say you now ? 

Vio, Why, that none are so deaf as those that won't hear — But 
come, come. Madam, you must not suffer yourself to be led like a 
Fool thus ; are you not of Age to be marry'd, and does he think you 
are Marble ! Not but that I am glad he opposes it too. 

Flam. Glad of it, Violetta ! 

Vio, Yes, or else I should have lost the Pleasure of contradicting 
him ; Take Courage, then. Madam, since I give my Consent fear 
nothing ; I'll make him glad to give his before Fve done with him ; but 
come in now, and leave it to me. 
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C, Page 208. 

The fifth and sixth scenes of the first act of Moli^re^s Love is the best 
Doctor, are thus rendered in Miller^s Art and NaJLure (Act L, Scene 1). 

Sir Simon Dupe, Is there any thing more tyrannical, any thing more 
impertinent and ridiculous than to heap up Biches with great Labour, 
and bring up a Daughter with much Care and Tenderness in order to 
strip one's self of both, and give 'em into the Hands of a Man one has 
not the least Obligation to? No, no, that Practice is a Jest to me, 
and 1 11 sooner keep my Money and marry my Daughter my self. 

Enter Violetta. 

Violetta, Oh ! Sir, Sir. 

Sir S, What 's the matter ? 

Vio. Your Daughter, Sir. 

Sir S. Well, what of her, tell me quickly what 's the matter ? 

Vio. Your Daughter, quite struck with the terrible Passion you 
was in with her, went up immediately to her Chamber, and full of 
Despair open'd the Window which looks upon the Eiver. 

Sir S. Hey, and what then ? 

Vio. No, said she, 't is impossible for me to live under my Father^s 
Displeasure ; and since he disowns me for his Daughter, I must die. 

Sir S. So threw herself out, hey ? 

Vio. No, Sir, she gently shut the Window again, and laid her down 
on the Bed ; there she fell a weeping in such a lamentable manner, it 
would have pierc'd a Heart of Adamant to have heard her, (Crying) 
when all at once her Face grew pale, her Eyes roll'd, her Heart ceas'd 
to beat, and cold and speechless she sunk into my Arms. 

Sir S. Oh ! my Daughter, she 's dead then ! I '11 go and die by her 
side. [ Weeps. 

Vio. No, Sir, by pinching her I brought her to herself again ; but 
this takes her every Moment, and I believe she '11 not live out to-day. 

Sir S. Ah, poor girl, poor girl, where is she ? Let me go to her this 
very moment. I 'U pinch her, if pinching will do. 

D, Page 210. . 

Lacy has imitated, in The Dumb Lady, the seventh scene of the first 

act of Molidre's Love is the best Doctor ; Lisette becomes Nibby and 

Sganarelle (}erente. 

Enter Nibbt. 

Nibby. Oh, woe is me, and woe unto us all ! O this uncle ! this 
wicked uncle ! 

OererUe. Alack I what's the matter ? 
Nib. O cruel destiny ! O fatal fortune ! 
Oer. Why, Niece Nibby, what 's the matter ? 
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Nib, That ever I should live to see this day 7 

Nur, Oh, mj dear Mrs Nibby, what 's the misfortune ? 

Nib, Oh, where should I find this cursed uncle of mine ? 

Oer. Here I am, Nibby ! what *s the danger ? 

Nib, You are undone and ruined ! 

Ger, How ! undone and ruined } Do not delay me ! 

Nib, Oh, your daughter, your daughter, you wicked wretch ! I am 
not able to say more for grief. 

AU, Ah — ^ah — ah— ah. [AU weep, 

Oer, Tell me quickly what *s the matter ! 

Nib, Why, your daughter *s grown desperate mad at your unkindness, 
ran to the window that stands over the river, and there opening the 
great casement 

Oer. Oh, what did she then ? 

Nib, Why, lifting up her hands and eyes to that good place where 
yon will never come, uncle, she loudly cried, Since my father has aban- 
doned me, 'tis time for me to quit this life of mine. 

Oer, And so threw herself into the river ? 

Ntb, No ; it seems she did not like that kind of death. 
. Oer, Why, what then 1 

Nth, Why, then she ran like lightning to the table, where your 
pocket pistol lay. 

Oer, And so shot herself with that ? 

Nib, No ; it seems there was no powder i' th' pan. But, bitterly 
■ighing and weeping, at last she ran and desperately threw herself upon 
her bed, and then growing paler and paler by degrees fell into a deadly 
sound. 

Oer, And so died ? . 

Nib, Stay, stay, you 're too quick for your daughter ; but with much 
nibbing, tumbling, and tossing her, I brought her to life again. So, 
leaving her at death's door, I came to tell you the news. 

Oer, Where are my servants ? Run, bid 'em nm ! I '11 have a con- 
sultation of doctors. And run for Doctor Drench, for he shall join in 
counsel with 'em. [Exeunt Maiiet Nurse, 

Nur, I '11 to the Doctor and tell him this. I doubt he will not like a 
consultation with physicians. 

If he stand this brush, he 's made for ever ; 
Luck, if 't be thy will, just now or never. 

E, Page 211. 

Swiney, in The Quacks (Act ii.. Scene 2), imitates Molidre's first and 
second scenes of the second act of Love is the best Doctor, 

Enter Sir Patient and Ltsette. 

Lysette. What will you do with all these Physicians I Is not one 
enough to kill one Person ? 
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Sir Patient, Hold your peace. *T is safer to have many Counsellors. 

Lys. And cannot yonr Daughter die without the help of these 
Gentlemen ? 

Sir P, Is their Business to kill, then ? 

Zry*. Without question I and if you wou'd speak properly you ahou'd 
not say any body Dyes of a Feaver, or the Small-Pox, but of four 
Doctors and two Apothecaries. 

Sir P. Why, Mistress, wou*d you have me trust my Daughter with a 
senseless nurse, or a good woman in the Neighbourhood, that cures 
People with a Receipt she has had in the Family ever since CromweC* 
Time, no, I *11 be Informed by Learned Men. 

Ltft, You *11 be strangely Edify'd, Uncle, they 'U tell you in Latin 
that your Daughter's Sick. 

Sir P. Hush, here are the Doctors. 

Enter Doctor Caudle, Refugee, and Ticklepulsb. 

Well, Gentlemen, how do you find my Daughter ? 

TickUpyJUe. Very bad, very bad. 

Refugee, Your child be very Sick. 

Caudle, Sick indeed, but let us consult. 

Lys, Doctof TicklepuUe, your Servant. 

Tick, Madam, I am yours ; Pray, how do's your Ladjrship's Coach- 
man. 

Lys, Very well. Doctor, he's Dead. 

2'ick, How, Madam ! Dead ! impossible. 

Lyi. We were so ignorant as to believe so, Doctor, and have Buiyd 
him. 

Sir P, Peace, Impertinence and pray, Gentlemen, to your Debates 

out of hand, and tho' it be not the Custome to Fee you first, yet to 
make ever3rthing easy [gives Fees\ And now. Gentlemen, we'll leave you. 

Lys, Tho' I shan't understand their Latin, and their hard words, 
I Ve a mind to over-hear these wise men. [Exit Sir Patient, 

Tick, Come, Gentlemen, shall we sit ? 

Cau, Pray, Doctor. 

Tick, No ceremony, but the matter in hand. [Sit, 

Enter Doctor Medlet, in a heat. 

Medley, A rogue, a villain — was ever man served thus 1 

Om, Doctor yours, what's the matter ? 

Med, The matter, Grentlemen, never was Physician us'd so by a 
Rascally Apothecary — I had a Patient in my hands three quarters of a 
year, and this slave has cur*d him in two days. 

Tick, An impudent Rascal ! 

Med. Gentlemen, will you credit me — to serve this ungrateful fellow 
I have made Bills more like a Taylors, than a Doctors — prescrib'd the 
Bark to every Body, because he had bought a quantity of it, and made 
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my Patients Dye with the Physick in their mouths — nay, have Prescrib'd 
after I knew they were dead — and to meet with this return at last ! 

Zyf. This is an excellent fellow. [Aside, 

Cau, These Apothecaries will ruin us. 

Med, But not to Interrupt you, Greutlemen. 

Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir P, Doctor Medley, I heard you were come — have you seen my 
daughter 7 

Med, Yes, yes, I looked in. 

Sir P. Then, here Doctor. [Gives money, 

Med, Sir, you oppress me . 

Sir P, And Grentlemen, to your consultation, I'll disturb you no 
more. [Exit, 

[They sity after some ceremony of coughing."] 

Lys, Now for the grave consultation. [Aside, 

Med. You wou*d not think. Gentlemen, what a wonderful creature a 
horse is. 

Lys, How's that. [Aside. 

Med. I laid upon the Scotch Gelding this meeting, he Ban a four 
mill course in eight minutea 

Tick. Wonderful 

Crau, There's certainly in all creattires, the same difference as 
amongst men. 

Med. As your Nobles, and Commoners and slaves, I make account 
now, the Brutes that drag me, are on a level with tradesmen. 

Tick. And my Pad Nag with an Esquire. 

Lys. This indeed is Physic — I have enough. [Aside, exit. 

Re/. Morbleau ! We consulta just so in France. [Aside. 

Cau. My favourite Horse Codshead has Languish'd a great while 
with a strain in his Back. 

Med. Ay, nothing will recover that Beast but the Cortex or a Steel 
course, I cur'd my Lord Washy t' other day of the same Distemper. 

Tick. ' Why really if it were not for destroying so useful an animal, 
we might make fine experiments and improve as much as we do upon 
human Bodies. 

Eef. Me be against dat, for if de Physician turn de Farryer, 
m^orbleau de Farryer will turn de Physician. 

Cau. But to the purpose — what is your opinion Gentlemen of Doctor 
Worthy's way of Practice ? he always prescribes and never will consult 
as we do. 

Om. Wrong Sir, wrong Sir. 

Eef. The formality, be the chief Business. 

Med. Certainly — and to break thro' that will destroy all Physick 

I never yield to it — I was sent for t' other day with four other Doctors 
to my Lady SwallowdrugSf who was at the last Extremity, and her 
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Friendf) wou'd have had us ordered something immediately, but Sacred 
to our Rule, I wou'd do nothing before we consulted, and the Patient 
I)y*d bravely in the midst of our Debate. 

Cau, Which will serve for the Instruction of the Living, to send 
for Physicians in time. 

Tick, Bight, right, a Dead Man is but a Dead man, but a Formality 
neglected is a Prejudice to the whole Body of Physicians. 

F, Page 212. 
Mrs Behn in Sir Patient Fancy (Act v., Scene 1), has imitated the 

« 

consultation from Moli^re's Love is the best Doctor (Act ii.. Scene 2), but 
has modified and amplified it ; besides this the physicians consult about, 
and in the presence of a hypochondriack. Sir Patient Fancy, and not 
about a young girl, who pretends to be ill, as in the French play. 

Enter Lodwick, Monsieur Turboon, Fat Doctor, Amsterdam, 

Leyden, Sir Credulous. 

Sir Patient. Doctor Turboon, Your servant, I expected you not this 
two hours. 

Turboon, Nor had ee com Sir, bot for dese wordy Grentelmen, whos 
affairs wode not permit dem to come at your hour. 

Sir P. Are they English ^ pray ? 

Tur. Dis is, Sir [pointing to Lodwick'] an admirable Physician, and 
a rare Astrologer. — Dis speaks good English, bot a Colender bom. 

[Points to Sir Credulous. 

Sir Credxdoiis. Does the fellow call me a Cullender ? 

Lodwick, He means a High dutch-man of the town of CoUetiy Sir. 

Sir P, Sir, I have heard of your Fame — Doctor, pray entertain these 
Gentlemen till my return, P 11 be with you presently. 

Lod, Sir, I hope you go not forth to-day. [Oazing on his Face. 

Sir P. Not far. Sir. 

Lod. There is a certain Star has rul'd this two days. Sir, of a very 
malignant Influence to Persons of your Complexion and Constitution. 
— Let me see — within this two hours and six minutes, its Malice will be 
spent, till then it will be fatal. 

Sir P. Hum, reign'd this two days ? — I profess and things have gone 
very cross with me this two days — a notable Man this. . . . 

Lod. If it be more than Health or Life, I beg your pardon, Sir. 

Sir P. Nay, no Offence, Sir, I beseech you, I' 11 stay. Sir. 

L, Fancy. . . . Would you have my dear venture out, when a 
malignant Star reigns ! not for the world. 

Sir P, No, I'll not stir ; had it been any Star but a malignant Star, 
I had waited on your Ladyship : but these malignant Stars are very 
pernicious Stars. . . . 
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Enter Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my Lady has sent for you. 

Led. Sir, I'll be with you presently ; Sir Credtdous, be sure you 
Ing him by the Ears with any sort of Stuff till my return. I'll send you 
a friend to keep you in countenance. 

Sir P. Please you to sit, Gentlemen ! 

Amst. Please you, Sir, [To Sir Cred.y who botes and runs back. 

Sir C. Oh Lord, sweet Sir, I hope you do not take me Nay, 

I beseech you, Noble Sir Beverend Sir. 

[Turning from one to t other. 

Leyd. By no means, Sir, a stranger. 

Sir C. I beseech you — Scavantissimi Doctor es, — incomparable Sir, — 
and you— or you. 

Fat D. In troth, Sir, these compliments are needless, I am something 
corpulent, and love my ease. [Sits, 

Sir C. Generous Sir, you say well ; therefore Conlicentia^ as the 
Grecians have it. 

AiMt, Brother 

Leyd. Nay, good Brother, — Sir Patient 



Sir P. Ingeniously, not before you, Mr Doctor. 

Leyd. Excuse me, Sir, an Alderman, and a Knight 

Sir P. Both below the least of the learned Society. 

Leyd. Since you will have it so. 

[All sit and cry hum, and look gravely. 

Sir C. Hum — hum, most worthy, and most Benowned — Medieinae 
ProfessoreSy qui hie assemblati estis, dx., et vos altra Mesioris; I am now 
going to make a Motion for the publick Good of us all, but will do 
nothing without your Doctorships Approbation. 

Sir P. Judiciously concluded. 

Sir C. The question then is, Reverentissimi Doctored, whether — for 
mark me, I come to the matter in hand, hating long Circumstances of 
words ; there being no necessity, as our learned Brother Rabelais ob- 
serves in that most notorious Treatise of his call'd Oaragantua, there 
is, says he, no necessity of going over the ^edge when the Path lies 
fair before ye ; therefore, as I said before, I now say again, coming to my 
Question ; for as that admirable Welch Divine says, in that so famous 
Sermon of his, upon her Great Cranfather Hadam and her Great Gran- 
mother Heeve concerning the Happell — ^and her will, warrant her, her 

will keep her to her Text still so I stick close to my question, which 

is, lUustrissimi Doctores, whether it be not necessary to the affair in 
hand — to take — a Bottle ; and if your Doctorships are of my opinion 

hold up your Thumbs. [AU hold up their Thumbs] ^Look Sir, 

you observe the Votes of the learned CabaXists. 

Sir P. Which shall he put in Act forthwith— I like this man well, he 
does nothing without mature Deliberation. 
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Enter Brunswick. 



Brun, By your leaves, Grentlemen — Sir Credulous [ Whispers. 

Sir C, Oh — ^'tis Lodmcl^s friend, the Rascal's dress'd like Vanderhergen 
in the Strand: Sir Patient — piuy know this glorious Doctor, Sir. 

Sir P. A Doctor, Sir ? 

Sir C. A Doctor, Sir ! yes, and as eloquent a Doctor, Sir, as ever set 
Bill to Post : why, 'tis — the incomparable — BrunsttncJ:, High-DiUch 
Doctor. 

Sir P. You're welcome. Sir, — Pray sit ; ah — well, Sir, you are come 
to visit a very crazy sickly Person, Sir. 

Brun, Pray let me feel your Pulse, Sir ; what think you. Gentle- 
men, is he not very far gone 1 [Feels his Pulse, they aUfed. 

Sir C, Ah, far, far. Pray, Sir, have you not a certain wambling 

Pain in your stomach. Sir, as it were. Sir, a — ^a pain. Sir. 

-Sir P, Oh very great. Sir, especially in a morning fasting. 

Sir C, T knew it ... , Sir and are you not troubled with a 

Pain in your Head, Sir 7 

SirP, In my Head, Sir ? 
* Sir C, I mean a — kind of a — Pain, — a kind of a — Vertigo^ as the 
Latins call it ; and a Whirligigoustiphon, as the Greeks have it, which 
signifies in English, Sir, a Dizzie-swimming kind — of a do ye see — ^a 
thing — that — a — you understand me. 

Sir P, Oh intolerable, intolerable ! — why, this is a rare man ! 

Fat Z>. Your Reason, Sir, for that 1 [To Sir Cred, 

Sir C, My Reason, Sir ! why, my Reason, Sir, is this, Halg the 
Moore, and Rabbi Isaac, and some thousands more of learned Dutchmen, 
observe your dull wall Eye and your whir — Whirligigoustiphan, to be 
inseparable. 

Brun, A most learned Reason ! 

Fat D. Oh Sir, inseparable. 

Sir C, And have you not a kind of a — something — do ye mark me 
. . . — a— do ye conceive me, I have forgot the English Term, Sir, but 
in Latin 'tis a StrongguUionilms. 

Sir P, Oh, Sir, most extremely ! 'tis that which makes me desperate. 
Sir. 

Sir C. Your ugly face is an infallible sign : your Dysarie, as the 
Arabicks call it, and your ill-favour'd countenance, are constant Rela- 
tives. 

All. Constant, constant. 

Sir C. Pray how do you eat, Sir 1 

Sir P. Ah, Sir, there's my distraction. Alas, Sir, I have the weakest 
stomach — I do not make above four meals a-day, and then indeed I eat 
heartily — but alas, what's that to eating to live ! — nothing. Sir, no- 
thing 

Sir C. Poor Heart, I pity him. 

III. Q 
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SM, Infinite ; for when they come out of the hall, in a fine perspira- 
tion, from the heat of the room and exercise, should the winds miss 
them in crossing Cateaton Street, it's sure to lay hold of them in turn- 
ing the comer into Cheapside 

Cof. Without doubt. 

Siel, We estimated the whole profit to physicians, surgeons, apothe- 
caries, chemists, druggists, and nurses at eleven thousand, six hundred, 
seventy-three pounds, fourteen shillings, and threepence three farthuigs. 

H, Page 214. 

Swiney, in The Quacks (Act ii., end), has imitated this scene from 
Molidre's Love is the best Doctor. 

Enter Sir Patient. 

Sir P, Gentlemen, my daughter grows very bad, and I beg you to 
tell me what you have Besolved on. 

Catk Come, Gentlemen. 

Med, Sir, with Submission. 

Bef. Pardonnez moy — Monsieur Tickiepurse, 

Tick. Doctor Pauvre Hugonoi, I always am civil to Foreigners. 

Sir P. I beseech you, Gentlemen, lay aside Ceremony, and consider 
the occasion. 



J^'\ —The Distemper. 



Tick. Sir. 

Cau. Pardon me. 

Tick. Sir, we have been in earnest Consultation about your Daughter, 
and her Distemper is certainly the Vapours to a great degree, and if 
she do's not Bleed, she's a dead woman. 

Sir P. Ha — her mother was troubl'd with Vapours. 

Cau. Sir, her Distemper is the Stone — and I have the only Nostrum 
in England that can help her ; I have remov'd Stones from Women, as 
big as my two Fists. 

Sir P. Haw — Now I think on't, her Grandmother was troubl'd with 
the Gravel, and my Aunt Martha had a stone taken out that my Uncle 
wore in a Thumb King. 

Cau. And if care ben't taken to remove it, she'll dye. 

Ref. Just the contrary. Sir, her disease be de Green-sickness, and 
de only cure upon Earth be dis — take of Antimony. 

Sir P. The Green Sickness, Doctor ! 

Med. Sir PatierU, Heark'e, to deal Friendly with you, for in these 
cases, a man must tell his Mind; your Daughter's Distemper is [ Whispers] 
and if she don't take a dozen or two of my Vomits, she's an undone woman. 

^iV P. How, Doctor ! I have kept her under Lock and Key all her 
Life. 



> 
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Med, That may be ; I can't say whose fault 'tis — she has it that's 
certain — ^*Ti8 in her Blood — think — 

Sir P. Ha ! Let me see, there was a Baggage about, Sixteen years 
ago — but sure, Doctor, it can't be. 

Eef. Sir, believe me, your Daughter have de Green-sickness, and if 
de proper medicine be not apply, she be Lost. 

Sir P, Do you think so ? 

Cau, I say, Sir PcUienty 'tis the Stone — you know her Grandmother 
had it before her. 

Sir P. Very True. 

Tick, And her Mother the Vapours ; consider that 

Sir P. I don't know what to say, nor what Resolution to take, 
divided 'twixt so jarring opiniona 

I, Page 216. 

Bickerstaffe, in Dr Last in his Chariot, (Act i.. Scenes 13, 14), has 
partly imitated the fourth and fifth scenes of the Second Act of 
Molidre's play as follows : 

Dr Coffin, Dr Skeleton, Dr Bulruddert, and Ailwou'd. 

Ailwou^d. Gentlemen, I beg pardon for this interruption ; but you 
have been consulting upon my case, and I have some particular reasons 
for coming thus suddenly, to desire to know what opinion you have yet 
been able to form. 

Cqfin, [To Skeleton] Come, Sir. 

Skeleton, No, Sir ; pray do you speak. 

Co/, Before my senior ! Pray excuse me. 

Sid. [To Bvlrvddery] Doctor 

Btdruddery, The devil bum myself if I do. 

AH, Nay ; pray, gentlemen, leave these ceremonies ; and, if you 
have been able to form any opinion, instruct me. 

Cof, Why, really, sir, to tell you the truth — Brother Skeleton. 

Skd, We have not yet, with all the observations we have been able 
to make upon your case and complaints — I say. Sir — and, after the moat 
abstruse disquisitions, we have not as yet been able — to form any 
opinions at all. 

Ail, Well, this is all I want to be acquainted with, because, if you 
have not been able to form any opinion, I have been happy enough to 
meet with a physician that has — Pray, Sir, do me the favour to walk in 
here. 

Dr Coffin, Dr Skeleton, Dr Balruddert, Ailwou'd, Dr Last. 

AiL This, gentlemen, is Dr Last, and he assures me that my dis- 
order is a confirmed jaundice. 
Doctors, A jaundice ! — ha, ha, ha ! 
Dr Last, What do you grin at ? — I says he has the jaunders, and Fll 
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uphold it — ril lay you fifty pounds he has the janders, and the gentle- 
man shall hold the stakes himself. 

Cof. Well, but Mr Ailwou'd this is altogether ridiculous. Did you 
ever see a man of your colour with the jaundice ! 

AiL "Why, that's true ; \Turning to La*t\ every one tells me that I 
have a very florid complexion ; now the jaundice gives a yellow hue : 
will you be so good as explain that ? 

Dr L, Well, so I can, but not for the docti:)r8. — If I does it, it*s all 
entirely to oblige you. 

Skd, We shall hear how the impudent rascal will bring himself off. 

Dr L, There a^ two sorts of jandars ; the yallor and the grey. 

BuL The black, I believe you mean, honey. 

DrL, No; I don't. 

Cof, But you must, Sir ; there is no such thing as the grey jaundice. 

Skd, Oh ! gentlemen, the doctor means the iron-gray, and that's 
almost black, you know. 

Dr L. They only does this to put me out now, because I'm no col- 
legian. 

AtL Well, pray, doctora, go on with your explanation. 

Dr JL Well, I says then; [7*0 AUwou^d, who turns about for some- 
thing] I won't talk without you minds ; — the yallar jandera, I say, is 
the yallar jaunders is, as if so be 

Cof, Why, you were talking of the grey jaundice this moment. 

Dr JL No, I wasn't ; I didn't say a word of the grey janders — Did I, 
Mr Ailwou'd ? — It's the jallar jandars. — I knows well enough what I'm 
abouty if you'll let me alone. 

Cof, Well, what of the yalhir janders ? 

Dr Z. Why, I won't tell you — I won't say a word more now ; if you 
thinks to profit, you're mistaken ; you slian't learn nothing from me. 
, Cof You re a . . . impudent fellow. 

Dr L, I does my cures no purchase no pay ; and which of you can say 
that ? [Turning to A ilioou^d] Many a one of them comes to ax my ad- 
vice and assistance, when they don't know what to do themselves. 

Cof Come, come, friend, we know you. 

Dr L. Well, and I know you. — Pray, Dr Coffin, didn't you attend 
one Mrs Greaves, a tallow-chandler's widow, that lodg'd at the pork- 
shop in Fetter Lane ; and didn't she send for me after you gave her over \ 

Cof Yes, and she died in two days. 

Dr Z. Well, — so she did ; — ^but that was no fault of mine ; she should 
have -sent for me first. What could I do for her after you liad killed 
the poor dear soul ? 

Cof But, Mr Ailwou'd, we are come here to consult upon your 
case ; and if you permit us, we are willing. 

AiL O ! nothing I desire so much, and, to assist you, I'll leave this 
gentleman ; he may give you further reasons for what he advances. 

Skel. What, Sir, do you think we '11 consult with a quack { 
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Bid. Ay, do you think we *11 be after consulting with a quack ? 
Dr L. I'm no quack — I have been regularly submitted ; and I'll pro- 
secute you for your words in Westminster Hall. 
Cof, Mr Ailwou'd, we are your humble servants. 
Ail. Well, but, gentlemen, your fees ; you'll return them, I hope. 
Cof. Return our fees, Sir ! 

Bui. Return our fees ! Arrah, is the man mad ? 
Skel. Sir, it is a thing entirely out of the course of practice, we wish 

you a good morning. 

Ailwou'd, Last. 

Ail. Why then, gentlemen, your servant, and good morning to you. 
Let them go ; I'm glad we have got rid of them at any rate. 

Dr L. Here, you Coffin 

A il. Pray let him alone now. 

J, Page 224. 
Swiney, in The Quacks (Act v., Scene 1), has nearly imitated literally 
this sixth scene of the last act from Moliere's Love is the best Doctor, but 
Clitander and Luciude are married on the stage by a priest, put into 
livery. 

Enter Sir Patient, Clitander, Ltsktte, and Attkkdawtb. 

Zy*. Here's your patient Doctor, now try your skill upon her, and 
show a Remedy that is not in the Dispensary — come Uncle let's leave 
'em together. 

Sir P. No, no, I '11 sta]^ 

L^s, Indeed you shan't Uncle, why he has Questions to put to her 
that are not proper for you to hear — a Physician may be as free with a 
woman as her Midwife, and we often converse with him aa a Doctor, 
without considering he's a man. 

Sir P. That's a tickelish point, Cousin, and for the security of our 
Wives and Daughters, If my Advice might be taken, I 'd have none 
Practice Physick, but those that were Qualify'd for Queristers. 

Lj/s. Then you might keep 'em for your own use. [Sir Patient 

and Lt/sette retire. 

Clit. How lucky has been our Stratagem ! You see Madam, these 
moments are not to be lost, do you but favour the deceipt and I am 
Happy . 

Luc. Alass ! what farther Happiness can you hope, but this of being 
near me. * 

Clit. To be for ever near you. 

Luc. How's that Possible ? ^ 

Clit. If I can Conjure up a Priest and Notary, and make your 
Father himself, as much as he 's against it, present you to me in marriage, 
what wou'd you say ? 

Luc. Yes ! yes ! yes ! yes ! 
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cut There's Eloquence enough in that word to move a Hermit ! 

Sir P. Ha ! methinks they'r very close. [To Lysette, 

Zfi, Oh that is to observe her Phisiognomy and the Lines of her 
Hmm— in some cases he must be Gloeer yet, before he do 's any good. 

/SfirP. Is't Possible? 

Lue» The Pleasure rises with the Hope, but Fm afraid I shan 't be 
able to keep my Countenance, and if my Father shou *d see thro' it, all's 
undone again. 

cut Don't think of the Devil, and he won't appear. 

Sir P. Ha ! she smiles, I must go to 'em. Well Doctor, I perceive 
your Patient is altered. 

CI&, You must observe, Sir, that the Spirit has a mighty Power 
over the Flesh, and my way is always to cure the mind before I tamper 
with the Body, in order to which I examine the Lines of the Visage, 
and Hands, and by the art I have acquired, I find that your Daughters 
Disease is in her mind, and that the Disorder of it |)roceed8 from a wild 
Tmagination, and a depraVd desire of being Marryed. 

Sir P. A Strange Man this. 

CUL This sort of Madness is very rare, for Marriage it self sends 
many to Bedlam^ and I don't wonder at it, I have had from my Child- 
hood a constant Aversion to it. 

Sir P. A great Physician ! 

CIAL But now Sir, the only way of cure is to Flatter the Imagina- 
tion of the Patient, to strike in with the Disease, and make it accessory 
to itsownCure. 

Ijya. As you know Uncle, the surest way to make you hate a thing, 
is to give you a Surfeit of it. 

€^ I find Sir, that she is reduc'd to an Extremity, and there will 

bo danger if she be not suddainly help'd 1 just touched upon her 

Folly, and told her I came to demand her of her Father in Marriage, 
whni of a sudden her Visage chang'd, her Cheeks bloomed ! her eyes 
sparkled ! and if you'd but support that Errour for a few hours, you '11 
see her perfectly restored. 

Sir P. Strange 1 observ'd it ! 

C^iL And after that we may apply other Bemedies that will confirm 
her mind, and quite remove that wild Imagination. 

Sir P, Bight, right the best thing in the world, let's apply it imme- 
diately ^well Child, here is a Gentleman that wou'd Marry you, and 

I have given him my consent 

Zttc. How Sir, is 't Possible ? 

Sir P. Ay my Dear, I agree to it. 

Luc. But do you indeed 1 

Sir P. Tes, yes, my dear Lttcinda. 

Luc And you Sir, are willing to be my Husband ? 

Clit, Yes Madam, Proud of it. 

Luc. And my dear Father consent to it ? 
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Sir P. I do ! I do ! my Dear Child. 

Luc. How happy am I if this be Real ! 

Sir P, Ha ! ha ! poor Fool ? [Adde, 

Clit. Doubt it not Madam, I have been long your Adorer, and Dye 
with desire to become your Husband, I came hither for that end, and if 
you wou'd have me speak ingenuously, this Habit is but a Disguise, 
and I made my self a Doctor for an opportunity to approach you, and 
to crown my wishes . 

Sir P. He acts it rarely ! 

Luc. Now give me tender instances of your Esteem, and Tm as sen- 
sible as I can be of so generous a Passion. 

Li/s. Do you mind her I 

Sir P. I do ! I do ! a Pleasant way of Cure ! He makes a fool of her 
to bring her to her wits ! 

Li/8. A common thing ! we see Men fool'd out of their Estates at 
Play, who come to their Senses by that time they 're undone, but it 
vexes me to see a Poor Woman deceived Uncle. 

Sir P. Mum ! you Rogue. 

Luc. But shall he really be my Husband Father ? 

Sir P. Here, here [takes her hand] give yours Sir a little only to 

make believe. [Apart to Clitander. 

Clit. But . 

Sir P. Nay — only to sooth her madness — Here receive her — so now 
its done — its done ! [Stiffling a laugh, 

Clit. Take then as a Pledge of my Faith this ring. 

Luc, Alas Sir, this won*t do, we must have the Priest to joyn us 
and the Notary to draw the \%Titings of what my Father gives with me, 
or all's notliing. 

Sir P. What shall we do now, Doctor 1 All's spoil*d again. 

Clit. Let me see. Sir 1 find her Brain is extreamly tum*d, and 

that she do's not distinguish Persons, I'll possess her that one of 
my Servants is a Priest, and my Mery- Andrew a Notary. 

Sir P. Excellent ! Ha, ha, ha !— I shaU Dye with the conceit and 
sfK)il the Ceremony 

Clit. I never saw this sort of Madness, in such a degree before. 

Sir P. Hark'e Doctor, you must know here waa a fellow that had a 
mind to be Nibbling at her, without my consent, one Clitander. 

Clit. A Rogue ! 

Sir P. Extravagant Dog ! who's Plot upon her knock'd o' the Head 
in the Nick of time. 

Clit. You were certainly in the Right, Sir, and nobody ought to 
have your daughter, without advising w^ith you about her. 

Sir P. No, no, but let us dispatch — Come Lucinday the Doct I 

wou'd say your Lover here has taken care to bring those two Gentlemen 
with him — I^et's in and I'll settle the whole affair to your Satisfaction 
my Dear. 
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Luc Fm overjoy'd, Sir. 

Sw P. Poor Soul, ha ! ha ! I can't bear the Jest. \To LywtU, 

Ljfi, This Delusion Succeeds very well upon her, but how will you 
do to imitate Consummation ? A woman must be very mad Unde, who 
is to bo Deceived in that 

8ir P. Pish, youV a Fool, a Husband*s a Husband. 

1^9, Yes, yes, and a Woman's a Woman, Uncle, and you must not 
depend upon the loss of all her Senses ! 

CUL To make it as like a Marria^ as possible, we won't fail in the 
Oelebntion, I have always Singers and Dancers in my Betinue, on pur- 
pose to Amuse the disord^ of the mind, and they shall entertain her 
till she forgets that part of the ceremony. 

Sir P. Nothing so Lucky — ^Let 'em prepare them — do you hear within 

^Lei the Dancers make Beady — Ha ! ha ! this is the Pleasanteat 

wjiqr of Cure that ever was along [Exeunt omnes. 

Entertainment of Singing and Dancing, 

Bt-^mter Snt Pattxht and Ltsstts faUovfd by Clitander and Lucinda, 
wAo hydd down about the middle of the stage, and whUe th^y are in that 
Poeturef a Servant brings Clitakdeb's Wigg, which he puts on. 

Sir P. Now all's done. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Poor Fool, she's satisf^d. 

Itjfs, What a wicked Man are you to cheat her So but ^i^t way 

will yoa devise to amuse her at Night Uncle ? 

Sir P. Teir her 'tis the Fashion to have separate Beds, and then, 

[Turns and sees *em kneding. 
Ha I Blefli me, what's here 1 Where's the Doctor ? 

CliL You'll find him in Your Son in Law. 

Luc Your pardon and your blessing. Sir. [They rise. 

Sir P. Why, Cousin 

Lys, I told you Uncle, he'd bring her to her senses. 

Sir P. Ha ! aud I tell you Fll reduce her to her madness again ! 

for this Imaginary Marriage will signify little, that's one comfort 

thou shallow Plotting Lover ! Ha! ha! ha! Wise Clitander / Tothink 
that an Idle Footman's Beading of the Ceremony would be sufficient to 
make a marriage. Ha ! ha ! ha ! [Turns to Lysette. 

Cli. Twas not Sir, to Dishonour the Church that I put a Priest 
into Livery, but [Strips the Footman. 

Sir P. Father NichoUis how 1 Is it real then, and am I cheated 1 

cut. And I hope the Gravity of the City will not be injured by 
making a Jackpudding of a Notary Public See Sir, your substantial 
Friend Mr Stockjob. 

Lys, I told you, Unde, this Doctor wou'd do wonders ! 

Sir P. He has made all safe ! And 'tis in vain to vex Harke Sir, 

since you've made the assurance to marry my Daughter 

CliL With your consent, Sir, I wou'd not do anything without your 
approbation. 
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Sir P. Here's a Rogue ! that your Punishment may have an 

affinity with your crime, and any Satisfaction be exemplary, never see 
my face more till you make me a Grandfather. 

Zm^. My Dearest Father ! 

Li/8. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Right Uncle, why, that's the finishing stroke, 
the only way to settle her mind, she'd a Relaps'd without it. 

cut. I shall endeavour, Sir, to Deserve your good opinion 

Sir P. Very well ! and I'll answer for my Daughter as mad as she is 
-and now the Adventure is over to Fathers, Brothers, Husbands, 



and all that pretend to Govern Women, 

This comfort from the Moral is Conveifd ; 
In what they like w^re sure to he obeifd. 

K, Page 227. 

Lacy, in The Dumb Lady (Act v.), has imitated parts of the second 
and of the third acts of Moliere's Love is the best Doctor ; but he has 
evidently not understood the Frenchman's physicians, who certainly 
would, on no account, have held consultations with a farrier. "With 
the exception of one scene, which could not be transcribed, the follow- 
ing extract forms the greatest part of the fifth act of The Dumb Lady. 
Olinda is the name of tlie young lady, her father is Gemette ; 
Leander, her lover, an ojHjrator who appears as Humatio, whilst bis 
brother, Parson Othentick, is disguised as Di* Drench's man, Stirquilitio. 

Enter old Gernette rrith three learned Doctors. 

Ger. Gentlemen, I have made bold to send for you again ; and 
though you could not help my child when she was dumb, I hope you 
may now she is mad. 

1 Doct. How ! Is she mad ? and does she speak 1 

Ger. Yes, sir. A famous and a learned man, of great skill and 
wonderful knowledge, gave her something, and in a short time she 
spake, and fell into raving fits of madness, and has ever since continued 
so ; and this he told me would be the eff'ect of wliat he then did. 

2 Doct. This is strange. 

3 Doct. Most wonderful ! What was it he gave her, sir \ 

Ger. Nay, that I know not ; but I assure you he said he cotdd 
make her spe^ik, and told me her disease would turn to madness, and 
accordingly it has proved so. Nevertheless, gentlemen, I desire you to 
join with this learned man, and consider how to perfect her cure. 

1 Doct. Why, sir, you tell us wonders of him. Where did he study ? 
Ger. I know not ; but he seems to be a great traveller, for he 

talked of Tartar Cham, and of Padua, and Greenland. 

2 Doct. Tartar Cham and Greenland ] Tliis must be a mountebank 
and a cheat. 
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(Tar. Upon my credit joa will not find him 00, for he has seen all 
univeraitiea ; he is but newly come over, and hia name ia Doctor Drench. 

1 DoeL Drench ? Why, that* a a fitter name for a farrier than a 
phyndanl 

(TfT. Let his name be aa strange as it will, he has also strange 
hnmonn too^ for hell find out men's ignorance presently. 

8 DoeL I think we were best begonci lest he find out ours. 

1 Doci. Why, ay, for if he be a chemist, lus opinion and ours must 
naeda differ, and consequently not agree in consultation. 

S JheL I am, sir, of your <^inion, for I think it infra digniUUem to- 
bold consultation with mountebanks. 

8 DoeL We know not yet, sir, what the man is. 

1 DooL If he be a chemist, sir, he is, 00 nomine^ a declared enemy 
to the Qa leni c al way, to all truth and learning, and a denyer of prin- 
dplM, and therefore not to be consulted with. 

S DaoL Bi^t^ sir ; wntra prmdpia negantem non ett cUtptUandum, 
He that rallies but with submission to tie dixit Ocdentu is not to be 
looked on aa a physician. 

8 DoeL Pardon me, gentlemen, I have known some . chemical 
phyakaiaBS learned and rational men ; and, although not strict adherers 
to the Qaknical method, proceed with great reason and good success, 
whiohy I take it, answers all we can say or do. 

% DoeL I profess I think it aa bad as murder to cure out of the 
Biethodical way. Oh, what satisfaction tie to have a patient die 
accQsding to aU the rules of art ! 

(Tsr. But, sure, it should satisfy your conscience better to have 
them live by rules. 

^ DoeL Come life, come death, to follow rules in your satisfac- 
tiioii ; and conscience is no ingredient within the rules of physic, sir. 

Enter Sbbvant. 

Ser, Sir, the Doctor is come ! 

Oer. "Tis well ! 'tis well ! Gentlemen, to end this dispute, here is 
a double fee for each ; and, pray you, consult with him his way, and 
be ciyil in't for my sake. 

1 Dod, Sir, you and yours here hath prevailed over us. 

8 Doct, I profess, to serve so worthy and magnificent a person, I 
would consult with a farrier. 

3 DocL A farrier ? Nay, for a double fee we would consult with a 
gunsmith. 

Oer. Here he is ! pray you salute him. 

3 Doet, We know how to be civil, sir. 

Enter Doctor, Hubnatio, Stibquilutio, and Nursx. 

Ger, Save you, sir! 
Doet» I thank you. 
3 Doct. Save you, 
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DocL One save you, sir, is sufficient for all ; we leanieil men 
should hate compliment — verba pauca sapiens sapit. — Was that true 
Latin, Parson] 

Stir, Brave ! fear nothing I At them with some question ! 

Doct I shall fall into the farrier. — Well, I find, gentlemen, you are 
professed doctors of physic, and are met to consult the health of a dis- 
tracted lady I therefore to the point, and avoid your canting words that 
would stick in a wise man's throat and choke him. 

2 Doct. But, sir, 'tis necessaiy we declare ourselves in proper and 
learned phrases when we discourse either of physic or distempers — 
in arte arcijicialiter loquendum ; and w^ithal, sir, 'tis fit that we of the 
consultation should withdraw. 

Doct. No withdrawing, sir ; 'tis not my way. I love persons con- 
cerned should hear and see what's done, that they may judge who 
are doers and who are talkers ; and if you affect the vain-glory of 
learned phrases, my operator Hiunatio and his man Stirquilutio shall 
dispute you, for with great pains I have enabled them to argue in 
all tongues, because they know I hate the trouble on't myself. 

Stir. . Start a question quickly. 

Doct, I shall only trouble you with one question or two myself. 
First, I ask you whether you know the practice of before behind, 
behind before ? 

2 Doct. Before behind, behind "before 1 Why, that is something 
belongs to a horse ! A farrier or a blacksmith must answer that 
question .... 

Stir. You '11 have no need of Latin, Doctor. 

Doct. Look you to that. Parson. — And I must tell you I shall spoil 
the benefit you get by that disease ; for I '11 advise every man to plant 
a guaiacum tree in his orchard, and a leaf of that at any time will cure 
infallibly ; and that 's one of the secrets I will reveal to the world, to 
spoil the practice of mountebanks, . . . doctors, and bill men. 

2 Doct. But will that disease be cured with the leaf of a guaiacum tree] 
Doct. Ay, sir, as I can order it. 

1 Doct. Pray you, sir, how will you order it i 
Doct. Why, first, sir, I will make you a mash. 

3 Doct. How, sir, that 's a farrier's phrase again. What mean you by 
a mash, sir ? 

J)oct. Tell 'em, tell 'em, Stirquilutio, and let not me be troubled to 
inteqjrct. 

A^tir. Why, sir, the Doctor is so much read in the Arabian physi- 
cians that he often uses their terms. Masha in the Anibic is what 
qninta essentia is in the Latin. 

Doct. Well helped. Parson. — You wonder at my phrases, and I tt 
your want of Arabic. Now, sir, when any man is troubled with the 
staggers, we do not cut him and slash him in the forehead as you do 
your horses. 

IlL R 
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8 DoeL Staggers in a man ? With your favour, sir, you have talked 
all this while liker a farrier than a physician ; and I begin to think you 
are one, sir. 
DoeL How shall I get off now ? 

Stir, Yes, sir, he is a farrier, and an able farrier too ; for if you be 
not good farriers, and good surgeons too, you deserve not the name of 
dooton. 

Act. And pray you, come to the point concerning our mad 
pfttient. 

3 DoeL Tis wonderful that an under-servant to a doctor should have 
tills learning ! 

S DoeL I doubt whether the master understands so much. 

DoeL Say yon so, sir ? I '11 be even with yoiL — Parson, I '11 tell 
that Doctor he is not well, and whilst I feel his pulse, convey you this 
oow-itch down his neck. Come hither, sir, I pray you. 

S DoeL Tour pleasure, sir ? 

DoeL You are not well, sir. 

8 DoeL As ever I was in my life, sir. 

DoeL Let me feel your pulse. You accuse me of farrier^s 
phnuMS ; I "ve another fiirrier phrase for you. You are not well ; yon 
are foundered in your body, and it will &11 upon your shouldera First, 
it will begin with a kind of itching, then into inflammations and 
eatairiui : therefore, look tot, be rowelled betimes. 

8 DoeL I slight your opinion, sir. 

DoeL Well, mark the end on 't, sir. . . . 

OUfL Nay, sir. 111 fetter yon from running. Doctor, get me a 
panoiL Does none of these grave men belong to the clergy ? 

%DoeL No madam. 

(Hin, Bun, run and fetch me one ; they 're never i' th' way when 
they should do good. 

DoeL Stirquilutio, put on the parson's coat quickly. Madam, have 
patience ; the parson will be here presently. 

Qer. Why so? Why so. Doctor ? Why so ! 

Doct, To bring your child to herself again. Ask these doctors else. 

8 DocL Nay, no doubt they are right, sir, if you obstruct them not 
I must have his opinion for my disease too. 

Doct. Look you ! here is the parson, madam. 

(Hin. Oh, welcome, sir ! Nay, not a word out of your book, but 
turn to your text of matrimony, and marry us presently ; and pray you, 
let not that old man know we are married. 

Doct, . No, no, by no means. You must not know, old man, your 
daughter's to be married. 

Ger, Nay, nay, nay. Doctor ; Doctor, no jesting with marriage. 

Dod. Why, are you jealous of my operator ] Alas, poor wretch ! 
Why gentlemen, the man has a wife and four children. 

Ger, Has he ? And art thou sure of that. Doctor ? 
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Doct. Why, sir, before these gentlemen, if I speak false, degrade 
me of the dignity of a doctor. 

Oer. I believe you, and am satisfied, and now I am as light and 
airy as a boy. 

Olin, Who will be my father, and give me to Leander 1 I have a 
mind to this grave gentleman. Do you refuse me, sir ? 

Doct, No, no, no, madam ; go and give her, sir, go. Bless us all, 
you see what a raging fit she had like to have fallen into. 

Oer. Ay, but I do not like ; I do not know — I do not like — I do 
not know what to say to it. 

Doct. The devil 's in you ! Why, you have forgot the fellow 's 
married. 

Ger, I had forgot, I had forgot ; in troth, I should laugh to see 
her thus recovered. Why, gentlemen, is not this a strange way to cure 
madness? 

3 Doct, It is so, sir ; but it seems they have the experience, the prac- 
tical part, and truly it seems rational. 

Doct. Why, sir, if we can but get her to sleep in the belief that she 
is married to Leander, my life for yours she wakes i* th' morning in her 
right senses. 

2 Doct, And sure this back wiU put me into my wrong senses. 

Ger. Ha, ha, ha 1 I laugh to think, poor girl, how she '11 be 
cozened into her wits again. 

Nur. Master, as I live, they *re married in earnest ! Ill be sworn, 
with the very same words that I and my husband was. 

Ger. Let them alone ; 'tis all but jest. Nurse. Why, the apothe- 
cary 's married, fool, and has four children. 

Hur. 'Tis true that he is married, but no four children, sir. . . . 

Hur.y Olin. Now, sir, we both crave your blessing. 

Ger. Well said. Apothecary ; thou acts it to the life, T faith ! Gen- 
tlemen Doctors, does he not do it well ! 

Hur. I shall do it better yet. . . . 

Ger. . . . There you overact it, Tothecary. 

Olin. Sir, he is no apothecary, but real Leander, and my lawful 
husband. . . . 

Ger. Why, Doctor, this girl is stark mad stilL 

Doct. No indeed, she speaks sensibly. What would you have a 
young woman do . . . when she is married ? 

Ger. Why, Doctor, thou overacts thy part too ! 

Doct. In troth, sir, this is neither apothecary, operator, nor Hur- 
natio, but very Leander ; neither is this his man Stirquilutio, but 
his brother, and a minister in orders, who has lawfully made 'em man 
and wife. 

Ger Oh, this cursed farrier! this curaed villain! Then you are 
not mad. Lady ? 
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OUn, "SOf sir ; neither was I mad or dumb, but counterfeited both 
to oOBsn the Squire and you, air. 

Cf0t. And yon, air, were Leander when you brought me the letter 
Ihwilieander? 

Zmik Yes, sir. 

Ger. And you told me that Leander wou|d steal my daughter, and 
ga?e me good counsel to look to her ? 

Zmik I did so, sir. 

(Tsr. rTwas good counsel, if I could have taken it. That cursed 
latter Mgned from Leander cozened me ; that got them credit with me, 
iplto of my jealousy* Thou art a pretty fellow, [ confess, but the most 
i]B|Nideiit and audacious villain to marry my child against my will, and 
hdot% my face too» Gentlemen. 

Wn, Bo yon think Td have been married but in my father^s pre- 
MUM t Not for all the world. 

Lmk Twas love f <»oed us to make this ship, sir. 

dr. . . . That* s the end on't I Did not I tell thee all along that 
tium wonldst coaen me I 

Zetk Yon did so, sir, but love can take no warning. 

€hr. For my revenge. Til to bed and fall desperately sick, make 
si^ wffly and die, and leave thee ne'er a groat, that thou and thy issue 
maj ateve and perish. [Exit Gbbnetts. 

OU^ Fear not^ Leander ! When this fit is over, he's to be recon- 
ijikdt Imt not I 

DmL Gkntlemen Doctors, I hope 'tis no disparagement to you that 
* poor &mer, by a oombination with Nurse, has cured a madwoman. 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 



The Misanthrope, Molidre's masterpiece, according to Voltaire, was first 
acted on the 4th of June, 1666, at the theatre of the Palais Boyal, and, 
in spite of what has generally been believed, was no complete failure ; 
for it was represented twenty-one consecutive times.* It is, however, not 
to be expected that a comedy like TJie Misanthrope should please the 
general public as much as a farce. But those who admired noble 
thoughts, select language, accurate delineations of character, and a 
perfect and entertaining style, placed this comedy from the very begin- 
ning where it is now generally put, with the common consent of aU 
students of sound literature, in the foremost rank of the good comedies 
of Moliere. 

The subject of a misanthrope has been treated at all times and in all 
literatures. Antiquity possessed a proverbial misanthrope, which 
Plutarch mentions in his Lives of JUustrunts Men (Timon) in the 
following words : 

^ Anthony in the meantime forsook the city and the society of his 
friends, and retired to a small house which he had built himself near 
Pharos, on a mound he had cast up in the sea. In this place, sequestered 
from all commerce with mankind, he affected to live like Timon, because 
there was a resemblance in their fortunes. He had been deserted by his 
friends, and their ingratitude had put him out of humour with his own 
species. 

*' This Timon was a citizen of Athens, and lived about the time of 
the Peloponnesian war, as appears from the comedies of Aristophanes and 
Plato, in which he is exposed as the hater of mankind. Yet, although 
he hated mankind in general, he caressed the bold and impudent boy 
Aicibiades, and being aske<l the reason of this by Apemanti^ who ex- 

* M. E. Dospoifl, in his very accurate book, Le Theatre fruncais tons LouitXIV.f 
states that The MUanthrojH was neither a great success, nor a complete failure. At 
its first representation, 1447 livres, 10 sous were received, which was a consider- 
able " take " for that time ; but from the third representation, the receipts went 
down to between 600 and 700 livres, and the tenth brought only 212 liyres. It is 
therefore, more than probable that, if this comedy had not been Moli^re*8, and 
played in his own theatre, it would have been withdrawn. The twenty-ftrst 
representation took place on a Sunday, when there was generally a good deal of 
money taken at the door, and brought only 268 livres. 
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■ome turprifle at it, he answereil, it was because he foreaaw 
that he would pla^ie the people of Athens. Apemantus was the only 
one he admitted to his society, and he was his friend in point of prin- 
ciple. At the feast of sacrifices for the dead, these two dined by them- 
■elTeiy and when Apemantus observed that the feast was excellent, 
Timon answered, ' It would be so if you were not here.' Once, in an 
attemUy of the people, he mounted the rostrum, and the novelty of the 
thing occasioned a universal silence and expectation ; at length he said, 
' TwflLb of Athens, there is a fig-tree in my yard, on which many worthj 
dtixnia have hanged themselves, and as I have determined to build 
upon the tspot, I thought it necessary to give this public notice, that 
■oeh as choose to have recourse to this tree for the aforesaid purpose 
may repair to it before it is cut down.' 

" He was buried at Halae near the sea, and the water surrounded his 
tomb in such a manner that he was even then inaccessible to mankind. 

" The following epitaph is inscribed on his monument : 

' At last, I've bid the knavos farewell ; 
Ask not my name — but go — to helL' 

''It la iLid that he wrote this epitaph himself. That which is cum- 
monlj repeated is by Callimachus. 

' My name it Timon, knaves begone ! 
Curse me, but oome not near my stone 1 * 

^ ^lese are some of the many anecdotes we have concerning Timon." 
In Lodan's '' Dialogues of the Dead," Dialogue XXIY., Timon is 
npnamted as finding fault with Jupiter about his half-heartedness, 
twitting him with his want of energy, that when they despoiled his 
temples and robbed him on Olympus, he dared not set the dogs after 
them, nor call the neighbours to his assistance, and compares his own 
case with that of Jove. Jupiter does not altogether like this, and wishes 
to know from Mercury who that dirty fellow is, standing at the foot of 
Hymettus, abusing him— coming to the conclusion that it must be some 
philosopher railing against him. Upon being informed by his son who 
he really is, the Thunderer expresses his surprise and sorrow at the 
change that has taken place in the condition of the once so "wealthy 
man, and enquires the causes of this decline. "To speak simply," 
anawered|Mercury, " benevolence has ruined him, also philanthropy and 
compassion towards all in need ; but to speak truly, foUy and simplicity 
in choosing his friends, who were only so many vultures gnawing his 
liver, treating him with diadain afterwards, when he was no longer 
useful, and even pretending not to know his name." Jove now begins to 
remember Timon in his better days, and chides himself for his neglect 
in having forgotten him ; alleging, however, as the cause, the noise 
which the perjured and the wicked make around him, not leaving him a 
moment's leisure to look into Attica. He commands Mercury to take 
Plutus with him, to seek Timon, and remain with him, even should 
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he endeavour to drive them from his house by repeating his former 
acts of benevolence. He also promises revenge upon those who have 
been ungrateful to Timon when his thunderbolts shall be repaired, 
which are out of order just then, he having hurled them at the sophist 
Anaxagoras, who was persuading his disciples that the gods did not 
exist at all. Plutus refuses to go to Timon because he insulted him, 
and divided him amongst flatterers and parasites ; and begs Jove to send 
him to those who will appreciate him, and not squander him in benevo- 
lence. Jupiter informs Plutus that Timon shall not do so again, having 
gained experience by his niisfortunes ; at the same time telling him that 
he has often complained of different treatment by being completely 
imprisoned under bars and keys. Plutus gives him to understand that 
he prefers the middle way, and does not like the greed ofc some, any 
more than the lavishness of others. He prepares to go in company 
with Mercury to find Timon. They meet with him dose at hand, 
digging the soil. Plutus thinks that, surrounded as he is by Labour, 
Wisdom, Strength, and Fortitiide, they cannot do much for him, 
and wishes them to leave him. Poverty, who is closely attending 
Timon, resents the intrusion of Plutus and Mercury, tel^ng them 
that he had formed the man perfectly to his work, which they would 
only undo again, and Timon also reviles them for having come to 
disturb him, threatening to strike them. The two gods reveal them- 
selves to him, offering him wealth. Timon tells Plutus to go and 
hang himself, and offers to smash him to pieces. Plutus intends to de- 
part. Mercury persuades Timon to reconsider his decision, but Timon 
persists, telling them he has no need of their services, that his spade is 
wealth enough, and that he will be perfectly happy if but left alone, 
asking them to convey his thanks to Jupiter for his kind attentions, but 
persistently refusing to have ought to do with Plutus, ascribing all his 
misfoilunes to the blind god, who offers to defend himself hx>m the 
accusations, Timon permitting him to do so in a few words only. 
Timon reluctantly consents to become rich again in obedience to Jupiter, 
upon which all his parasites anew assemble round him. 

The above sketches fairly represent the idea which antiquity formed 
of a misanthrope. 

Moli^re's play of The Misanthrope, his only comedy which represents 
courtiers and courtly people, opens with great spirit, and sho^ us the 
hero Alceste attacking his friend Philinte for being too lenient and 
tolerant to the foibles of mankind, whilst the defence of the latter is 
plausible, perhaps too much so. Then we have Oronte, the high- 
bom but wretched poet, who, offended by Alceste*s blunt, honest 
opinion, goes away fuming and fretting. The coquettish, evil-speak- 
ing C(5limene, beloved by Alceste, spurns an honest man's affection, 
through vanity and thoughtlessness, enlivens the comedy, and is finally 
rewarded and cruelly modified by being discarded. Such men as 
Acaate and Clitandre, represent the butterflies of society, fluttering 
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from ona drawing-room to Another, but instead of distilling, as from 
iowetiy sweet odonrsy only carrying venomous poison with glib 
and amooth small talk. The charming Miss Eliante, whose beauty 
is cnhaaoed by modest behaviour, finally receives the hand of 
FhOinte. 

I think no better delineation has been given of this play than the 
following one by M. Taine, in his '< History of English Literature :" — 
"A down conversations make up the play of The Misanthrope, The 
nm« (ritoation, five or six times renewed, is the whole of VEccle dee 
Fe m m e e , These pieces are made out of nothing. They have no need 
of incidents, they find ample space in the compass of one room and one 
day, without sniprises, without decoration, with an arras and four 
•nn-chainL* This paucity of matter throws out the ideas more clearly 
and quickly ; in fact, their whole aim is to bring those ideas promi- 
nently forward ; the simplicity of the subject, the progress of the 
action, the linking together of the scenes, — ^to this everything tends. 
At every step deamess increases, the impression is deepened, vice 
standi out : ridicule is piled up, imtil, before so many apt and united 
iqipeals, laughter forces its way and breaks forth. And this laughter 
is not a mere outburst of physical amusement ; it is the judgment 
which incites it The writer is a philosopher, who brings us into con- 
tact with a universal truth by a particular example. We understand 
thioo^ him, as through La Bruydre or Nicole, the force of prejudice, 
the obstinacy of conventionality, the blindness of love. The couplets of 
his dialogue, like the arguments of their treatises, are but the worked- 
oat proof and the logical justification of a preconceived conclusion. We 
j^kMophise with him on humanity ; we think because he has thought. 
And he has only thought thus in the character of a Frenchman, for an 
audience of French men of the world. In him we taste a national plea- 
sure. French refined and systematic intelligence, the most exact in seizing 
on the subordination of ideas, the most ready in separating ideas from 
matter, the most fond of clear and tangible ideas, finds in him its 
nourishment and its echo. None who has sought to show us mankind, 
has led us by a straighter and easier mode to a more distinct and speak- 
ing portrait. I will add, to a more pleasing portrait, — and this is the 
main talent of comedy : it consists in keeping back what is hateful ; 
and observe that that which is hateful abounds in the world. As soon 
as you will paint the world truly, philosophically, you meet with vice, 
injustice, and everywhere indignation ; amusement flees before anger 
and morality. ... In The Misatuhrapef is not the spectacle of a loyally 
sincere and honest man, very much in love, whom his virtue finally 
overwhelms with ridicule and drives from society, a sad sight to see? . . . 
How everything changes imder the hand of the mercurial Frenchman ! 
how all this human ugliness is blotted out 1 how amusing is the spec- 
tacle which Moli^re has arranged for us ! how we ought to thank the 
great artist for having transformed his subject so well ! At ,last we 
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have a cheerful world, on canvas at least ; we could not have it other- 
wise, but this we have. How pleasant it is to forget truth ! what an 
art is that which divests us of ourselves ! what a point of view which 
converts the contortions of suflfering into funny grimaces ! Gaiety 
has come upon us, the dearest possession of a Frenchman. The soldiers 
of Villars used to dance that they might forget they had no longer any 
bread. Of all French possessions, too, it is the best. This gift does not 
destroy thought, but it masks it. In Molidre, truth is at the bottom, 
but concealed ; he has heard the sobs of human tragedy, but he pre- 
fers not to re-echo them. It is quite enough to feel our wounds smart ; 
let us not go to the theatre to see them again. Philosophy, while it 
reveals them, advises us not to think of them too much. Let us en- 
liven our condition with the gaiety of easy conversation and light wit, 
as we would the chamber of sickness. . . . Let Alceste be grumpy and 
awkward. It is in the first place true, because our more valiant virtues 
are only the outbreaks of a temper out of harmony with circum- 
stances ; but, in addition, it will be amusing. His mishaps will cease 
to make him the martyr of justice ; they will only be the consequences 

of a cross-grained character Moli^re is the only man who gives 

us models without getting pedantic, without trenching on the tragic, 
without growing solemn. 

" This model is the ' respectable man,' as the phrase was, Philinte, 
Ariste, Clitandre, Eraste ; Uiere is no other who can at the same time 
instruct and amuse us. His talent has reflection for its basis, but it is 
cultivated by the world. His character has honesty for its basis, but it 
is in harmony with the world. You may imitate him without trans- 
gressing either reason or duty ; he is neither a coxcomb nor a roisterer. 
You can imitate him without neglecting your interests or making yourself 
ridiculous ; he is neither an ignoramus nor unmannerly. He has read 
and understands the jargon of Trissotin and Lycidas, but in order to 
pierce them through and through, to beat them with their own argu- 
ments, to set the gallery in a roar at their expense. He will discuss 
even morality and religion, but in a style so natural, with proofs so 
clear, with warmth so genuine, that he interests women, and is listened 
to by men of the world. He knows man, and reasons about him, but 
in such brief sentences, such living delineations, such pungent humour, 
that his philosophy is the best of entertainments. He is faithful to his 
ruined mistress, his calumniated friend, but gracefully, without fuss. 
All his actions, even noble ones, have an easy way about them which 
adorns them ; he does nothing without pleasantness. His great talent 
is knowledge of the world ; he shows it not only in the trivial circum- 
stances of e very-day life, but in the most passionate scenes, the most 
embarrassing positions. A noble swordsman wants to take Philinte, 
the ' respectable man,' as his second in a duel ; he reflects a moment, 
excuses himself in a scoi*e of phrases, and, * without playing the Hector,' 
leaves the bystanders convinced that he is no coward. Armande insults 
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Um, then tlirows hanelf in his amis ; he politely averts the storm, de- 
flUnes the reeondliation with the most loyal frankness, and without 
mofikipng a single falaehood, leaves the q>ectatori convinced that he ia 
no boor. When he loves Eliante, who prefera Aloeste, and whom 
Alnmt's may possibly many, he proposes to her with a complete deli- 
cftoy and dignity, without lowering himself, without recrimination, with- 
out wronging himself or his friend. When Qronte reads him a sonnet, 
ho dooi not assume in the fop a nature which he has not, but praises the 
oomrontional verses in conventional language, and is not so clumsy aa todis- 
plaj a pootieal judgment which would be out of place. He takes at once 
hk tone from the ctixnimstanoes ; he perceives instantly what he must say 
and what be silent about, in what degree and in what gradationa, what 
csaot expedient will reconcile truth and conventional propriety, how far 
ho on^t to go or where to take his stand, what faint line separates de- 
oonun tnm flatteiy, truth from awkwardness. On this narrow path he 
pt neea d a free hem embarrassment or mistakes, never put out of his way 
fay tlio diocka or changes of circumstance, never allowing the calm smile 
of politeneas to quit his lips, never omitting to receive with a laugh of 
good hwnoor the nonsense of his neighbour. This clevemeas, entirely 
Fnodif reconciles in him fundamental honesty and worldly breeding ; 
without it» he would be altogether on the one side or the other. In 
this way comedy finds its hero half way between the rou^ and the 
preaeher." 

Thna far M. Taine. His definition of the respectable man, rhonnks 
komm$9 doea not, in my opinion, apply to Philinte, but is quite necee- 
■■ij in the pr esent age, when hontike homme means no longer a well- 
bom man and gentleman, aa well aa an honest man ; hence Alceste says 
ri^tly to Oronte, in the second scene of the first act of The Mimnthrope^ 
^60 not .... forfeit the reputation you enjoy at court of being a 
man of sense and a gentleman (Jumnite homme\ to take from the hands 
of a greedy printer that of a ridiculous and wretched author." In the 
beginning of the seventeenth century, a ceitain Mons. Nicholas Faret, 
first secretary of the count of Harcourt, — ^and who has gone down to 
posterity aa an inveterate drinker, because his friend Saint- Amant made 
his name rhyme with cabaret, a public house, — wrote a book, which was 
then in everybody's hand, called L'ffoneete homme ouVArt deplat're d la 
Cour, This book, a sort of '' Handbook of Politeness," was first pub- 
lished in 1630, but several editions had been printed since that time, 
and it waa still the fashionable guide-book of manners in 1666. It is 
probable that Molidre got inspired by a description given by Faret of 
rho/mSte homme, when in love, which had b^n copied from Lucretius, and 
that our author then referred to the original Latin author, whose fourth 
canto of De Nahira Renim he utilises for Eliante's description of the 
power of self-deception in love, in the fifth scene of the second act. 
Moliere haa also borrowed some lines from Lucretius, for the speech of 
the Master of Philosophy in the sixth scene of the second act of The 
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Citizen who apes the Gentleman (see Vol. V.). But theuce to conclude 
that Moli^re had translated Lucretius, which translation has been lost 
to posterity, is going rather too far. The only biographer of Molifere 
who mentions this is Grimarest (1659-1713), who is far from trustworthy, 
and who may have supposed that a whole translation of Lucretius ex- 
isted, when only a few lines had been transposed. 

It has been said that Moliere, at the time he wrote The Misanthrope, 
endured the pangs of jealousy, and that he was shamefully betrayed 
by his wife, but could not resist loving her. It seems more than 
likely that, in Alceste's admiration for the spoiled beauty, Moliere gave 
vent to his own feelings of mixed jealousy and admiration of his wife, 
and that our author's attempt to depict the hero of his play trying to 
free himself from tlie toils of feminine and personal charms, is only 
heightened in intensity and force by an impulse from within. Still, 
although we admit that these anecdotes about a great man may sometimes 
give the complexion of the times — as, for example, the story told about 
Shakespeare and Burbage — they are not seldom the mere groundless 
gossip of his professional friends and foes, the rakings of the tap-rooms 
frequented by the hangers-on of the great man, and even, now and then, 
the venomous utterings of the hero's enemies. This appears to have 
been the case with the accusations brought against Moli^re's wife, 
which are chiefly based on a libellous pamphlet, published nominally at 
Frankfort, but in reality in Holland, fifteen years after our author's 
death, and called : La Fameuse comedienne, ou Histoire de la Ou^nn, 
auparavant femm^ et veuve de MoLihre, and which, in my opinion, deserve 
not the smallest amount of credit. (See Vol. II., Introductory Notice 
to The Impromptu of Versailles, page 291.) There can be no doubt that 
Moliere was jealous. This cannot be wondered at, when we find that 
he was about twenty years older than his wife, who appears to have 
been rather a coquette, with a great amount of levity, very fond of ad- 
miration, and nearly always movmg about amidst a retinue of young 
and elegant courtiers, crowding round the favourite actress of the day 
to pay her homage. It is more than probable that Moliere wrote the 
greater part of The Misanthrope during a season of illness and con- 
valescence, and therefore the bitterness of his feelings must have in- 
creased a hundredfold when he found himself alone in his sick-room, 
and his youthful spouse gadding about with the gaudy and sprightly 
noblemen. But this is really all that can be said, with any certainty, 
against Moli^re's wife. 

It has also been stated that Molic^re attacked and satirised several 
noblemen in The Misanthrope, and took literary vengeance upon some 
of the supposed admirers of his wife, such as the Count de Guiche, the 
Abb^ de Richelieu, and the Duke de Lauzun, whom he is said to 
have drawn in this play ; as well as the Count de Saint Gilles in Timante ; 
Madame de Longueville, or some other great lady-i— according to some 
even Madame Moliere — in C^limdne; the Duke de Saint- Aignan, in 
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Qronte ; Molidre*a friend Chapelle, in Philinte ; Marlemoiiiielle Debrie iu 
AUante. Besides this, characters were found in real life for the prudish 
and slandering Arsino^, the ridiculous Cl<k)nte, the reasoning Damon, the 
tiresome story-teller G^^ralde, the poor silly woman Bdliae, the conceited 
Adnurtei the foolish C^on, the would-be witty Damis, and even *^ the 
great hulking booby of a Tiscount" This, like many other statements 
mboot oar author^s presumed personal attacks, may be probable, but has 
rmHj never been proved. There is no doubt that personalities were then 
infuihionyand that Molidre often used, and even sometimes abused, his 
powerful pen to describe, and to satirise, his rivals and his enemies. 
Bat as Urania says in The School far Wives criticised (See VoL II., page 
S68» Scene 7), ^ Let us not apply to ourselves the points of general cen- 
■ave ; let us profit by the lesson, if possible, without assuming that we 
are qioken against All the ridiculous delineations which are drawn 
on t^ stage, should be looked on by every one without annoyance. 
Thej are public mirrors, in which we must never pretend to see our- 
■elvea. To bruit it about that we are offended at being hit, is to state 
openly that we are at fault." 

Tradition also states that MoUdre intended Aloeste as a portrait of 
the Tiitooos Charles de Ste.-Maure, Duke de Montausier, and that some 
of oar aathox's enemies induced this nobleman to go and see The Mis- 
amtktropef but that, instead of being offended at Molidre's sketch, he 
tO(dt it as a compliment, and said that he should be delighted to resemble 
■adh an honest man as Alceste. 

An attempt has been made to di:aw a parallel between MoH^'s 
Mimmtkrope and Shakespeare's Timon of Athens. Though the nature of 
their sabject may appear at the first glance, similar, nothing could be 
move opposite than these two personages. Timon becomes a misan- 
thrope through sentiment and experience, for he has been shame- 
folly abandoned by his {)Beudo-friends when in poverty, and hence his 
savage onslaughts on society: but Alceste was bom splenetic The 
one is continually showering gifts and favours around him, even on 
the most worthless objects, whilst the other would only have assisted 
a man if he were thoroughly honest and respectable. The character of 
Apemantus is, if anything, much more like Alceste's than that of the 
Athenian lord himself. Shakespeare's work points a moral at ingrati- 
tude and indlBcriminate benevolence and its rewards : Molidre's is a 
satire against spleen. Alceste is a well-bom, honourable, and wealthy 
man, who rails against society, with which he is angry, through an innate 
and exaggerated sentiment of honour ; and although he is nearly always 
right in principle and theory, he is nearly IRways wrong in practice and 
form. He is unbendingly strict in the most trifling, as well as in the 
gravest, matters. He is sincere and earnest, but blunt and passionate ; 
and it is through this very passion that he is betrayed into an exaggera- 
tion, and a quarrelsomeness which render him ridiculous and amusing. 
His IB a sort of finnilfiTi fastidiousness which is entirely absent in Timon. 
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In fact, Shakespeai*e works with a Nasmyth's steam hammer to demolish 
the vices, while Moliere, with due regard for the spirit of his age, and 
especially that of the King, uses an ordinary mallet, with which he does 
nearly as much execution as the Englishman, without exerting himself 
so powerfully. 

It is doubtful if Moliere would have been allowed the same lati- 
tude by Louis XIV., as Shakespeare was by Elizabeth, who never 
took the slightest notice of his attacks upon her father, Henry 
VIII. It may be safely asserted that the Grand Monarque was 
not averse to hear serious reasoning railed at and ridiculed, but 
that he would soon have interfered had the prominent vices of the 
court been attacked too strongly. Philinte, the worldling, is but 
a stronger reproduction of Ariste in The School for Husbands^ and 
of Chrysalde in The School for Wives. That he has his reward at 
the end of the play — if it be a reward — by being made happy with 
the hand of £liaute, while the Misanthrope is left out in the cold, 
may be taken as a concession of Moli^re's, to the prevailing feeling 
at the court, which was more likely to sympathize with Philinte, their 
representative, than to grieve over the sorrow of Alceste, their antago- 
nist. It must however, be admitted that the only show of criticism 
which Moliere displayed against the person of the King, is to be found 
in this play, because our author, in attacking the men who iilled public 
offices, reflects on the Monarch who appointed them. 

Metaphysically considered, Alceste is not unlike Hamlet. Neither 
of them is fit to live in this world. Both feel they are powerless in 
changing the decrees of fate : but the causes which have produced that 
inability diflfer. In Alceste, it is a brusque candour, swooping unex- 
pectedly down uiK)u meritricious society ; but Hamlet has " that within 
which passeth show," ** the time is out of joint," and the will is puzzled 
by thinking of " the undiscover'd country, from whose bourne no 
traveller returns." 

The Misanthrope has been attacked and defended by so many eminent 
men, that we cannot do better than give a short resume of some of their 
opinions, and let the reader himself draw his own conclusions. Let us 
begin with those who attack him. First we have the celebrated morose 
philosopher, Jean Jacques Bousseau. If it be true that "a fellow 
feeliug makes us wondrous kind," Kousseau must have felt some sym- 
pathy for the tetchy, irritable, well-meaning Alceste. In a letter to 
d'Alembert, he advances the following objections to Moli^re's play : 
*' Alceste is a sincere, estimable, honest man, and the author makes 
him simply ridiculous. This alone would be without excuse. More- 
over, Alceste is not a man-hater or Misanthrope, as the title of the 
piece implies, for in that case none of the audience would like to 
meet such a man, as the hero of the play, for whom they feel, at 
the bottom of their heart, a certain respect. This virtuous man is 
made ndiculous and is opposed to Philinte, one of those honest and 
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if9m *4 ihf»^r fi^itUt sutfi ^rrfsti'UiUiyfsf:'! '/f/tiiiiMA « ho are Baitl«£^ vith 
*(ifisry\tt0\y uw\ •nr^nyxhitif^ ; who n«rver ima^pn^ anylir^T can be 
lmi»|^^ Wf Umn jw tli^ catj frit d'im-n at a v«]l fumiiih^d tabk : who 
natfft^ iiiMl'rrvUti'] \t»sf>^\n Uf W fxjf/r, l^caiuie tb«y have monev in their 
pffdteiMf nwl w\ttt^ fr<an ihair weW'pvfUinthii hooMe, would aee the whole 
0ti mitfikifj/l robli<!f], piilag«'Jy Mlauj^ht^re'], and even mnniered. with- 
imt iMrifig r»ov««] in th« Itau^ Moliere wm wiv/U{( in having sketched 
th# MifMtJthrrifie an a man who ffsiM sati^ry slImmI trifleii ; Alceste know<» 
ttwokimi, and ouf^fit therefore not to lie aifUminhe'l or enraged at auy- 
ihlfig th«y fMt do, neither at the treachery of a fierfidious coquette, nor 
lit iht> Mtffiw:i of falws friendii ; hence Moli^re has not well understood 
thu chftHMl^r (if tlie Miiianthni}i«, and lias marie him ridiculous in order 
to pkaM th«9 iiuhlii;.** 

K^nelon, in hiii /^tre $ur CEOpquence, also attacks Molicre, because 
\m myn he ** }itm a . . . fault, which many clever people forgive in him^ 
but which I do not, namely, tliat he has made vice graceful, and virtue 
MVmttly ridiculouii ami (nHous. I can understand tliat his champions 
will bring forward that he has treated real honesty in an honourable 
tiMtitior, tliat )m has only attacked sfilenetic virtue and detestable hypo- 
oriay : but, witliout entering into any long discussioDs, I maintain that 
PlatOf and the other higislatoni of Pagan antiquity, would never have 
mlmittud ill their rupublics such a play about morals." 

AugiintUN William Hchlegel, in his Ctmrtte of Ijectures (XXI.) on Dra- 
meUio Art and LitenUurn, says — " In Tfie MUanthrope .... the action 
whioh is also poorly invented, is found to drag heavily ; for, with the 
•X09]>tion of a few scenes of a more sprightly description, it consists 
altogoUier of discourwm fonnally introduced and supported, while the 
MtagiUitiou is only iNirtially concoided by the art employed on the details 
of vafNiflcation and exprt^Hsion. In a word, these pieces arc too didactic, 
too expressly iiiHtrtictivi* ; whereas, in comedy, the sjMictator should 
only Iw iiistructtMl iiicidontidly, and, as it were, witliout its ap{>eariug to 

have hoWi inU^ndod As is well known The Misanthrope was at 

first very cohlly nnvivwl, l)ecAUso it was even less amusing than The 
i^chaol /fit ll'i'iw lUid The /iiue'St<)cl'in</;ff the action is less rapid, or 
niUior thon^ is nono at all ; and there is a great want of coherence 
iMdtwtHiin the inoAgn^ inoidonts which give only an npi^irent life to the 
dmmatic im>voniont, the qujirrel with On>nte re8i>eoting the sonnet, 
and it« adjuHtmoiit : the di^cision of the law-suit, which is ever being 
broxight forwiinl ; the unmasking of Oolinu^ne, thnnigh the vanity of 
Uio two ManpUM^s, and the jealousy of Arsinoo. Besides all this, the 
gi»nond plot is not ovon pntl^ible. It is frameii with a view to exhibit 
tho Uumntgh dolinoation of a oharactor : but a oluvntoter discloses itself 
much moro iu it« ivlations with others than immetliatelv. How comes 
AUv«tit to havo ohivH^n Thilinto for a friend, a man whose principles 
^rw diivctlv the nsvcnw of his own? Uow comes he also to be 
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enamoured of a coquette, who has nothing amiable in her character, and 
who entertains us merely by her scandal 1 We might well say of this 
Cdlim^ne, without exaggeration, that there is not one good point in her 
whole composition. In a character like that of Alceste, love is not a 
fleeting sensual impulse, but a serious feeling arising from a want of a 
sincere mental union. His dislike of flattery, falsehood, and malicious 
scandal, which always characterise the conversation of C^lim^ne, breaks 
forth so incessantly, that we feel the first moment he heard her open 
her lips, ought to have driven him for ever from her society. Finally, 
the subject is ambiguous, and that is its greatest fault. The limits 
within which Alceste is in the right, and beyond which he is in the 
wrong, it would be no easy matter to fix, and I am afraid the poet him- 
self did not here see very clearly what he would be at. Philinte, how- 
ever, with his illusory justification of the way of the world, and his 
phlegmatic resignation, he paints throughout as the intelligent and 
amiable man. As against the elegant C^limdue, Alceste is moat 
decidedly in the right, and only in the wrong in the inconceivable 
weakness of his conduct towards her. He is in the right in his com- 
plaints of the corruption of the social constitution ; the facts, at least, 
which he adduces, are disputed by nobody. He is in the wrong, how- 
ever, in delivering his sentiments with so much violence, and at an 
unseasonable time ; but as he cannot prevail upon himself to assume ( 

the dissimulation which is necessary to be well received in the world, he 
is perfectly in the right in preferring solitude to society." 

The defenders of Moliere's views are nimierous. We shall take the 
oldest of his champions first, viz. : Donneau de Vis^, a former enemy, 
who had attacked The School for Wives in his Z^linde, but who had 
seen his mistake, most probably because a play of his, la Mkre coquette, 
had been performed on the 5th of October of the year before, at the 
theatre of the Palais-BoyaL He wrote a letter in defence of the piece, 
which was printed with the original edition, and has always since 
been published with it. He therein says, " before we go to the foun- 
dation of the comedy, it is proper to see what was the author's aim." 
"That the author's design being to please, and the comedy having 
pleased, the critics cannot say he has done ill It was not his in- 
tention to write a comedy full of incidents, but only a play wherein he 
might speak against the manners of the age ;" hence he chose a Misan- 
thrope for his hero, whose " infirmity sets off his friend's (Philinte) 
wisdom." He further says, that the choice of C^limdne, a woman 
given to slander, and of a man who hates mankind, as mouthpieces for 
railing at the manners of the age, is very ingenious ; for what the hero 
may forget the coquette will add ; praises the skilful opening of the 
piece, the scene between Oronte and Alceste, and adds, " the sonnet is 
not bad according to the manner of writing now-a-days ; and those who 
love what we men call points or conclusions, rather than good sense, will 
certainly like it Nay, I saw some, at the first representation of this 
111. S 
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piece, who ezpcMed their own character to the ridicule of this scene, 
whilst it was being acted, for they cried out that the sonnet was good, until 
the Misanthrope had criticised it, and then the/ were all confounded.** 
De Vifl^ praises also the waj in which Moli^re delineates the power of 
lore, as seen in Alceste ; speaks highly of the scene between C^limdne 
and Arsino^, and the " vigour with which the character of the hero is 
maintained,'' without being made ridiculous ; considers that the part of 
Philinte is reasonable, and that every one ought to imitate him, and 
finishes thus : " In this comedy backbiting coquettes, after the example 
of O^mkie, seeing that they cannot avoid encounters that will make 
them contemptible, ought to learn not to rail at their best friends be- 
hind iheir backs. False prudes ought to learn, that their grimaces are 
of no nse ; and that though they weve indeed as sage as they would 
be thought, they would nevertheless be blamed so long as they set up 
for prades. I say nothing of the Marquises ; I think them the most 
incorrigible of aU ; and there are so many things in them still to be 
foand fault with, that everybody owns they may yet for a long time 
alTord matter for ridicule, though they themselves are far from allowing 
this to be true." 

Voltaire, though calling The Misanthrope Molidre's masterpiece, pre- 
tends that the intrigue hangs fire now and then ; that the conversation is 
■pftriding, but not always necessary to the action ; and finally, that the 
ending, though well managed, leaves the spectator indifferent, for he 
does not care whether the Misanthrope marries the coquette or not 

Ghamfort, in the Eloge de MoHere^ ^blj^ : — ^^ If ever any comic author 
has proved that he understood the system of society, it is Moli^re in 
The MUanthrope. There, whilst showing its abuses, he teaches at what 
cost a wise man should obtain the advantages which it grants ; that, in 
a system of union based upon mutual indulgence, perfect virtue is out 
of place amongst men, and torments itself without correcting them. It 
is a gold which needs alloy to become firm and be of much use to 
society ; but, at the same time, the author shows, by the constant 
superiority of Alceste over all the other personages, that virtue, in 
spite of the ridicule caused by his austerity, eclipses all that surrounds 
it ; and that, though gold has been alloyed, it is yet the costliest of 
metals." 

La Harpe, in his Cours de Litt&ature, — a work formerly too much 
lauded, and at present too much neglected, — defends Molidre against 
Bousseau ; 8a3rs that the dramatist does not ridicule Alceste's honesty 
and sincerity, but the excess of those qualities, and that every exaggera- 
tion belongs to the domain of comedy ; that whenever Alceste attacks 
slander, nobody feels inclined to laugh, but that when he states that he 
should like to lose his lawsuit, for the fun of the thing, everybody 
laughs at him, and justly so. Sincerity \a a good thing, but it does 
not give a man the right to become ridiculous with impunity ; hence 
Molidre has done rightly in even attempting to teach honesty not to 
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exceed the ordinary limits of moderation. Rousseau himself admits 
that " people feel at the bottom of their heart a certain respect " for 
Alceste, though he professes faults, at which they justly laugh. The 
accusation that Molidre has not understood the character of a Misan- 
thrope, because the latter does not always rage against public vices, 
and feels the sting of personal offences, is unjust, because man remains 
always a man. The accusation that Moliere sacrificed everything to 
the necessity of making the pit laugh is unjust, because he attacked 
only what was laughable, and, like Horace, said the truth whilst laugh- 
ing. As to Bousseau's hard words against Philinte, whom he calls '' a 
scoundrel," " a gentle and even-tempered optimist," he appears to forget 
that scoundrels are never optimists, but pessimists, plausibly assuming 
that the world could not be worse, Ind seemingly so much the more severe 
in morals and honesty as they never attempt to bring them into practice. 
Nisard, a well known modem French literary critic, defends The 
Misanthrope, and states that this play cannot be analysed nor repro- 
duced with any chance of success ; that the action takes place in the 
drawing-room of a heartless coquette of fashion, who has many gallants- 
Only one of them, Alceste, really loves her. He is not wrong in despising 
men, but wrong in stating his feelings openly, when he discovers at last 
that he is betrayed. This is the whole plot of the piece, and the situa- 
tions are just as conmionplace, even if they do exist. The characters 
unfold themselves. Alceste has a lawsuit, but he will not go and 
visit his judge ; he has a duel, because he does not wish to abandon his 
reputation as an honnSte homme ; C^lim^ne is a flirt and triumphs over 
the prude Arsino^, but is punished by Alceste. And this is the pecu- 
liarity of The Misanthrope. Every one is punished by his or her own 
vices or faults ; and even Aiceste, though he is too honest to deserve 
marrying a coquette, is in a perpetual opposition during the whole play, 
receives a great shock at the end, and all this, because, although an 
honest man, he thinks he is the only honest man in the world. 

It has often been said that posterity is represented by foreigners : let 
us listen for a few minutes to English, German, and Swiss critics on 
thb play. 

William Hazlitt says, in his Lecture on Wit and Humour — "With 
respect to his two most laboured comedies, the * Tartuffe * and ' Mis- 
anthrope,' I confess that I find them rather hard to get through. They 
have much of the improbability and extravagance of the others, united 
with the endless common-place prosing of French declamation. What 
can exceed, for example, the absurdity of the Misanthrope, who leaves 
his mistress after every proof of her attachment and constancy, for no 
other reason than that she will not submit to the technical formality of 
going to live with him in a wilderness ] The characters, again, which 
C^limdne gives of her female friends, near the opening of the play, are 
admirable satires (as good as Pope's characters of women), but not 
exactly in the spirit of comic dialogue." 
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Preacott, in his Biographical and Critical Miscdianies, has a very good 
fissay on Molidre, in which he says : " We are now arrived at that 
period of Molidre*s career when he composed his * Misanthrope^ a play 
which some critics have esteemed his master-piece, and which all concur 
in admiring as one of the noblest productions of the modem drama. Its 
literary execution, too, of paramount importance in the eye of a French 
critic, is more nicely elaborated than in any other of the pieces of 
Moli^re, if we except the Tartuffe^ and its didactic dialogue displays a 
maturity of thought equal to what is to be found in the best satires of 
Boileau. It is the very didactic tone of this comedy, indeed, which, 
combined with its want of eager, animating interest, made it leas 
popular on its representation than some of his inferior pieces.** With 
regard to Moli^re's sketching himself and his wife in the roles of Alceste 
and Celimdne, Prescott comments thus upon it : " The respective parts 
which they performed in this piece, correspond precisely with their re- 
spective situations ; that of Cdlimene, a fascinating capricious coquette, 
insensible to every remonstrance, and selfishly bent on the gratification 
of her own appetites ; and that of Alceste, perfectly sensible of the 
duplicity of his mistress, whom he vainly hopes to reform, and no leas 
80 of the unworthiness of his own passion, from which he as vainly 
hopes to extricate himself. The coincidences are too exact to be wholly 
accidental." 

John Sterling, in his critical essay on Characteristics of Oerman Genitts, 
sajrs : " The genius of Moliere rose above the pitch of his contemporaries, 
and in spite of seeming destiny, made him a great original painter of 
life, and a worthy companion of Montaigne and Eabelais, who had pre- 
luded, somewhat as Chaucer among us, to the glories of a later age. 
His Misanthrope is more truly Shakesperian, more simply, deeply drawn 
from the realities of the human soul, than an3rthing we have seen of the 
professedly Shakesperian school now shedding blood by pailfuls on the 
Parisian stage. This play, in fact, anticipates Rousseau, and stands in 
a very singular relation between Hamlet and Faust ; and in like manner 
Tartuffe strikes the key-note of much that distinguishes Voltaire." 

A Swiss literary critic, M. E. Rambert, in his work ComeiUey 
Radne et Moli^e^ writes that, in poets of the second order, speech kills 
the action : in Moliere, on the contrary, it serves and vivifies it ; that 
it is true that there is in The Misanthrope a moral question, but this 
always happens in lofty dramatic poetry ; that no one can analyse a 
fictitious or real character, without stumbling upon some philosophic or 
moral problem, which ought to arise from the character of the hero. 
He further affiiTOS that Philinte is not created only to give a reply, but 
that he is the model of a true friend, who bears all Alceste*s whims and 
rebuffs. He also prefers Alceste to Tartuffe, because the first is one of 
those who possess all the attributes of humanity ; says Alceste is superior 
to Shakespeare*s Timon — ^whom he calls " a Job on his dunghill, but a 
Job full of hatred and bile" — ^because Alceste^s hatred is akin to love, 
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Timon'8 only humiliation and thirst for vengeance ; believes that The 
MiKtiUhrope produces in us a poetical impression, and contains not a satire, 
but a lesson, which leaves us in thought, but not haunted, as it were, by 
one idea, which becomes fatiguing. M. Bambert ends by stating, that, 
after the troubles of the Fronde, society had become philosophical, and 
liked to speculate on abstruse questions of morality ; hence the appear- 
ance of La Bochefoucauld*s Maxims — of which the first edition was 
published in 1665— and hence the Misanthrope, who gets angry at the 
wickedness of men, whilst the noble moralist judges them, despises them, 
but remains cool all the time. 

Goethe, in his Conversationa with Eckermann (1825), says : " MoHdrs 
is so great, that one is astonished anew every time one reads him. 
He is a man by himself — ^his pieces border on tragedy; they are 
apprehensive, and no one has the courage to imitate them." And in 
1827, the great German says : " The Misanthrope, which I read over and 
over again, as one of my most favourite pieces, is repugnant to him 
(Schlegel)." "It is not to be denied," continues he, "that Schlegel 
knows a great deal, and one is almost terrified at his extraordinary 
attainments and his extensive reading. But this is not enough. ' All 
the learning in the world is still no judgment. His criticism is com- 
pletely one-sided, because in all theatrical pieces he merely regards the 
skeleton of the plot and arrangement, and only points out small points 
of resemblance to great predecessors, without troubling himself in the 
least as to what the author brings forward of graceful life and the 
culture of a high soul. But of what use are all the arts of a talent if 
we do not find in a theatrical piece an amiable or a great personality of 
the author. This alone influences the cultivation of the people." 

Paid Lindau, a living German critic of some celebrity, and who 
has written a Life of Motive, says, that " when our author wrote this 
play, he was forty-four years old ; his friend Eacine had betrayed 
him ; his patroness, the Queen-Mother was dead ; his enemies at Court 
had prevented the representation of the Tariuffe; his youthful wife 
gave him reason to be jealous ; he had been ill for two months ; 
and yet, in spite of all that, he wrote The Misanthrope^ In this play, 
he attacks the court, its hollowness, its empty glitter and heads ; for 
in spite of his admiration for Louis XIY., Moli^re did not spare the 
courtiers. Amidst the splendour of Versailles, its triumphant paeans, its 
sparkling fountains, shaded walks and rustling trees, where puppets, in 
velvet and silk, jump about and dance and sing, and think not of the 
morrow, our Moralist appears and asks himself — How are all these enjoy- 
ments obtained 1 And the answer is : " By lies and hypocrisy." The 
philosopher looks underneath the masks and the paint, and beholds the 
spectre of misery. He warns men to become sincere, honest, and true, 
for the earth trembles imder their feet, the foundations of society are 
undermined by the worm of falsehood, thunder rolls in the distance and 
will break out a hundred years later. Alceste is the precursor of a 
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threatening social revolution ; these feelings have unconsciously moved 
him to speak ; hence his dislike and hatred for lies and liars, and, ^' as all 
men are liars," the cause of his being a Misanthrope. 

In the preface to this translation (VoL I., p. iii.) I have stated that 
Philinte ''pourtrays quiet common sense, amiability, intelligence, instruc- 
tion, knowledge of the world, and a spirit of refined criticism." He 
possesses rather too much of all these qualities, which thus become 
faults. I imagine that Molit^re clearly indicates that Philinte has a far 
greater contempt for men than Alceste. The latter is very loud in all 
his denunciations against wickedness; his passion for sincerity often 
carries him to ridiculous extremes, but amidst all his vapouring, we feel 
that he is angry with rampant falsehood and deceit, but not that he 
hates his fellow-creatures : in fact, his very rage proves the contrary. 
Philinte has over much ''quiet common sense;" he '^treats the man 
of worth and the fop alike ; " he has too much ''amiability," for he 
pays compliments to old Emilia, to Dorilas, to Oronte about his 
sonnet; he shows his "spirit of refined criticism" by stating that 
"whatever he may discover, at any moment, people do not see him in a 
mge . . . that he takes men quietly just as they are ;" " that his mind 
is not more shocked at seeing a man a rogue, unjust, or selfish, than at 
seeing vultures eager for prey, mischievous apes, or fury-lashed wolves." 
When he hears Alceste thundering against C^Umdne, Acaste and Clit- 
andre slandering their acquaintances, he proves his " knowledge of the 
world" by coolly asking his friend why he takes such a great interest in 
those people. He never blames nor admires anything, except with some 
feeble adjectivea When Eliante states that she esteems Alceste, he only 
expresses his astonishment at seeing him in love. When his friend's 
heart is torn by jealousy, he can say nothing warmer than that " a 
letter may sometimes deceive by appearances, and not be as guilty 
as you think." His " intelligence " is as characteriHtic as all his other 
qualities ; he first tells his friend that the sincere Eliante has some 
inclination for him, and then, when Eliante informs Philinte tliat she 
might be induced to receive Alceste's addresses, he coolly informs her 
that in case his friend does not answer her love, he would only 
be too happy to have her affection transferred to himself. When 
in the last scene Eliante offers him her hand, he seems to get ex- 
cited, and exclaims that he "could sacrifice my (his) life and soul 
for it;" but the lukewarmness he has displayed in his courtship, 
during the whole play, proves his excitement to be abnormaL It 
is true that he bears with the rebuffs of Alceste, but this is not out 
of friendship, but simply because he is too amiable ; hence it would be 
too much trouble to argue. He has no warm blood coursing through 
his veins. I said just now that Philinte had a far greater contempt for 
men than Alceste. I do not mean that he shows this contempt openly. 
But the man to whom good or evil is theoretically alike, to whom all 
men are the same, and who is the same to all men, is the greatest Mis- 
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anthrope that ever existed, for he is above or below humanity. It is 
not necessary that Philinte should have acted up to his principles ; his 
very contempt for men forbids such a thing as action. What would be 
the good of it ? His feebly beating heart cannot contain such a feeling 
as healthy hatred or even love. I imagine that he must have uttered his 
speeches with an affected drawl, as painful for him to produce as for his 
audience to listen to. He is the real prototype of the nU admirari school ; 
he is no "scoundrel/' bs Rousseau says, for he has no passions, good or evil : 
he does not play the fool, for it requires not an intelligent, but a wise 
man, to play the fool ; he is the chief of the pococuranti, who pursue 
the even tenor of their ways, without being moved or stirred by anything, 
who are too critically refined ever to do an evil dee<l or to admire a noble 
action ; the worthy ancestor of those petiU crev^s, who strut languidly 
through life with their dainty dress and manners, with their eternal 
grin, their want of heart and patriotism, and their never varying 
answer, pas si bite. 

In the third volume of the Select Comedies of M. de Moli^re, London 
1732, The Misanthrope is dedicated to the Duke of Montagu, under the 

name of The Man-Hater in the following words : — 

• 

The Mimnirope of Moliere in French and EnglUhy aasumes the Honour of 
appearing in the World under your Grace's Patronage. The Translator doubts 
not but Your Grace will be the first to forgive what has the Face of monstrous 
Impropriety, his dedicating the Man-hater to the most humane Man in England, 

Your Grace very well knows that this Play has always bore the Character, 
amongst Men of Taste and Judgment, of being the most finish'd Piece of this 
Author, in which are united the utmost Efforts of Genius and Art. 

The Subject, My Lord, is single, and the Unities exactly obserr'd. The prin- 
cipal Character is strong, and distinguished with the boldest Strokes of a masteriy 
Pencil ; 'tis well preserv'd, and throughout iutirely uniform. The under Char- 
acters are equally well drawn, and admirably chose to cast each their proper 
Degree of Light upon the Chief Figure : The Scenes and Incidents are so oon- 
triy'd and conducted as to diversify the main Character, and set it in all the 
different Points of Light one can wish to see it in. The Sentiments are not only 
proper, but strong and nervous, and the whole Piece so fraught with good Sense, 
that 'twere hard to find an indifferent Line in it. So just is the Observation of 
Rapinj that the Misantrope is the most finish'd, and withal the most singular 
Character that ever appear 'd on the Stage. 

Not but that the Title of Man-Hater, Mt Lord, has been famous in the World 
for many Centuries, and is as well known as the Name of Timon of Athens; without 
any Impeachment of what the French Critic has said of the Singularity of our 
Misantrope ; for the Character of the antient Man-Haier had little unoommon 
in it, it took its Rise merely from personal Ill-usage and Disappointment, and 
was no more Strange than that one who suffers by Excess of Good-nature and 
Credulity, shou'd nin into the other Elxtreme of being excessively revengeful 
and suspicious. 

Whereas Moliere's Man-Hater owes his Character to an over-rigid Virtue, 
which cou'd give no Quarter to the Vices of Mankind ; to a Sincerity, particu- 
larly, which disdain'd that undistinguishing Complaisance, those surfeiting 
Expressions of Kindness to all in common, which leave Men no Language t^ 
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•zprea Approbation and Friendship to the wise an<l virtuous, but what i« proiti- 
tntad to flatter FooIb and Knares: so that AlctMes hates men not to injure, but 
to aToid them. 

It must, at the same time, be confess'd, Mr Lord, that Moliere drew not this 
Character for Imitation. Had he done so, he wou'd made him only a g^ood- 
natured, brave, and generous Plain-i/enUr, not a Man-Hater ; as for from tho 
Churlishness of Alcettet as from the Orer-civility of PhUihU*. Ho wou'd have 
drawn him severe, but not Cynical ; an Enemy to Men'? Vices but not to their 
Penons ; inflexibly virtuous, but not ill-natur'd ; reserv'd, yet not unitociable ; 
■ iu oe r e with good Manners. In short, he wou'd have made him a Moxtagu. 
Tha eharacter had then been unexceptionable —I am, J/y Lord, Your Grace's 
ammT FaUhful, moti ObfdutU Humble Seiraat, THE TRANSLATOR. 

An aathor of the end of b^t century, Fabre d'^glantine, who devoted 
hit time partly to politics and partly to literature, wrote a ]>lay, The 
PkSinU of Molihe, in which he made of Philinte an odious and miser- 
aide egotist, and of Alceste an exaggerated philanthropist. Geotfroy, a 
celebrated French critic, said that The PhUinte compared to The Mis- 
anthrope, was Uke anarchy in comparison with a gooil government. 
Several other Misanthropes have also been attempted on the French 
■Cage, firdcourt (see Introductory Notice to The Impromptu of Versailles^ 
YoL II., p. 289) wrote a comedy in one act, called Timon, first per- 
formed on the 12th of August, 1684 ; and Delisle wrote a three-act play, 
called Timon the Misanthrope, first brought out on the 2d of January, 
1782, and in which an ass is changed into harlequin, and gives lessons 
of kindness and wisdom to his former master Timon. 

In English^ part of The Misanthrope has been borrowed by Wycherley 
for The Plain Dealer, of which Manley and Olivia are decided imitations 
of Alceste and C^lim^ne, and in which one scene is imitated from T/ie 
School for Wives criticised (see Introductory' Notice to The School for 
Wives criticised, Vol. II., p. 340). Raker, in his " Biographia Drama- 
tica," most amusingly says : — ** The Misanthrope (of Moliere), and other 
things, seem to have been in Wycherley*8 mind when he traced his cha- 
racters; but when subjects are so well handled, it is but mean cavilling 
to say so much about it, and in revenge, if he had recourse to French 
writers, English writers have had recourse to him." M. Taine hjis 
another opinion of Wycherley and his play, and I entirely agi-ee with 
him. He says in the History of English Literature : — ** If he 
(Wycherley) translates the part of Moliere, he Yfi\)es out at one 
stroke the manners of a great lady, the woman's delicacy, the tact 
of the lady of the house, the politeness, the refined air, the supe- 
riority of wit and knowledge of the world, in order to substitute for 
them the impudence and deceit of a foul-mouthed courtezan. . . A 
certain gift hovers over all — namely, vigour. . . He is a realist, not 
on set purpose, as the realist of our day, but naturally. . . Our 
modem nerves could not endure the portrait Olivia draws of Manley. 
. . . The woman's impudence is like] a professed courtezan's. . . . 
Maoley is copied after Alceste . . . and w not a courtier but a ship- 
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captain, with the bearing of a sailor of the time, his cloak stained with 
tar, and smelling of brandy, ready with blows or foul oaths, calling 
those he came across dogs and slaves, and when they displeased him, 
kicking them down stairs . . . Wycherley took to himself in his dedi- 
cation the title of his hero, Plain Dealer ; he fancied he had drawn the 
portrait of a frank, honest man ... he had only given . . . the model 
of an unreserved and energetic brute." 

Sir Walter Scott, in his Essay on the Drama, says, — " The Plain Dealer 
is, indeed, imitated from Molidre ; but the principal character has more 
the force of a real portrait, and is better contrasted with the perverse, 
bustling, masculine, pettyfogging, and litigious character of Widow 
Blackacre, than Alceste is with any character of The Misanthrope^ 

The late Lord Macaulay, in his Essay on the Comic Dramatists of the 
Restoration, uses the following words about Wycherley's Plain Dealer : 
— " Molidre exhibited in his Misanthrope a pure and noble mind, which 
had been sorely vexed by the sight of perfidy and malevolence, disguised 
imder forms of politeness. As every extreme naturally generates its 
contrary, Alceste adopts a standard of good and evil dire^y opposed to 
that of the society which surroimds hinL Courtesy seems to him a 
vice ; and those stem virtues which are neglected by the fops and 
coquettes of Paris become too exclusively the objects of his veneration. 
He is often to blame ; he is often ridiculous ; but he is always a good 
man ; and the feeling which he inspires is regret that a person so estim- 
able should be so unamiable. Wycherley borrowed Alceste, and turned 
him — we quote the words of so lenient a critic as Mr Leigh Hunt — into * a 
ferocious sensualist, who believed himself as great a rascal as he thought 
everybody else.' The surliness of Moli^re's hero is copied and cari- 
catured. But the most nauseous libertinism and the most dastardly 
fraud are substituted for the purity and integrity of the original And, 
to make the whole complete, Wycherley does not seem to have been 
aware that he was not drawing the portrait of an eminently honest 
man. So depraved was his moral taste, that, while he firmly believed 
that he was producing a picture of virtue too exalted for the commerce 
of the world, he was really delineating the greatest rascal that is to be 
found, even in his own writings." 

Voltaire has imitated The Plain Dealer in a five-act comedy in verse, 
called La Prude, and represented for the first time in the private theatre 
of the Duchess of Maine, at Anet. It is one of the funniest, and, for 
the student, one of the most interesting imitations I have ever read ; 
and the attempt of Voltaire to hide the coarseness of Manley and Olivia 
under an elegant French dress, and to make them fit to be represented 
before the rather finical, although witty, company at Anet, is highly 
entertaining. This is the moral of the piece after Dorfise (Olivia) is 
foiuid out : Cela pourra cTabord /aire jaser ; mais totU s^appaise, et tout 
doit ^appaiser" 

Sheridan has also borrowed some scenes from The Misanthrope for 



282 THE MLSANTHROPE. 

7%€ Sekool /or Scandal^ a oomedj of which M. Taine, in his work 
tibnmij mentioiied, mj% — ** Sheridan took two characters from Fielding, 
nifil and Tom Jones; two plays of MoliSre, Le JfuantArope and 
Tartuft ; and from these fmissant materials, condensed with admirable 
dersmesSy hs has constructed the most brilliant firework imaginable. 
MoUirt has only one female slanderer, C^limhie ; the other characters 
■errs onlj to give her a cne : there is qaite enough of such a jeering 
woman ; she rails on within certain bounds, without hurry, like a true 
qnestt of the drawing-room, who has time to convene, who knows that 
die k listened to, who listens to herself ; she is a woman of society, who 
preeerree the tone of refined conversation ; and in order to smooth down 
the htrihiifei, her slanders are interrupted by the calm reason and sen- 
nUe discoorse of the amiable Eliante. Molidre represents the malice of 
the worid without ezaggeraticm ; but in Sheridan they are rather cari- 
eatnrad than depicted." 

The nxth Scene of the second Act of Congreve's 7^ Way of the World, 
perfcnned at the theatre, Lincoln's-Inn-Fields, in 1700, has also been 
partly inspired by the fifth scene of the second act of Molidre's play. 
Googreve seems to have liked Molidre's MiManthrope, for he imitated 
the sune scenes of the same play in Love for Love (Act L, Scenes 9-15). 
(See Introductory Notice to Don Juan, page 96). The characters there 
9Xt oalled Valentine, Scandal, Tattle, and Mrs Frail, and are certainly 
not oopiedy but based upon those of Molidre. 

Th. Shadwelly in The Sullen Lovers (see Introductory Notice to The 
Boreif YoL II., page 88), has likewise imitated the first scene of the 
fint act of The MiaafUhrope, 

In Baker^s Biographia DramcUioa, it is stated that a certain Mr John 
Huj^ies translated The Misanthrope from Voltaire — Moliere is evidently 
meant ; and that this translation ....'* was afterwards reprinted with 
liolidre's other plays translated by Ozell, without any notice by whom 
It was englished." 

Whatever has been borrowed from Moliere will be found in the 
Appendix. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Alceste, in love with Cdlimhie.^ 

Philinte, his friend. 

Oronte, in love iviih Cilimhie. 

CiLlMtNE, beloved by Alceste, 

Eliante, her cousin. 

ArsinOA, Cilimhuls friend. 

Acaste, ) 

> marquises. 

CUTANDRE, J 

Basque, servant to Cdlimhie. 

Dubois, servant to Alceste. 

An Officer of the MarAchaussAe.' 

Scene — At Paris, in C&iMiNE's house. 



* This part was played by Moli^re himself. In the inventory taken after 
Moli^re's death, and given by M. £. Sooli^ in the Becherehes iwr JfoS^ 
we find the dress for the representation of Hie Misanthrope^ consisting of 
breeches and jacket of a gold-coloured and grey silk striped brocade, 
lined with tabby, ornamented with green ribbands ; the waistcoat of gold 
brocade, silk stockings and gaiters. 

* The marichauasee was a kind of mounted police, doing formerly the tame 
duty as the gendarmerie does now. It was commanded by a prMt'ffin^ral, 
under the orders of the marshals of France. 
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{LE MISANTHROPE.) 



ACT L SCENE I. 

Philinte, Alceste.* 

Phil, What is the matter ? What ails you ? 

Ale, \Seated\ Leave me, I pray. 

Phil, But, once more, tell me what strange whim . . . 

Ale, Leave me, I tell you, and get out of my sight 

Phil. But you might at least listen to people, without 
getting angry. 

Ale, I choose to get angry, and I do not choose to listen. 

Phil, I do not understand you in these abrupt moods, and 
although we are friends, I am the first . . . 

Ale. [Rising quicldy] I, your friend ? Lay not that 
flattering unction to your soul. I have until now professed 
to be so ; but after what I have just seen of you, I tell 
you candidly that I am such no longer ; I have no wish to 
occupy a place in a corrupt heart. 

Phil, I am then very much to be blamed from your point 
of view, Alceste ? 

Ale. To be blamed ? You ought to die from very shame ; 
there is no excuse for such behaviour, and every man of 
honour must be disgusted at it. T see you almost stifle a 
man with caresses, show him the most ardent affection, and 
overwhelm him with protestations, offers, and vows of friend- 

^ See Appendix, Note A. 
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ship. Your ebullitions of tenderness know no bounds ; and 
when I ask you who that man is, you can scarcely tell me 
his name ; your feelings for him, the moment you have 
turned your back, suddenly cool ; you speak of him most 
indifferently to me. Zounds ! I call it unworthy, base, and 
infiunous, so far to demean one's self as to act contrary to 
one's own feelings, and if, unfortunately, I had done such a 
things I should go that very instant, and hang myself out of 
sheer vexation. 

PhiL I do not see that it is a hanging matter at all ; and 
I b^ of you not to think it amiss if I ask you to show me 
some mercy, for I shall not hang myself, if it be all the 
same to you. 

Ale That is a sorry joke. 

PhiL But, seriously, what would you have people do ? 

Ale I would have people be sincere, and that, like men 
of honour^ no word be spoken that comes not from the heart. 

PhiL When a man comes and embraces you warmly, you 
must pay him back in his own coin, respond as best you can 
to his show of feeling, and return oflFer for oflFer, and vow 
for vow.* 

AUk Not so. I cannot bear so base a method, which 
your fiEushionable people generally affect ; there is nothing I 
detest so much as the contortions of these great time-and-lip 
servers, these affable dispensers of meaningless embraces, 
these obliging utterers of empty words, who vie with every 
one in civilities, and treat the man of worth and the fop 
alike. What good does it do if a man heaps endearments 
on you, vows that he is your friend, that he believes in you, 
is full of zeal for you, esteems and loves you, and lauds you 
to the skies, when he rushes to do the same to the first rap- 
scallion he meets ? No, no, no heart with the least self- 

* See Appendix, Note B. 
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respect cares for esteem so prostituted ; he will hardly relish 
it, even when openly expressed, when he finds that he 
shares it with the whole universe. Preference must be 
based on esteem, and to esteem every one is to esteem 
no one. As you abandon yourself to the vices of the 
times, zounds ! you are not the man for me. I decline this 
over-complaisant kindness, which uses no discrimination. I 
like to be distinguished ; and, to cut the matter short, the 
friend of all mankind is no friend of mine. 

Phil. But when we are of the world, we must conform 
to the outward civilities which custom demands. 

Ale. I deny it. We ought to punish pitilessly that 
shameful pretence of friendly intercourse. I like a man to 
be a man, and to show on all occasions the bottom of his 
heart in his discourse. Let that be the thing to speak, and 
never let our feelings be hidden beneath vain compliments. 

Phil. There are many cases in which plain speaking would 
become ridiculous, and could hardly be tolerated. And, with 
all due allowance for your unbending honesty, it is as well to 
conceal our feelings sometimes. Would it be right or decent 
to tell thousands of people what we think of them ? And 
when we meet with some one whom we hate or who dis- 
pleases us, must we tell him so openly ? 

Ale. Yes. 

Phil. What ! Would you tell old Emilia, that it ill be- 
comes her to set up for a beauty at her age, and that the 
paints she uses disgusts every one ? 

Ale. Undoubtedly. 

Phil. Or Dorilas, that he is a bore, and that there is no 
one at court who is not sick of hearing him boast of his 
courage, and the lustre of his house ? 

Ale. Decidedly so. 

Phil. You are jesting. 

Ale. I am not jesting at all ; and 1 would not spare any 
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one Iq that respect. It offends my eyes too much ; and 
whether at Court or in town, I behold nothing but what 
provokes my spleen. I become quite melancholy and deeply 
grieved to see men behave to each other as they do. Every- 
where I find nothing but base flattery, injustice, self-interest, 
deceit^ roguery. I cannot bear it any longer ; I am furious ; 
and my intention is to break with all mankind. 

Phil. This philosophical spleen is somewhat too savage. 
I cannot but laugh to see you in these gloomy fits, and 
fancy that I perceive in us two, brought up together, the two 
brothers described in The School fin' Husbands, who . . . 

Ale. Good Heavens ! drop your insipid comparisons. 

Phil, Nay, seriously, leave off these vagaries. The world 
will not alter for all your meddling. And as plain speaking 
has such charms for you, I shall tell you frankly that this 
complaint of yours is as good as a play, wherever you go, 
and that all those invectives against the manners of the age, 
make you a laughing-stock to many people. 

Ale. So much the better. Zounds ! so much the better. 
That is just what I want It is a very good sign, and I 
rejoice at it. All men are so odious to me, that I should be 
sorry to appear rational in their eyes. 

Phil, But do vou wish harm to all mankind ? 

Ale. Yes ; I have conceived a terrible hatred for them. 

Phil, Shall all poor mortals, without exception, be in- 
cluded in this aversion ? There are some, even in the age 
in which we live . . . 

Ale, No, they are all alike; and I hate all men : some, 
because they are wicked and mischievous ; others, because 
they lend themselves to the wicked, and have not that healthy 
contempt with which vice ought to inspire all vdrtuous 
minds. You can see how unjustly and excessively complacent 
people are to that bare -faced scoundrel with whom I am 
at law. You may plainly perceive the traitor through his 
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mask ; he is well known everywhere in his true colours ; 
his rolling eyes and his honeyed tones impose only on those 
who do not know him. People are aware that this low- 
bred fellow, who deserves to be pilloried, has, by the dirtiest 
jobs, made his way in the world ; and that the splendid 
position he has acquired makes merit repine and virtue 
blush. Yet whatever dishonourable epithets may be 
launched against him everywhere, nobody defends his 
wretched honour. Call him a rogue, an infamous wretch, a 
confounded scoundrel if you like, all the world will say "yea," 
and no one contradicts you. But for all that, his bowing 
and scraping are welcome everywhere ; he is received, smiled 
upon, and wriggles himself into all kinds of society; and, 
if any appointment is to be secured by intriguing, he will 
carry the day over a man of the greatest worth. Zounds ! 
these are mortal stabs to me, to see vice parleyed with ; and 
sometimes I feel suddenly inclined to fly into a wilderness 
far from the approach of men. 

PhU, Great Heaven ! let us torment ourselves a little less 
about the vices of our age, and be a little more lenient 
to human nature. Let us not scrutinize it with the 
utmost severity, but look with some indulgence at its 
failings. In society, we need virtue to be more pliable. 
If we are too wise, we may be equally to blame. Good 
sense avoids all extremes, and requires us to be soberly 
rational.^ This unbending and virtuous stiffness of 
ancient times shocks too much the ordinary customs of 
our own ; it requires too great perfection from us mortals ; 
we must 3rield to the times without being too stubborn ; it 
is the height of folly to busy ourselves in con-ecting the 
world. I, as well as yourself, notice a hundred things every 
day which might be better managed, differently enacted ; 

• Compare St PauFs Epistle to the Romans, xii. 3, " Not to think 
more highly than he ought to think ; but to think soberly.'' 
III. T 
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but whatever I may discover at any moment, people do not 
see me in a rage like you. I take men quietly just as 
they are ; I accustom my mind to bear with what they do ; 
and I believe that at Court, as well as in the city, my 
phl^pn is as philosophical as your bile. 

Ale, But this phlegm, good sir, you who reason so well, 
oould it not be disturbed by anything ? And if perchance 
a friend should betray you ; if he forms a subtle plot to get 
hold of what is yours ; if people should try to spread evil 
reports about you, would you tamely submit to all this 
without flying into a rage ? 

PhiL Ay, I look upon all these faults of which you 
complain as vices inseparably connected with human 
nature ; in short, my mind is no more shocked at seeing a 
man a rogue, unjust, or selfish, than at seeing vultures 
eager for prey, mischievous apes, or fuiy-lashed wolves. 

Alc> What! I should see myself deceived, torn to pieces, 
robbed, without being . . . Zounds ! I shall say no more 
about it ; all this reasoning is full of impertinence ! 

PhU. Upon my word, you would do well to keep silence. 
Bail a little less at your opponent, and attend a little more 
to your suit 

Ale That I shall not do ; that is settled long ago. 

Phil. But whom then do you expect to solicit for 
you ? 

Ale. Whom? Reason, my just right, equity. 

PhiL Shall you not pay a visit to any of the judges ? 

Ale Na Is my cause unjust or dubious ? 

PhiL I am agreed on that ; but you know what harm 
intrigues do, and . . . 

Ale No. £ am resolved not to stir a step. I am either 
right or wrong. 

PhiL Do not trust to that 

Ale. I shall not budge an inch. 
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Phil. Your opponent is powerful, and, by his underhand 
Wbrk, may induce . . . 

Ale. It does not matter. 

Phil. You will make a mistake. 

Ale. Be it so. I wish to see the end of it. 

Phiz. But . . . 

Ale. I shall havQ the satisfaction of losing my suit. 

Phil. But after all . . . 

Ale. I shall see by this trial whether men have 
suflScient impudence, are wicked, villanous, and perverse 
enough to do me this injustice in the face of the whole 
world. 

Phil. What a strange fellow ! 

Ale. I could wish, were it to cost me ever so much, that, 
for the fun of the thing, I lost my case. 

Phil. But people will really laugh at you, Alceste, if 
they hear you go on in this fashion. 

Ale. So much the worse for those who will. 

PhU. But this rectitude, which you exact so care- 
fully in every case, this absolute integrity in which you 
intrench yourself, do you perceive it in the lady you 
love ? ^ As for me, I am astonished that, appearing to be at 
war with the whole human race, you yet, notwithstanding 
everything that can render it odious to you, have found 
aught to charm your eyes. And what surprises me still 
more, is the strange choice your heart has made. The 
sincere filiante has a liking for you, the prude Arsino^ 
looks with favour upon you, yet your heart does not 
respond to their passion ; whilst you wear the chains of 
C^limfene, who sports with you, and whose coquettish humour 
and malicious wit seem to accord so well with the manner 
of the times. How comes it that, hating these things as 



" See Appendix, Note C. 
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morUllj as you do, you endure so much of them in that 
Iidy T Are tbey no longer faults in so sweet a charmer ? 
Do not you perceive them, or if you do, do you excuse 
them T 

Ale. Not so. The love I feel for this young widow does 
not make me blind to her faults, and, notwithstanding the 
great passion with which she has inspired me, I am the first to 
see, M well as to condemn, them. But for all this, do what 
I will, I confess my weakness, she has the art of pleasing 
ma In vain I see her faults ; I may even blame them ; 
in spite of all, she makes me love her. Her charms con- 
quer everything, and, no doubt, my sincere love will purify 
her heart from the vices of our times.' 

JPhU. If you accomplish this, it will be no small task. 
Do you believe yourself beloved by her ? 

Ale. Yes, certainly ! I should not love her at all, did I 
not think sa 

Phil. But if her love for you is so apparent, how comes 
it that your rivals cause you so much uneasiness ? 

Ale. It is because a heart, deeply smitten, claims all to 
itself; I come here only with the intention of telling her 
what, on this subject, my feelings dictate. 

Phil. Had I but to choose, her cousin £liante would 
have all my love. Her heart, which values yours, is stable 
and sincere ; and this more compatible choice would have 
suited you better. 

Ale. It is true ; my good sense tells me so every day ; 
but good sense does not always rule love. 

PhU. Well, I fear much for your affections ; and the hope 
which you cherish may perhaps . . . 



* Compare the sappoeed oonvereation between Moli^ and Cfaapelle 
in the Introductory Notice to The Impromptu of VerKniUes^ VoL II., 
page 891. 
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SCENE 11. 
Obonte, Alceste, Philinte. 

Oron. [To Alceste] I have been informed yonder, that 
£liante and C^lim^ne have gone out to make some pur- 
chases. But as I hear4 that you were here, I came to tell 
you, most sincerely, that I have conceived the greatest regard 
for you^ and that, for a long time, this regard has inspired 
me with the most ardent wish to be reckoned among your 
friends. Yes ; I like to do homage to merit ; and I am 
most anxious that a bond of friendship should unite us. I 
suppose that a zealous friend, and of my standing, is not 
altogether to be rejected. [All this time Alceste has been 
Tnusing, and seems not to he aware that Oronte is addressing 
him. He looks up only when Oronte says to hvm, — It is 
to you, if you please, that this speech is addressed. 

Ale. To me, sir? 

Oron. To you. Is it in any way offensive to you ? 

Ale. Not in the least. But my surprise is very great ; 
and I did not expect that honour. 

Oron. The regard in which I hold you ought not to 
astonish you, and you can claim it from the whole world. 

Ale. Sir . .^ 

Oron. Our whole kingdom contains nothing above the 
dazzling merit which people discover in you. 

Ale. Sir . . . 

Oron. Yes ; for my part, I prefer you to the most im- 
portant in it. 

Ale. Sir . . . 

Oron. May Heaven strike me dead, if I lie ! And, to con- 
vince you, on this very spot, of my'feelings, allow me, sir, to 
embrace you with all my heart, and to solicit a place in your 
friendship. Your hand, if you please. Will you promise 
me your friendship ? 
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Ale Sir. . . . 

Oron What ! you refuse me ? 

Ale. Sir, you do me too much honour ; but friendship is 
a sacred thing,* and to lavish it on every occasion is surely 
to profane it. Judgment and choice should preside at such 
a compact ; we ought to know more of each other before 
engaging ourselves ; and it may happen that our dispositions 
are such that we may both of us repent of our bargain. 

Oron. Upon my word ! that is wisely said ; and I esteem 
you all the more for it Let us therefore leave it to time 
to form such a pleasing bond ; but, meanwhile I am entirely 
at your disposal. If you have any business at Court, every 
one knows how well I stand with the King ; I have his 
private ear ; and, upon my word, he treats me in everything^ 
with the utmost intimacy. In short, I am yours in every 
emergency ; and, as you are a man of brilliant parts, and to 
inaugurate our charming amity, I come to read you a sonnet 
which I made a little while ago, and to know whether it be 
good enough for publicity. 

Ale. I am not fit, sir, to decide such a matter. You 
will therefore excuse me. 

Oron. Why so ? 

Ale. I have the failing of being a lit^Je more sincere in 
those things than is necessary. 

Oron. The very thing I ask ; and I should have reason 
to complain, if, in laying myself open to you that you might 
give me your frank opinion, you should deceive me, and dis- 
guise anything from me. 

Ale. If that be the case, sir, I am perfectly willing. 

Oron. Sonnet . . It is a sonnet . . . Hope ... It is 



' The original has Vamitii demande un peupLu4 de mysthe^ friendship 
demanda a little more mystery. I imagine this to be an allusion to the 
mystery of religion. Hence the idea of sacredness ; for otherwise it is 
unintelligible why friendship should demand mystery. 
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to a lady who flattered my passion with some hope. Hope 
. . . They are not long, pompous verses, but mild, tender, 
and melting little lines. 

[At every one of these interrvptiona he looks at 
Alceate, 
Ale, We shall see. 

Oron, Hope ... I do not know whether the style will 
strike you as sufficiently clear and easy, and whether you 
will approve of my choice of words. 
Ale, We shall soon see, sir. 

Oron, Besides, you must know that I was only a quarter 
of an hour in composing it. 

Ale, Let us hear, sir ; the time signifies nothing. 
Oron, [Read8\ Hope, it is true, oft gives relief, 

Rocks for a while our tedious pm/a, 
But Vihat a poor advantage, PhiUs, 
When nxmght remains, and all is gone! 
Phil, I am already charmed with this little bit. 
Ale. [Softly to PhUinte] What ! do you mean to tell 
me that you like this stuff ? 

Oron, You once had some complacency. 
But less tvould have sufficed, 
You should not take that trouble 
To give me nought but hope. 
Phil, In what pretty terms these thoughts are put I 
Ale, How now ! you vile flatterer, you praise this 
rubbish I 

Oron, If I must wait eternally. 

My passion, driven to extremes. 
Will fly to death. 

Your tender cares cannot prevent this. 
Fair Philis, aye weWe in despair. 
When we must hope for ever. 
Phil. The conclusion is pretty, amorous, admirable. 



i96 THE lU£A3rTH£OP£. >" i. 

Ale. [S^^fif^f ^^'f^ QJn'ht to Ph'diftt^l A plagiie on the 
oondoidoii ! I wish jou bad concluded to break your nose, 
70U poiioner to the deiil ! 

PAif. I never beard verses more skilfullv turned." 

Ale. [Softly f and oj^id^] Zounds ! . . . 

Oron, [To FhUifUe\ You flatter me ; and you are under 
the imprenion perbaps . . . 

PhiL No, I am not flattering at alL 

Ale. [Softly, awl amde] What else are you doing, you 
wretch t 

Oron, [To Alcute\ But for you, you know our agree- 
ment Speak to me, I pray, in ail sincerity. 

Ale. These matters, sir, are always more or less deli- 
cate, and every one is fond of being praised for his wit But 
I was saying one day to a certain person, who shall be 
nameless, when he showed me some of his verses, that a 
gentleman ought at all times to exercise a great control 
over that itch for writing which sometimes attacks us, and 
should keep a tight rein over the strong propensity which 
one has to display such amusements ; and that, in the 
anxiety to show their productions, people are frequently 
exposed to act a very foolish part 

Oron. Do you wish to convey to me by this that I am 
wrong in desiring . . . 

Ale. I do not say that exactly. But I told him that 
writing without warmth becomes a bore ; that there needs 
no other weakness to disgrace a man ; that, even if people, 
on the other hand, had a hundred good qualities, we view 
them from their worst sides. 

Oron, Do you find anything to object to in my sonnet ? 



^^ One of the commentators of Molidre, Aimd-Martin, thinks that the 
praimsH which Pliilinte bestows on Oronte's sonnet prove his kind feeling. 
I think the tviying, " I never heard verses more skilfully turned," proves 
more thiin this. 
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Ale, I do not say that But, to keep him from writing, 
I set before his eyes how, in our days, that desire has spoiled 
a great many very worthy people. 

Oron, Do I write badly ? Am I like them in any 
way ? 

Ale, I do not say that. But, in short, I said to him. 
What pressing need is there for you to rhyme, and what 
the deuce drives you into print ? If we can pardon the 
sending into the world of a badly-written book, it will only 
be in those unfortunate men who write for their livelihood. 
Believe me, resist your temptations, keep these efiusions 
from the public, and do not, how much soever you may be 
asked, forfeit the reputation which you enjoy at Court of 
.being a man of sense and a gentleman, to take, from 
the hands of a greedy printer, that of a ridiculous and 
wretched author. That is what I tried to make him under- 
stand. 

Oron, This is all well and good, and I seem to under- 
stand you. But I should like to know what there is in my 
sonnet to . . . 

Ale, Candidly, you had better put it in your closet. 
You have been following bad models, and your expressions 
are not at all natural. Pray what is — Rocks for a while 
our tedious pain ? And what, When nought remains, 
and all is gone i What, Yov, should Tiot take that trouble 
to give me nought hut hope? And what, Philis, aye we're 
in despair when we must hope for ever i This figurative 
style, that people are so vain of, is beside all good taste 
and truth ; it is only a play upon words, sheer affectation, 
and it is not thus that nature speaks. The wretched taste 
of the age is what I dislike in this. Our forefathers, un- 
polished as they were, had a much better one ; and I value 
all that is admired now-a-days far less than an old song 
which I am going to repeat to you : 
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" Had our great monarch granted ms 
His Paris large^and fair ; 
And I straightway vuist quit for aye 
The love of my trite dear ; 
Then would 1 say. King Hally I pray, 
Take back your Paris fair. 
I love much mo my dear, I trow, 
I love much mo my dear" 

This versification is not rich, and the style is antiquated ; 
but do you not see that it is far better than all those 
trumpery trifles against which good sense revolts, and that 
in this, passion speaks from the heart ? 

" Had our great monarch granted me 
His Paris large and fair ; 
And I straightway must quit for aye 
The love of my true dear ; 
Then would I say. King Hall, I pray. 
Take hack your Paris favi\ 
I love much mo my dear, I trow, 
I love much mo my dear" 

This is what a really loving heart would say. \To 
Philinte, who is laughing] Yes, master wag, in spite of 
all your wit, I care more for this than for all the florid pomp 
and the tinsel which everybody is admiring now-a-days. 

Oron, And I, I maintain that my verses are very 
good. 

Ale, Doubtless you have your reasons for thinking 
them so ; but you will allow me to have mine, which, 
with your permission, will remain independent. 

Oron. It is enough for me that others prize them. 

Ale. That is because they know how to dissemble, which 
I do not. 
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Oron, Do you really believe that you have such a great 
share of wit ? 

Ale. If I praised your verses, I should have more. 

Oron, I shall do very well without your approbation. 

Ale, You will have to do without it, if it be all the 
same. 

Oron, I should like much to see you compose some on 
the same subject, just to have a sample of your style. 

Ale, I might, perchance, make some as bad ; but I 
should take good care not to show them to any one. 

Oron, You are mighty positive ; and this great suf- 
ficiency . . . 

Ale, Pray, seek some one else to flatter you, and not 
me. 

Oron, But, my little sir, drop this haughty tone. 

Ale, In truth, my big sir, I shall do as I like. 

Phil, [Coming between them\ Stop, gentlemen ! that is 
carrying the matter too far. Cease, I pray. 

Oron, Ah ! I am wrong, I confess ; and I leave the field 
to you. I am your servant, sir, most heartily. 

Ale, And I, sir, am your most humble servant 

SCENE III. 
Philinte, Alceste. 

PhU. Well ! you see. By being too sincere, you have got 
a nice affair on your hands ; I saw that Oronte, in order to 
be flattered . . . 

Ale, Do not talk to me. 

Phil. But . . . 

Ale. No more society for me. 

Phil. It is too much. . . . 

Ale, Leave me alone. 

Phil, If I . . . 
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Ale. Not another word. 
Phil. But what . . . 
Ale. I will hear no more. 
Phil. But . . . 
Ale. Again ? 
Phil. People insult . . . 

Ale. Ah ! zounds I this is too much. Do not dog my 
steps. 

PhU. You are making fun of me : I shall not leave you. 



ACT IL SCENE L 

AlCESTE, C^LIMkNE. 

Ale. Will you have me speak candidly to you, madam ? 
Well, then, I am very much dissatisfied with your behaviour. 
I am very angry when I think of it ; and I perceive that 
we shall have to break with each other. Yes ; I should 
only deceive you were I to speak otherwise. Sooner or later 
a rupture is unavoidable ; and if I were to promise the 
contrary a thousand times, I should not be able to bear 
this any longer. 

Cel. Oh, I see ! it is to quarrel with me, that you wished 
to conduct me home ? 

Ale. I do not quarrel. But your disposition, madam, is 
too ready to give any first comer an entrance into your 
heart. Too many admirers beset you ; and my temper 
cannot put up with that. 

CeL Am I to blame for having too many admirers ? Can 
I prevent people from thinking me amiable ? and am I to 
take a stick to drive them away, when they endeavour by 
tender means to visit me ? 

Ale. No, madam, there is no need for a stick, but only 
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a heart less yielding and less melting at their love-tales. 
I am aware that your good looks accompany you, go 
where you will ; but your reception retains those whom 
your eyes attract ; and that gentleness, accorded to those who 
surrender their arms, finishes on their hearts the sway which 
your charms began. The too agreeable expectation which 
you ofifer them increases their assiduities towards you ; and 
your complacency, a little less extended, would drive away 
the great crowd of so many admirers. But, tell me at least. 
Madam, by what good fortune Clitandre has the happiness 
of pleasing you so mightily? Upon what basis of merit 
and sublime virtue do you ground the honour of your regard 
for him ? Is it by the long nail on his little fiilger that he 
has acquired the esteem which you display for him ? Are 
you, like all the rest of the fashionable world, fascinated by 
the dazzling merit of his fair wig ? Do his great rolls make 
you love him ? Do his many ribbons charm you ? Is it 
by the attraction of his large rhhigravey^^ that he has con- 
quered your heart, whilst at the same time he pretended to 
be your slave ? Or have his manner of smiling, and 
his falsetto voice,^* found out the secret of moving your 
feelings ? 

CeL How unjustly you take umbrage at him ! Do not 
you know why I countenance him ; and that he has 
promised to interest all his friends in my lawsuit ? 

Ale, Lose your lawsuit, madam, with patience, and do 
not countenance a rival whom I detest. 



1^ The rhingrave was a large pair of breeches, introduced into Franc<^ 
by a certain Count von Salm, who was called the Rheingraf, 

" Compare with this what Moli^re 8a3r8 in The Impromptu of Ver- 
mUles, Vol. II., Scene iii., p. 309, when he reprimands La Gnuage. 
** That is not the way in which Marquises talk. It must be a little 
higher. Most of these gentlemen affect a special tone to distinguish 
themselves from the vulgar." 
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Cil, But you are getting jealous of the whole world. 

Ale. It is because the whole world is so kindly received 
by you. 

CiL That is the very thing to calm your frightened 
mind, because my goodwill is diffused over all : you would 
have more reason to be offended if you saw me entirely 
occupied with one. 

Ale, But as for me, whom you accuse of too much 
jealousy, what have I more than any of them, madam, pray ? 

CiL The happiness of knowing that you are beloved. 

Ale And what grounds has my love-sick heart for 
believing it. 

CiL I think that, as I have taken the trouble to tell 
you so, such an avowal ought to satisfy you. 

Ale. But who will assure me that you may not, at the 
same time, say as much to everybody else perhaps ? 

C4L Certainly, for a lover, tliis is a pretty amorous 
speech, and you make me out a very nice lady. Well ! 
to remove such a suspicion, I retract this moment every- 
thing I have said ; and no one but yourself shall for the 
future impose upon you. Will that satisfy you ? 

Ale. Zounds ! why do I love you so ! Ah ! if ever I get 
heart-whole out of your hands, I shall bless Heaven for this 
rare good fortune. I make no secret of it ; I do all that is 
possible to tear this unfortunate attachment from my heart ; 
but hitherto my greatest efforts have been of no avail ; and 
it is for my sins that I love you thus. 

Cil. It is very true that your affection for me is 
unequalled. 

AU. As for that, I can challenge the whole world. My 
love for you cannot be conceived ; and never, madam, has 
any man loved as I do. 

Cil. Your method, however, is entirely new, for you 
love people only to quarrel with them ; it is in peevish 
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expressions alone that your feelings vent themselves ; no 
one ever saw such a grumbling swain. 

Ale. But it lies with you alone to dissipate this ill- 
humour. For mercy's sake let us make an end of all these 
bickerings ; deal openly with each other, and try to put a 
stop . . . ^^ 

SCENE IL 

C^LIMfcNE, ALCESTE, BASQUE.^** 

Cd, What is the matter ? 

Baa, Acaste is below. 

Cel, Very well ! bid him come up. 

SCENE IIL 

C^LIMilNE, AlCESTE. 

Ale, What I can one never have a little private conver- 
sation with you 1 You are always ready to receive com- 
pany ; and you cannot, for a single instant, make up your 
mind to be " not at home." 

C4L Do you wish me to quarrel with Acaste ? 

Ale, You have such regard for people, which I by no 
means like. 

CeL He is a man never to forgive me, if he knew that 
his presence could annoy me. 

Ale, And what is that to you, to inconvenience yourself 
so . . . 

C4l. But, good Heaven ! the amity of such as he is of 
importance ; they are a kind of people who, I do not know 



*^ It has been justly remarked by G^uin, that Racine, who until then 
had treated love in La TMbaXde, and Alexandrey as a heroic passion, 
was taught, probably by The Misanthrope, to treat that passion in a 
natural manner; for thus he displays it in Andromaquey which appeared 
a year after Moliere's play. 

" See VoL I., page 245, note 45. 
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how, have acquired the right to be heard at Court They 
take their part in every coDversation ; they can do you no 
good, but they may do you harm ; and, whatever support 
one may find elsewhere, it will never do to be on bad terms 
with these veiy noisy gentry. 

Ale, In short, whatever people may say or do, you 
always find reasons to bear with every one ; and your very 
careful judgment . . . 

^CESE IV, 

ALCESTE, C^LIMkNE, BASQUE. 

JScw. Clitandre is here too, madam. 

Ale, Exactly so. [Wishes to g6\ 

Cil, Where are you running to ? 

Ale. I am going. 

Cil Stay. 

Ale, For what ? 

Cil Stay. 

Ale 1 cannot 

Cil» I wish it 

Ale, 1 will not These conversations only weary me ; and 
it is too bad of you to wish me to endure them. 

Cil, I wish it, I wish it. 

Ale. No, it is impossible. 

Cil, Very well, then ! go, begone ; you can do as you like. 

SCENE V, 

fiuANTE, Philixte, Acaste, Clitandre, Alceste, 

CifiLiMfeNE, Basque. ^5 

El. [To C^limine'] Here are the two marquises coming 
up with us. Has anyone told you ? 

Ce'l. Yes. [To Basque] Place chairs for everyone. 



'^ See Appendix, Note D. 
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[Basque places chaivfi, ami exifl [To Alceste] You arc 
not gone 1 

Ale. No ; but I am determined, madam, to have you 
make up your mind either for them or for me. 

C^L Hold your tongue. 

Ale. This very day you shall explain yourself. 

Cel. You are losing your senses. 

Ale. Not at all. You shall declare yourself. 

C^L Indeed ! 

Ale, You must take your stand. 

C^L You are jesting, I believe. 

Ale, Not so. But you must choose. I have been too 
patient.^^ 

CI, Egad ! I have just come from the Louvre, where 
Cl^onte, at the levee,*^ made himself very ridiculous. 
Has he not some friend who could charitably enlighten him 
upon his manners ? 

C^l, Truth to say, he compromises himself very much in 
society ; everjrvvhere he carries himself with an air that is 
noticed at first sight, and when, after a short absence, you 
meet him again, he is still more absurd than ever. 

Ae, Egad ! talk of absurd people, just now, one of the 
most tedious ones has annoyed me. Tliat reasoner, Damon, 
kept me, if you please, for a full hour in the broiling sun, 
away from my Sedan chair. ^* 



*° Wliilst this " aside" is going on between Alceste and C<$lim^ne, all the 
other persons have taken seats on the stage in a semi-circle, facing the 
spectators. After they have been thus settled, Clitandre begins the 
conversation ; Alceste has a chair on the extreme right, rather at the 
background. 

" See Vol. I., page 230, note IH. 

^* It is odd that English authorities pretend that Se<lan chaini were 
introduced from France. D'Israeli, in his Curiosities of Literaturey states 
that the Duke of Buckingham introduced Sedan chairs into England ; 
Hone, in The Kvery-Day Book, vol. ii., p. 9()2, says in a note : " Sedan 
chairs were first introduced into England in 1634. The first was used 
III. U 
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C^L He is a strange talker, and one who always finds 
the means of telling you nothing with a great flow of words. 
There is no sense at all in his tittle-tattle, and all that we 
hear is but noise. 

£L [To Philinte] This beginning is not bad ; and the 
cenyeiBation takes a sufficiently agreeable turn against our 
neighbours. 

CL Timante, too. Madam, is another original. 

Cd. He is a complete mystery from top to toe, who 
throws upon you, in passing, a bewildered glance, and who, 
without having anything to do, is always busy. Whatever 
he utters is accompanied with grimaces ; he quite oppresses 
people by his ceremonies. To interrupt a conversation, he 
has always a secret to whisper to you, and that secret turns 
out to be nothing. Of the merest molehill he makes a 
mountain, and whispers everything in your ear, even to a 
"good day." 
. Ac. And Q^ralde, Madam ? 

C^L That tiresome story-teller ! He never comes 
down from his nobleman's pedestal ; he continually mixes 
with the best society, and never quotes any one of minor 
rank than a Duke, Prince, or Princess. Rank is his hobby, 
and his conversation is of nothing but horses, carriages, and 
dogs. He tlue*8 and thou's persons of the highest stand- 
ing, and the word Sir is quite obsolete with him. 

CI, It is said that he is on the best of terms with 
B^lise. 

C^L Poor silly woman, and the dreariest company ! 
When she comes to visit me, I suffer martyrdom ; one has to 

by the Duke of Buckingham, to the indignation of the people, who ex- 
claimed, that he was employing his fellow-creatures to do the senricea 
of beasts." According to a note of M. E. Despois in the Pr^cteuses 
Ridicules, it was the Marquis de Montbrun who first introduced the 
covered Sedan chairs from England into France. 
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rack one's brain perpetually to find out what to say to her ; 
and the impossibility of her expressing her thoughts allows 
the conversation to drop every minute. In vain you try to 
overcome her stupid silence by the assistance of the most 
commonplace topics ; even the fine weather, the rain, the 
heat and the cold are subjects, which, with her, are soon 
exhausted. Yet for all that, her calls, unbearable enough, 
are prolonged to an insufierable length ; and you may con- 
sult the clock, or yawn twenty times, but she stirs no more 
than a log of wood. 

Ac, What think you of Adraste ? 

CeL Oh ! What excessive pride ! He is a man posi- 
tively pufied out with conceit. His self-importance is 
never satisfied with the Court, against which he inveighs 
daily ; and whenever an office, a place, or a living is 
bestowed on another, he is sure to think himself unjustly 
treated. 

CI. But young Cl^on, whom the most respectable 
people go to see, what say you of him ? 

C^l. That it is to his cook he owes this distinction, and 
to his table that people pay visits. 

£L He takes pains to provide the most dainty dishes. 

C^l. True ; but I should be very glad if he would not 
dish up himself. His foolish person is a very bad dish, 
which, to my thinking, spoils every entertainment which he 
gives. 

Phil. His uncle Damis is very much esteemed ; what 
say you of him. Madam ? 

C^L He is one of my friends. 

Phil, I think him a perfect gentleman, and sensible 
enough. 

C^L True ; but he pretends to too much wit, which 
annoys me. He is always upon stilts, and, in all his con- 
versations, one sees him labouring to say smart things. 



308 THE MISANTHROPE. [act ii. 

Since he took it into his head to be clever, he is so diffi- 
cult to please that nothing suits his taste. He must needs 
find mistakes in everything that one writes, and thinks that 
to bestow praise does not become a wit, that to find fault 
shows learning, that only fools admire and laugh, and that, 
by not approving of anything in the works of our time, he 
is superior to all other people. Even in conversations he 
finds something to cavil at, the subjects are too trivial for 
his condescension ; and, with arms crossed on his breast, 
he looks down from the height of his intellect with pity 
on what everyone says." 

Ac, Drat it ! his very picture. 

CI, [To C^limine] You have an admirable nack of 
iportraying people to the life.^ 

Ale Capital, go on, my fine courtly friends. You 
spare no one, and every one will have his turn. Never- 
theless, let but any one of those persons appear, and we 
shall see you rush to meet him, ofier him your hand, and, 
with a flattering kiss, give weight to your protestations of 
being his servant. 

CL Why this to us ? If what is said offends you, the 
reproach must be addressed to this lady. 

Ale, No, gadzooks ! it concerns you ; for your assenting 
smiles draw from her wit all these slanderous remarks. Her 
satirical vein is incessantly recruited by the culpable incense 
of your flattery ; and her mind would find fewer charms in 
raillery, if she discovered that no one applauded her. 
Thus it is that to flatterers we ought everywhere to impute 
the vices which are sown among mankind. 

PhiL But why do you take so great an interest in those 
people, for you would condemn the very things that are 
blamed in them ? 



*' See Appendix, Note E. ^ See Appendix, Note F. 



\ 
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C4l. And is not this gentleman bound to contradict ? 
Would you have him subscribe to the general opinion ; and 
must he not everywhere display the spirit of contradiction 
with which Heaven has endowed him ? Other people s 
sentiments can never please him. He always supports a 
contrary idea, and he would think himself too much of 
the common herd, were he observed to be of any one's 
opinion but his own. The honour of gainsaying has so many 
charms for him, that he very often takes up the cudgels 
against himself ; he combats his own sentiments as soon as 
he hears them from other folk's lips.^^ 

Ale. In short, madam, the laughers are on your side; 
and you may launch your satire against me. 

Pldl, But it is very true, too, that you alwajrs take 
up arms against everything that is said ; and, that 
your avowed spleen cannot bear people to be praised or 
blamed. 

Ale. 'Sdeath ! spleen against mankind is always sea- 
sonable, because they are never in the right, and I see that, 
in all their dealings, they either praise impertinently, or 
censure rashly. 

Cdl But . . . 

Ale. No, madam, no, though I were to die for it, you 



** This passage has been applied by Molidre*s contemporaries to the 
Duke de Montausier. It is said that this nobleman was one day walk- 
ing with a friend, near the Tuileries, when the latter remarked how 
foolish Renaixi, the proprietor of some gardens close by, was to allow the 
public to enter there, instead of keeping them only for himself and his 
friends. The Duke replied that Renard could not do better than receive 
respectable people in his grounds, and proved this convincingly. On 
the next day, being by accident in the same neighbourhood, Montausier's 
friend observed how praiseworthy it was in Renard to allow good com- 
pany to enter his grounds ; but the Duke replied, that only a madman 
could spoil his own and his friends* pleasures, in order to allow all the 
idlers of the court and town to saunter there. It is said that Manage 
related this anecdote. 



SIO THE MISANTHROPE. [act n. 

have pastimes which I cannot tolerate ; and people are very 
wrong to nourish in your heart this great attachment to the 
very faults which they blame in you. 

CI. As for myself, I do not know ; but I openly acknow- 
ledge that hitherto I have thought this lady faultless. 

Ac, I see that she is endowed with charms and attrac- 
tions ; but the faults which she has have not struck me. 

Ale So much the more have they struck me ; and fSar 
from appearing blind, she knows that I take care to reproach 
her with them. The more we love any one, the less we 
ought to flatter her. True love shows itself by overlooking 
nothing ; and, were I a lady, I would banish all those mean- 
spirited lovers who submit to all my sentiments, and whose 
mild complacencies every moment offer tip incense to my 
vagaries. 

Cd. In short, if hearts were ruled by you, we ought, to 
love well, to relinquish all tenderness, and make it the 
highest aim of perfect attachment to rail heartily at the 
persons we love. 

El. Love, generally speaking, is little apt to put up 
with these decrees, and lovers are always observed to extol 
iheir choice. Their passion never sees aught to blame in 
it, and in the beloved all things become loveable. They 
think their faults perfections, and invent sweet terms to call 
them by. The pale one vies with the jessamine in fair- 
ness ; another, dark enough to frighten people, becomes an 
adorable brunette ; the lean one has a good shape and is 
lithe ; the stout one has a portly and majestic bearing ; 
the slattern, who has few charms, passes under the name 
of a careless beauty ; the giantess seems a very goddess in 
their sight ; the dwarf is an epitome of all the wonders of 
Heaven ; the proud one has a soul worthy of a diadem ; the 
artful brims with wit ; the silly one is very good-natured ; the 
chatterbox is good-tempered ; and the silent one modest and 



SC.V.] THE MISANTHROPE. 311 

reticent. Thus a passionate swain loves even the very faults 
of those of whom he is enamoured.^ 

Ale, And I maintain that . . . 

Cd. Let us drop the subject, and take a turn or two in 
the gallery. What I are you going, gentlemen ? 

CI. and Ac. No, no, madam. 



** I have already said that Grimarest stated that Moli^re had pre- 
pared a translation of Lucretius in verse ; and that he intended to read 
part of it at an evening-party given at the house of M. du Broussin, in 
1G64, but did not think his verses worthy of coming after thoee of 
Boileau, who read before him. All this rests upon very slight tradition ; 
the only traces of Lucretius in Moliere*s works are a few lines of The 
Citizen who apes the Nobleman (See Vol. VI.), and the above passage. 
For the sake of comparison, I have given the lines of Lucretius taken 
from John Mason Good's poetical version (London, 1806) of that poet, 
bookiv. 1197 to 1222. 

" Charms they bestow which never were the fair's. 
Hence frequent view we those, each grace denied. 
The coarse, the crooked, held in high esteem. 
And lovers laugh o*er lovers, and exhort 
Oflferings to Venus since so vilely sway'd, 
While yet themselves are sway'd more vilely stilL 
To such the black assume a lovely brown. 
The rank and filthy, negligence and ease. 
The red-eyed is a Pallas ; the firm-lim'd, 
All bone, a bounding roe ; the pigmy dwarf, 
A sprightly grace, all energy and wit ; 
The huge and bulky, dignified and grand ; 
The stanmierer lisps ; the silent is sedate ; 
The pert virago, spirit all and fire ; 
The hectic, fine and delicate of frame ; 
The victim worn with pulmonary cough. 
On life's last verge, a maid of matchless waist. 
The broad, big bosom'd, Ceres full displayed. 
Hot from the bed of Bacchus ; the flat nos'd, 
Of monkey shape, a Satyr from tlie woods ; 
And the broad-lip'd, a Nymph for kisses form'd. 
But countless such conceits, and to narrate 
Idle : yet grant the frame ador'd possest 
Of face divine, tliat all the power of love 
Plays o'er each limb symphoneous, others still 
Exist of equal beauty." 
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Ale. The fear of their departure troubles you veiy mvch. 
Go when you like, geutlemen ; but I tell you beforehand 
that I ahall not leave until you leave. 

Ac Unless it inconveniences this lady, I have nothing 
to call me elsewhere the whole day. 

CL I, provided I am present when the King retires,^ 
I have no other matter to call me away.*^ 

CdL [To Aleeeie] You only joke, I fancy. 

Ale. Not at all. We shall soon see whether it is me 
of whom you wish to get rid.** 

SCENE VL 

AiCEsnE, C^LiMtiNE, £liante, Agaste, Philinte, Cli- 

tandue, Basque. 

Bos. [To Atcente] There is a man down stairs, sir, who 
wishes to speak to you on business which cannot be post- 
poned. 

Ale, Tell him that I have no such urgent business. 

Baa. He wears a jacket with large plaited skirts em- 
broidered with gold. 

CiL [To Alceste] Go and see who it is, or else let him 
come in. 

SCENE VII. 

Alceste, C^LiMfeNE, fiLiANXE, Acaste, Philinte, Cli- 
TANDRE, A Guard of the Mar^chauss^e.** 

Ale. [Ooing to meet the guard] What may be your 
pleasure ? Come in, sir. 



" The original hiis petit couche. See Vol. I., p. 230, note 18. 

^ See Appendix, Note G. «* See Appendix, Note H. 

" The dress of the gtlards of the manSchau^^, was something like 
that of the " buffetiers" of the Tower of London ; hence the allusion to 
** the plaited skirts." The manfcfiavx de France formed a tribunal, which 



i 
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Guard, I would have a few words privately with you, sir. 

Ale, You may speak aloud, sir, so as to let me know. 

Ouard, The Marshalls of France, whose commands I 
bear, hereby summon you to appear before them immedi- 
ately, sir. 

Ale. Whom ? Me, sir ? 

Guard. Yourself. 

Ale, And for what ? 

Phil. [To Alceste] It is this ridiculous affair between 
you and Oronte. 

C^l, [To PhiliTite] What do you mean ? 

Phil, Oronte and he have been insulting each other just 
now about some trifling verses which he did not like ; and 
the Marshalls wish to nip the affair in the bud. 

Ale. But I shall never show any base complacency. 

Phil, But you must obey the summons : come, get 
ready. 

Ale. How will they settle this between us? Will the 
edict of these gentlemen oblige me to approve of the verses 
which are the cause of our quarrel ? I will not retract what 
I have said ; I think them abominable. 

Phil, But with a little milder tone . . . 

Ale. I will not abate one jot ; the verses are exe- 
crable. 

Phil. You ought to show some more accommodating 
spirit. Come along. 

Ale. I shall go, but nothing shall induce me to retract. 

Phil. Go and show yourself. 

Ale, Unless an express order from the King himself 
commands me to approve of the verses which cause all this 



inquired into affairs of honour among noblemen or officers. The garde 
de la conn^tablie was under its orders, and made the offended parties 
appear before the tribunal of the mardchauss^e, who settled the repara- 
tion to be given. See also page 283, note 3. 
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tiouUe, I shall ever maintain, egad, that they are bad, and 
that a fellow deserves hanging for making them.^ [7V> 
ClUaTuLre and A caste who are laughing] Hang it ! gentle- 
men, I did not think I was so amusing. 

Cil. Go quickly whither you are wanted. 

Ale I am going, madam ; but shall come back here to 
our discussion. 



ACT IIL SCENE L 

CLrrANDRE, ACASTE.-^ 

CI. My dear marquis, you appear mightily pleased with 
yourself ; everything amuses you, and nothing discomposes 
yoo. But reaUy and truly, think you, without flattering 
yourself, that you have good reasons for appearing so 
jqyfuL 

Ac Egad, I do not find, on looking at myself, any 
matter to be sorrowful about. I am wealthy, I am young, 
and descend from a family which, with some appearance of 
truth, may be called noble ; and I think that, by the rank 
which my lineage confers upon me, there are very few ofiices 
to which I might not aspire. As for courage, which 
we ought especially to value, it is well known — this with- 
out vanity — that I do not lack it ; and people have seen me 
carry on an affair of honour in a manner sufficiently vigorous 



^ Tradition pretends that when Boileau was told that Colbert was 
very intimate with Chapelain, that even the King liked the latter^s 
poem La Pucdhy and that therefore the first-mentioned should be more 
carefnl in his criticisms, he exclaimed, *' The King and M. Colbert may 
do what they please, but unless his Majesty expressly commands me to 
consider the verses of M. Chapelain good, I shall always wiitintjiin that 
a man, after having written such a poem, deserves to be hanged.** 

*" See Appendix, Note I. 
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and brisk. As for wit, I have some, no doubt ; and as for 
good taste, to judge and reason upon everything without 
study ; at " first nights," of which I am very fond, to take 
my place as a critic upon the stage,^^ to give my opinion 
as a judge, to applaud, and point out the best passages by 
repeated bravoes, I am sufficiently adroit ; I carry my- 
self well, and am good-looking, have particularly fine 
teeth, and a good figure. I believe, without flattering 
myself, that, as for dressing in good taste, very few will 
dispute the palm with me. I find myself treated with 
every possible consideration, very much beloved by the fair 
sex ; and I stand very well with the King. With all that, 
I think, dear marquis, that one might be satisfied with 
oneself anywhere. 

CI. True. But, finding so many easy conquests else- 
where, why come you here to utter fruitless sighs ? 

Ac, I ? Zounds ! I have neither the wish nor the dis- 
position to put up with the indifference of any woman. I 
leave it to awkward and ordinary people to bum constantly 
for cruel fair maidens, to languish at their feet, and to bear 
with their severities, to invoke the aid of sighs and tears, 
and to endeavour, by long and persistent assiduities, to 
obtain what is denied to their little merit. But men of my 
stamp, marquis, are not made to love on trust, and be at 
all the expenses themselves. Be the merit of the fair ever 
so great, I think, thank Heaven, that we have our value as 
well as they ; that it is not reasonable to enthrall a heart 
like mine without its costing them anything ; and that, to 
weigh everything in a just scale, the advances should be, 
at least, reciprocal. 

CL Then you think that you are right enough here, 
marquis ? 



2» See Vol. II., page 97, note 10. 
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Ac I ha^e some reason, marr^ais. to think so. 

CL Believe me, divest yourself of this great mistake ; 
yoa flatter yourself, dear firien<i, anil are altogether self- 
daeeived. 

Ac It is true. I flatter myself, and am, in £act, alto- 
getiier self-deceived. 

(JL But what causes you to judge your happiness to be 
eomplete? 

Ac I flatter myself. 

CL Upon what do you ground your belief ? 

Ac I am altogether self -deceived. 

CL Have you any sure proofs ? 

Ac I am mistaken, I tell vou. 

CI. Has (Mlim^e made you any secret avowal of ber 
iikdinations ? 

Ac No, I am very badly treated by her. 

CL Answer me, I pray. 

Ac I meet with nothing but rebuffs. 

CL A truce to your raillery ; and tell me what hope 
she has held out to you. 

Ac I am the rejected, and you are the lucky one. She 
has a great aversion to me, and one of these days I shall 
have to hang myself. 

CI. Nonsense. Shall we two, marquis, to adjust our 
love affairs, make a compact together ? Whenever one 
of us shall be able to show a certain proof of having the 
greater share in Cdlimene's heart, the other shall leave the 
field free to the supposed conqueror, and by that means rid 
him of an obstinate rival. 

Ac Egad ! you please me with these words, and I agree 
to that from the bottom of my heart. But, hush. 



^ 
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SCENE 11. 
C^LIMtoE, ACASTE, ClITANDRE. 

Cel. What ! here still ? 

Cli Love, madam, detains us. 

C^l. I hear a carriage below. Do you know whose it is ? 

Cli. No. 

SCENE III. 

C^LIMiCNK, ACASTE, ClITANDRE, BASQUE. 

Bus. Arsino^, Madam, is coming up to see you. 

Cel. What does the woman want with me ? 

Bas. filiante is down stairs talking to her. 

C^l. What is she thinking about, and what brings her 
here ? 

Ac. She has everywhere the reputation of being a 
consummate prude, and her fervent zeal . . . 

C^l. Psha, downright humbug. In her inmost soul she 
is as worldly as any ; and her every nerve is strained to 
hook some one, without being successful, however. She can 
only look with envious eyes on the accepted lovers of others ; 
and in her wretched condition, forsaken by all, she is for ever 
railing against the blindness of the age. She endeavours 
to hide the dreadful isolation of her home under a false 
cloak of prudishness ; and to save the credit of her feeble 
charms, she brands as criminal the power which they lack. 
Yet a swain would not come at all amiss to the lady ; and 
she has even a tender hankering after Alceste. Every 
attention that he pays me, she looks upon as a theft com- 
mitted by me, and as an insult to her attractions ; and her 
jealous spite, which she can hardly hide, breaks out against 
me at every opportunity, and in an underhand manner. In 
short, I never saw anything, to my fancy, so stupid. She is 
impertinent to the last degree . . . 
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SCENE IV. 
ArSIN06, C^LIMfeNE, Cl.ITANDRE, ACASTE. 

Cel. Ah ! what happy chance brings you here, madam ? 
I was really getting uneasy about you. 

Ars, I have come to give you some advice as a matter of 
duty. 

C4l, How very glad I am to see you ! 

[^Exeunt ClUandre and A caste, laughing.] 

SCENE V. 

ArSINO^, C^LIMfeNE. 

Ar8. They could not have left at a more convenient 
opportunity. 

Cel. Shall we sit down ? 

Ara. It is not necessary. Friendship, madam, must 
especially show itself in matters which may be of conse- 
quence to us ; and as there are none of greater importance 
than honour and decorum, I come to prove to you, by an 
advice which closely touches your reputation, the friendship 
which I feel for you. Yesterday I was with some people of 
rare virtue, where the conversation turned upon you ; 
and there, your conduct, which is causing some stir, was 
unfortunately, madam, far from being commended. That 
crowd of people, whose visits you permit, your gallantry 
and the noise it makes, were criticised rather more freely 
and more severely than I could have wished. You can 
easily imagine whose part I took. I did all I could to defend 
you. I exonerated you, and vouched for the purity of 
your heart, and the honesty of your intentions. But you 
know there are things in life, which one cannot well defend, 
although one may have the greatest wish to do so ; and I 
was at last obliged to confess that the way in which you lived 
did you some harm ; that, in the eyes of the world, it had a 
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doubtful look ; that there was no story so ill natured as not 
to be everywhere told about it ; and that, if you liked, your 
behaviour might give less cause for censure. Not that I 
believe that decency is in any way outraged. Heaven for- 
bid that I should harbour such a thought ! But the world 
is so ready to give credit to the faintest shadow of a crime, 
and it is not enough to live blameless one's self. Madam, I 
believe you to be too sensible not to take in good part this 
useful counsel, and not to ascribe it only to the inner 
promptings of an aifection that feels an interest in your 
welfare. 

CiL Madam, I have a great many thanks to return you. 
Such counsel lays me under an obligation ; and, far from 
taking it amiss, I intend this very moment to repay the 
favour, by giving you an advice which also touches your 
reputation closely ; and as I see you prove yourself my friend 
by acquainting me with the stories that are current of me, I 
shall follow so nice an example, by informing you what is 
said of you. In a house the other day, where I paid a visit, 
I met some people of exemplary merit, who, while talking 
of the proper duties of a well spent life, turned the topic of the 
conversation upon you, madam. There your prudishness and 
your too fervent zeal were not at all cited as a good example. 
This affectation of a grave demeanour, your eternal conver- 
sations on wisdom and honour, your mincings and mouth- 
ings at the slightest shadows of indecency, which an inno- 
cent though ambiguous word may convey, that lofty esteem 
in which you hold yourself, and those pitying glances which 
you cast upon all, your frequent lectures and your acrid 
censures on things which are pure and harmless ; all this, 
if I may speak frankly to you, madam, was blamed unani- 
mously. What is the good, said they, of this modest 
mien and this prudent exterior, which is belied by all the 
rest ? She says her prayers with the utmost exactness ; 



320 THE MISANTHROPE. [act in. 

but sho beats her servants aud pays them no wages. She 
displays great fervour in every place of devotion ; but she 
paints and wishes to appear handsome. She covers the 
nudities in her pictures ; but loves the reality. As for me» 
I undertook your defence against everyone, and positively 
assured them that it was nothing but scandal ; but the 
general opinion went against me, and they came to the con- 
clusion that you would do well to concern yourself less 
about the actions of others, and take a little more pains 
with your own ; that one ought to look a long time at 
one's self before thinking of condemning other people ; that 
when we wish to correct others, we ought to add the weight 
of a blameless life ; and that even then, it would be better 
to leave it to those whom Heaven has ordained for the task. 
Madam, I also believe you to be too sensible not to take in 
good part this useful counsel, and not to ascribe it only to 
the inner promptings of an affection that feels an interest 
in your welfare. 

Ar, To whatever we may be exposed when we reprove, 
I did not expect this retort, madam, and, by its very sting, I 
see how my sincere advice has hurt your feelings. 

C^l. On the contrary, madam ; and, if we were reason- 
able, those mutual counsels would become customary. If 
honestly made use of, it would to a great extent destroy the 
excellent opinion people have of themselves. It depends 
entirely on you whether we shall continue this trustworthy 
practice with equal zeal, and whether we shall take great 
care to tell each other, between ourselves, what we hear, 
you of me, I of you. 

Ar. Ah I madam, I can hear nothiug Huid of you. It is 
in me that people find so much to reprove. 

CdL Madam, it is easy, I believe, to blame or praise 
everything ; and ever}'one may be right, according to their 
age and taste. There is a time for gallantry, there is one 
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also for prudishness. One may out of policy take to it, 
when youthful attractions have faded away. It sometimes 
serves to hide vexatious ravages of time. I do not 'say that 
I shall not follow your example, one of these days. Those 
things come with old age ; but twenty, as everyone well 
knows, is not an age to play the prude. 

Ar, You certainly pride yourself upon a very small 
advantage, and you boast terribly of your age. What- 
ever difference there may be between your years and mine, 
there is no occasion to make such a tremendous fuss 
about it ; and I am at a loss to know, madam, why you 
should get so angry, and what makes you goad me in this 
manner. 

C6L And I, madam, am at an equal loss to know why 
one hears you inveigh so bitterly against me everywhere. 
Must I always suffer for your vexations? Can I help 
it, if people refuse to pay you any attentions ? If men 
will fall in love with me, and will persist in oflfering me 
each day those attentions of which your heart would wish 
to see me deprived, I cannot alter it, and it is not my 
fault. I leave you the field free, and do not prevent you 
from having charms to attract people. 

Ar. Alas ! and do you think that I would trouble myself 
about this crowd of lovers of which you are so vain, and that 
it is not very easy to judge at what price they may be at- 
tracted now-a-days? Do you wish to make it be believed, 
that, judging by what is going on, your merit alone attracts 
this crowd ; that their affection for you is strictly honest, 
and that it is for nothing but your virtue that they all pay 
you their court ? People are not blinded by those empty 
pretences; the world is not duped in that way; and I see 
many ladies who are capable of inspiring a tender feeling, 
yet who do not succeed in attracting a crowd of beaux ; 
and from that fact we may draw our conclusion that those 

111. X 



S22 THE MLSANTUROPE. [act iu. 

eonqaeslB are not altogether made without some great ad- 
maDces ; that no one cares to sigh for us, for our handsome 
lockB only; and that the attentions bestowed on us are 
geoeiallj dearly bought Do nut therefore -puff yourself 
op with vain-glory about the trifling adrantages of a 
poor Tictory ; and moderate slightly the pride on your good 
lodu, tnm^^HkA of looking down upon people on account of 
them. If I were at all envious about your conquests, I dare 
■ay, that I might manage like other people, be under no 
reatraint^ and thus show plainly that one may have lovens, 
idien one wishes for them. 

Cil. Do have some then, madam, and let us see yon try 
it ; endeavour to please by this extraordinary secret ; and 
without • • . 

Ar. Let us break off this conversation, madam, it might 
excite too much both your temper and mine ; and I would 
have already taken my leave, had I not been obliged to 
wait £ar my carriaga 

Cil. Please stay as long as you like, and do not hiiny 
yourself on that account, madam. But instead of wearying 
you any longer with my presence, I am going to give you some 
more pleasant company. This gentleman, who comes very 
opportunely, will better supply my place in entertaining you.* 

** One of the commentators of Moliere, M. Auger, has justly observed 
how admirably C^m^ne and Arsino^ vent their malignity, under the 
pretext of doing Uieir duty as friends. Both are equally bad, both 
hate and insult each other; but yet, although their feelings and 
ntoations are the same, Moliere shows with a masterhand the difference 
between them. The prude Arsino^ is bitter and angxy in her speech ; 
tha coquette C^lim^ne jocular and calm ; the first, by getting in a 
rage, is wholly off her guard, and exposes herself to the most terrible 
blows ; the second, keeping cool, preserves all her advantages, and makes 
the best possible use of them. The reason of it is that the one is of a 
certain age, and of uncertain charms, whilst the other is in the flower 
of her youth and beauty ; the one is a hypocrite, whose mask has been 
snatched off; the other is a rather impudent young woman, whose 
faults are obvious. 
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SCENE VL 

Alceste, Cj^lim^ne, Arsino6. 

C6l. Alceste, I have to write a few lines, which I cannot 
well delay. Please to stay with this lady ; she will all the 
more easily excuse my rudeness. 

SCENE VII, 
Alceste, Arsino^. 

Ar. You see, I am left by her to entertain you, until my 
coach comes round. She could have devised no more 
charming treat for me, than such a conversation. Indeed, 
people of exceptional merit attract the esteem and love of 
every one ; and yours has undoubtedly some secret charm, 
which makes me feel interested in all your doings. I could 
wish that the Court, with a real regard to your merits, would 
do more justice to your deserts. » You have reason to com- 
plain ; and it vexes me to see that day by day nothing is 
done for you. 

Ale. For me, madam ? And by what right could I pre- 
tend to anything ? What service have I rendered to the 
State ? Pray, what have I done, so brilliant in itself, to 
complain of the Court for doing nothing for me. 

Ar, Not everyone whom the State delights to honour, 
has rendered signal services ; there must be an opportunity 
as well as the power; and the abilities which you allow us 
to perceive, ought . . . 

Ale, For Heaven's sake, let us have no more of my 
abilities, I pray. What would you have the Court to do ? 
It would have enough to do, and have its hands full, to 
discover the merits of people. 

Ar. Sterling merit discovers itself. A great deal is made 
of yours in certain places ; and let me tell you that, not 
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later than yesterday, you were highly spoken of in two dis- 
tinguished circles, by people of very great standing. 

Ale. As for that, madam, everyone is praised now-a- 
days, and very little discrimination is shown in our times. 
Everything is equally endowed with great merit, so that it 
is no longer an honour to be lauded. Praises abound, 
they throw them at one's head, and even my valet is put 
in the gazette.'^ 

Ar. As for me, I could wish that, to bring yourself into 
greater notice; some place at Court might tempt you. If 
you will only give me a hint that you seriously think 
about it, a great many engines might be set in motion to 
serve you ; and I know some people whom I could em- 
ploy for you, and who would manage the matter smoothly 
enough. 

Ale. And what should I do when I got there, madam? 
My disposition rather prompts me to keep away from it. 
Heaven, when ushering me into the world, did not give me a 
mind suited for the atmosphere of a Court. I have not the 
qualifications necessary for success, nor for making my fortune 
there. To be open and candid is my chief talent ; I possess 
not the art of deceiving people in conversation ; and he who 
has not the gift of concealing his thoughts, ought not to stay 
long in those places. When not at Court, one has not, doubt- 
less, that standing, and the advantage of those honourable 
titles which it bestows now-a-days; but, on the other hand, 
one has not the vexation of playing the silly fool. One has 

'* The only newspaper then (1666) known was the official Gazette 
de France f established by Eenaudot in 1631 ; Denis de Sallo founded, 
in 1665, a literary and scientific paper, called le Journal dee Savants. 
As the news given by the Gazette was very meagre, there arose the 
gazettes secretes, which were rigorously prosecuted, and, if possible, 
suppressed, and the authors, if got hold of, publicly flagellated and 
imprisoned. — Compare Byron's line in Don Juaiij "And even my 
servant 's put in the Gazette." 
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not to bear a thousand galling rebuffs ; one is not, as it were, 
forced to praise the verses of mister so-and-so, to laud 
madam such-and-such, and to put up with the whims of 

* •119 

some mgenuous marquis. * 

Ar, Since you wish it, let us drop the subject of the 
Court : but I cannot help grieving for your amours ; and, to 
tell you my opinions candidly on that head, I could heartily 
wish your aff'ections better bestowed. You certainly deserve 
a much happier fate, and she who has fascinated you is 
unworthy of you. 

Ale. But in saying so, madam, remember, I pray, that 
this lady is your friend. 

Ar. True. But really my conscience revolts at the 
thought of suffering any longer the wrong that is done to 
you. The position in which I see you afflicts my very soul, 
and I caution you that your affections are betrayed. 

Ale. This is certainly showing me a deal of good feeling, 
madam, and such information is very welcome to a lover. 

Ar. Yes, for all C^limfene is my friend, I do not hesi- 
tate to call her unworthy of possessing the heart of a man 
of honour ; and hers only pretends to respond to yours. 

Ale. That is very possible, madam, one cannot look 
into the heart ; but your charitable feelings might well 
have refrained from awakening such a suspicion in mine. 

Ar. Nothing is easier than to say no more about it, if 
you do not wish to be undeceived. 

Ale. Just so. But whatever may be openly said on this 
subject is not half so annojring as hints thrown out ; 
and I for one would prefer to be plainly told that only 
which could be clearly proved. 



^ This is, I believe, the only direct attack Moli^re ever made against 
the Court, and by so doing, he ran the risk of offending Louis XIV. 
Part of this outbreak may be found in Juvenal, and also in one of 
Boileau's satires. 
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At. Very well ! and that is sufficient ; I can fully en- 
lighten you upon this subject. I will have you believe 
nothing but what your own eyes see. Only have the kind- 
ness to escort me as far as my house ; and I will give you 
undeniable proof of the faithlessness of your fair one's 
heart ; ^^ and if, after that, you can find charms in anyone 
else, we will perhaps find you some consolation. 



ACT IF. SCENE L 

fiuANTE, PhILINTE. 

Phil. No, never have I seen so obstinate a mind, 
nor a reconciliation more difficult to effect. In vain was 
Alceste tried on all sides ; he would still maintain his 
opinion ; and never, I believe, has a more curious dispute 
engaged the attention of those gentlemen. "No, gentle- 
men/' exclaimed he, " I will not retract, smd I shall agree 
with you on every point, except on this one. At what is 
Oronte offended ? and with what does he reproach me ? 
Does it reflect upon his honour that he cannot write 
well ? What is my opinion to him, which he has alto- 
gether wrongly construed ? One may be a perfect gentle- 
man, and write bad verses ; those things have nothing to do 
with honour. I take him to be a gallant man in every 
way; a man of standing, of merit, and courage, any- 
thing you like, but he is a wretched author. I shall 
praise, if you wish, his mode of living, his lavishness, his 
skill in riding, in fencing, in dancing; but as to praising his 
verses, I am his humble servant ; and if one has not the 

" The original hajs a bad play on words, or rather on the antithesis of 
thought, as shown in the sentence : je vous ferai voir une preuve fidde^ 
de VinJUUlit^du coeur de votre belle. This was quite in the taste of the 
times, though happily no longer so. 
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gift of composing better, one ought to leave off rhyming 
altogether, unless condemned to it on forfeit of one's life."** 
In short, all the modification they could with diflBculty 
obtain from him, was to say, in what he thought a much 
gentler tone — " I am sorry, Sir, to be so difficult to please ; 
and out of regard for you, I could wish, with all my heart, 
to have found your sonnet a little better." And they com- 
pelled them to settle this dispute quickly with an embrace. 

EL He is very eccentric in his doings; but I must 
confess that I think a great deal of him ; and the candour 
upon which he prides himself has something noble and 
heroic in it. It is a rare virtue now-a-days, and 1, for one, 
should not be sorry to meet with it everywhere. 

PJdL As for me, the more I see of him, the more I am 
amazed at that passion to which his whole heart is given 
up. I cannot conceive how, with a disposition like his, he 
has taken it into his head to love at all ; and still less can I 
understand how your cousin happens to be the person to 
whom his feelings are inclined. 

El. That shows that love is not always produced by 
compatibility of temper ; and in this case, all the pretty 
theories of gentle sympathies are belied.^* 

Pldl, But do you think him beloved in return, to judge 
from what we see ? 



^* See page 314, note 27. This passage reminds me of a nearly similar 
one in the ninth satire of Boileau, in which he says of Chapelain — 

Let aye his honesty and his fair name be praised ; 
His candour and civility be highly valued ; 
Let him be gentle, pliant, upright, o 'er-polite ; 
Amen, I say to this, not one word will I utter. 
But when they say his writings are the very best, 
When he *s the amplest paid of all the wits in town, 
When they declare him king of all the author's tribe, 
Then I 'm quite in a rage, anxious to scribble too. 

^ The word *' Sympathy " was then used to express in an elegant 
manner, the feeling of love. 
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£L That is a point not easily decided. How can we 
judge whether it be true she loves ? Her own heart is not 
80 very sure of what it feels. It sometimes loves, without 
being quite aware of it, and at other times thinks it does, 
without the least grounds. 

PhU. I think that our friend will have more trouble with 
ibis cousin of yours than he imagines ; and to tell you the 
truth, if he were of my mind, he would bestow his affections 
elsewhere; and by a better choice, we should see him, madam, 
profit by the kind feelings which your heart evinces for him. 

El. As for me, I do not mince matters, and I think that 
in such cases we ought to act with sincerity. I do not 
run counter to his tender feelings ; on the contrary, I feel 
interested in them ; and, if it depended only on me, I would 
unite him to the object of his love. But if, as it may happen 
in love affiurs, his affections should receive a check, and if 
Odlim^ne should respond to the love of any one else, I could 
easily be prevailed upon to listen to his addresses, and I 
should have no repugnance whatever to them on account of 
their rebuff elsewhere. 

PhU. Nor do I, from my side, oppose myself, madam, 
to the tender feelings which you entertain for him ; and he 
himself, if he wished, could inform you what I have taken 
care to say to him on that score. But if, by the union of 
those two, you should be prevented from accepting his 
attentions, all mine would endeavour to gain that great 
favour which your kind feelings offer to him ; only too 
happy, madam, to have them transferred to myself, if his 
heart could not respond to yours. 

El. You are in the humour to jest, Philinte. 

Phil. Not so, madam, I am speaking my inmost feelings. 
I only await the opportune moment to offer myself openly, 
and am wishing most anxiously to hurry its advent. 
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SCENE IL 

AlCESTE, fiLIANTE, PhILINTE. 

Ale, Ah, madam ! obtain me justice for an oflfence which 
triumphs over all my constancy. 

EL What ails you ? What disturbs you ? 

Ale, This much ails me, that it is death to me to think 
of it ; and the upheaving of all creation would less over- 
whelm me than this accident. It is all over with me . . . 
My love ... I cannot speak. 

El, Just endeavour to be composed. 

Ale, Oh, just Heaven ! must so many charms be allied 
to the most odious vices of the most perfidious hearts ? 

El. But, once more, what can have . . . 

Ale. Alas ! All is ruined ! I am ! I am betrayed I I am 
stricken to death ! C^limfene . . . would you credit it ? 
Cdlimfene deceives me, and is faithless.'* 

El. Have you just grounds for believing so ? 

Phil. Perhaps it is a suspicion, rashly conceived ; and 
your jealous temper often harbours fancies . . . 

Ale. Ah I *Sdeath, please to mind your own business, 
sir. \To MianW] Her treachery is but too certain, for I 
have in my pocket a letter in her own handwriting. Yes, 
madam, a letter, intended for Oronte, has placed before my 
eyes my disgrace and her shame ; Oronte, whose addresses 
I believed she avoided:, and whom, of all my rivals, I feared 
the least. 

Phil. A letter may deceive by appearances, and is some- 
times not so culpable as may be thought 

Ale. Once more, sir, leave me alone, if you please, and 
trouble yourself only about your own concerns. 

* The words from " What ails you" till " faithless," are, with some 
slight alterations, taken from Don Oarcia of Navarre^ Act iv.. Scene 7, 
Vol. I., p. 362. 
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El. You should moderate your passion; and the in- 
tuit . . . 

Ale. You must be left to do that, madam ; it is to you 
that my heart has recourse to-day to free itself from this 
goading pain. Avenge me on an ungrateful and perfidious 
relative who basely deceives such constant tenderness. 
Avenge me for an act that ought to fill you with horror. 

M. I avenge you ? How ? 

Ale. By accepting my heart. Take it, madam, instead 
of the false one ; it is in this way that I can avenge myself 
upon her ; and I shall punish her by the sincere attachment, 
and the profound love, the respectful cares, the eager devo- 
tions, the ceaseless attentions which this heart will henceforth 
offer up at your shrine. 

El. I certainly sympathize with you in your sufferings, 
and do not despise your proffered heart ; but the wrong 
done may not be so great as you think, and you might wish 
to forego this desire for revenge. When the injury proceeds 
from a beloved object, we form many designs which we never 
execute ; we may find as powerful a reason as we like to 
break off tho connection, the guilty charmer is soon again 
innocent ; all the harm we wish her quickly vanishes, and 
we know what a lover s anger means. 

Ale. No, no, madam, no. The offence is too cruel ; 
there will be no relenting, and 1 have done with her. 
Nothing shall change the resolution I have taken, and I 
should hate myself for ever loving her again. Here she 
comes. My anger increases at her approach. I shall taunt 
her with her black guilt, completely put her to the blush, 
and, after that, bring you a heart wholly freed from her 
deceitful attractions. 
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SCENE III. 

C^LmiiNE, Alceste. 

Ale, [^Aside] Grant, Heaven, that I may control my 
temper. 

C4l [Aside] Ah ! [To Alceste] What is all this trouble 
that I see you in, and what mean those long- drawn sighs, 
and those black looks which you cast at me ? 

Ale. That all the wickedness of which a heart is capable 
is not to be compared to your perfidy ; that neither fate, 
hell, nor Heaven in its wrath, ever produced anything so 
wicked as you are.®^ 

C^l. These are certainly pretty compliments, which I 
admire very much. 

Ale, Do not jest. This is no time for laughing. Blush 
rather, you have cause to do so ; and I have undeniable 
proofs of your treachery. This is what the agitations of my 
mind prognosticated ; it was not without cause that my love 
took alarm ; by these frequent suspicions, which were hate- 
ful to you, I was trying to discover the misfortune which my 
eyes have beheld ; and in spite of all your care and your skill 
in dissembling, my star foretold me what I had to fear. But 
do not imagine that I will bear unavenged this slight of being 
insulted. I know that we have no command over our in- 
clinations, that love will everywhere spring up spontaneously, 
that there is no entering a heart by force, and that every soul 
is free to name its conqueror: I should thus have no reason to 
complain if you had spoken to me without dissembling, and 
rejected my advances from the very beginning; my heart would 
then have been justified in blaming fortune alone. But to 
see my love encouraged by a deceitful avowal on your part, 
is an action so treacherous and perfidious, that it cannot meet 

^ These words, from " That all" till " you are," are also in Dan Oarcia 
of Navarre, Act iv., Scene 8, Vol. I., p. 363. 
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With too great a punishment ; and I can allow my resentment 
to do anything. Yes, yes ; after such an outrage, fear every- 
thing; I am no longer myself, I am mad with rage.** My 
tenses, strud^ by the deadly blow with which you kill me, are 
no longer governed by reason ; I give way to the outbursts of a 
juft wrath, and am no longer responsible for what I may do. 

C^ Whence comes, I pray, such a passion ? Speak ! 
Have you lost your senses ? 

Ale. Yes, yes, I lost them when, to my misfortune, I 
beheld you, and thus took the poison which kills me, and 
when I thought to meet with some sincerity in those 
treacherouBi charms that bewitched me. 

C^ Of what treachery have you to complain ? 

Alo. Ah ! how double-£aced she is ! how well she knows 
how to dissemble ! But I am fully prepared with the means 
of driving her to extremities. Cast your eyes here, and 
recognise your writing. This picked-up note is sufficient to 
oonfound you, and such proof cannot easily be refuted. 

CeL And this is the cause of your perturbation of spirits ? 

Ale. You do not blush on beholding this writing ! 

C^ And why should I blush ? 

Ale. What ! You add boldness to craft I Will you dis- 
own this note because it bears no name ? 

C^l. Why should I disown it, since I wrote it.** 

Ale And you can look at it without becoming confused 
at the crime of which its style accuses you ! 

C^l. You are, in truth, a very eccentric man. 

Ale. What! you thus out-brave this convincing proof! 



" The whole of Alceste's speech, from " Blush rather" until " mad 
with rage,** is, with some slight alterations, taken from Don Qwrda of 
Navarre^ Act iv., Scene 8, VoL I., p. 363. 

* The words " Whence comes I pray" until " since I wrote it," are, 
with some slight alterations, taken from JJon Garcia ofNavarrCy Act. iL, 
Scene 6, Vol. I., p. 342. 
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Arid the contents so full of tenderness for Oronte need have 
nothing in them to outrage me, or to shame you ? 

Cel. Oronte ! Who told you that this letter is for him ? 

Ale. The people who put it into my hands this day. 
But I will even suppose that it is for some one else. Has 
my heart any less cause to complain of yours ? Will you, 
in fact, be less guilty toward me ? 

Cil, But if it is a woman to whom this letter is addressed, 
how can it hurt you, or what is there culpable in it ? 

Ale. Hem ! The prevarication is ingenious, and the 
excuse excellent. I must own that I did not expect this 
turn ; and nothing but that was wanting to convince me. 
Do you dare to have recourse to such palpable tricks ? Do 
you think people entirely destitute of common sense ? Come, 
let us see a little by what subterfuge, with what air, you will 
support so palpable a falsehood ; and how you can apply 
to a woman every word of this note which evinces so much 
tenderness ? Reconcile, if you can, to hide your deceit, 
what I am about to read . . . 

Cel. It does not suit me to do so. I think it ridiculous 
that you should take so much upon yourself, and tell me to 
my face what you have the daring to say to me ! 

Ale. No, no, without flying into a rage, take a little 
trouble to explain these terms. 

Cel. No, I shall do nothing of the kind, and it matters 
very little to me what you think upon the subject. 

Ale. I pray you, show me, and I shall be satisfied, if 
this letter can be explained as meant for a woman. 

G4L Not at all. It is for Oronte ; and I will have you 
believe it. I accept all his attentions gladly ; I admire 
what he says, I like him, and I shall agree to whatever you 
please. Do as you like, and act as you think proper ; let 
nothing hinder you, and do not harass me any longer. 

Ale. [ilsicZe] Heavens I can anything more cruel be 
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ocmceived, and was ever heart treated like mine ? What ! 
I am justly angry with her, I come to complain, and I am 
quarrelled with instead ! My grief and my suspicions are 
excited to the utmost, I am allowed to believe eveiything, 
she boasts of everything ; and yet, my heart is still suffi- 
ciently mean not to be able to break the bonds that hold 
it &»t, and not to arm itself with a generous contempt for 
the ungrateful object of which it is too much enamoured. 
[To Cilimhu] Perfidious woman, you know well how to take 
advantage against myself of my great weakness, and to em- 
ploy for your own purpose that excessive, astonishing, and 
fettal love which your treacherous looks have inspired !^ 
Defend yourself at least from a crime that overwhelms even 
me, and cease that affectation of being culpable %igainst me. 
Show me, if you can, the innocence of this note ; my affec- 
tion will even consent to assist you. At any rate, endeayour 
to appear faithful, and I shall strive to believe you such. 

Cil. Bah, you are mad with your jealous frenzies, and 
do not deserve the love which I have for you. I should 
much like to know what could compel me to stoop for you 
to the baseness of dissembling ; and why, if my heart were 
disposed towards another, I should not say so candidly. 
What I does the kind assurance of my sentiments towards 
you not defend me sufficiently against all your suspicions ? 
Ought they to possess any weight at all with such a 
guarantee ? Is it not insulting me even to listen to them ? 
And since it is with the utmost difficulty that we can re- 
solve to confess our love, since the strict honour of our sex, 
hostile to our passion, strongly opposes such a confession, 
ought a lover who sees such an obstacle overcome for his 
sake, doubt with impunity our avowal ? And is he not 

^ The phrase "Perfidious woman" until "inspired" is, with few 
alterations, to be found in Don Oarcia of Navarre, Act iv., Scene 8, 
VoL I., page 366. 
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greatly to blame in not assuring himself of the truth of 
that which is never said but after a severe struggle with 
oneself ? ^^ Begone, such suspicions deserve my anger, and 
you are not worthy of being cared for. I am silly, and am 
vexed at my own simplicity in still preserving the least 
kindness for you. I ought to place my affections else- 
where, and give you a just cause for complaint. 

Ale. Ah 1 you traitress ! mine is a strange infatuation 
for you ; those tender expressions are, no doubt, meant only 
to deceive me. But it matters little, I must submit to 
my fate ; my very soul is wrapt up in you ; I will see to 
the bitter end how your heart will act towards me, and 
whether it will be black enough to deceive me. 

C^L No,» you do not love me as you ought to love. 

Ale. Indeed ! Nothing is to be compared to my exceed- 
ing love ; and, in its eagerness to show itself to the whole 
world, it goes even so far as to form wishes against you. 
Yes, I could wish that no one thought you handsome, that 
you were reduced to a miserable existence ; that Heaven, at 
your birth, had bestowed upon you nothing ; that you had no 
rank, no nobility, no wealth, so that I might openly proffer 
my heart, and thus make amends to you for the injustice 
of such a lot ; and that, this very day, I might have the joy 
and the glory of seeing you owe everything to my love.*^ 

Cel. This is wishing me well in a strange way !"*' 



*^ The words " And since it is" until " with one's self" are found, with 
some slight alterations, in Don. Garcia of Navarre, Act iii., Scene 1, 
Vol. I., page 349. 

*^ The words " so that" until " love" are, with some alterations, found 
also in Don Garcia of Navarre, Act i., Scene 3, Vol. I., page 331. 

*3 It has been said that Moliere has reproduced an incident of his 
own life, when his wife, out of despair that her love for the Count of 
Guiche was not returned, threw herself into the arms of the Duke of 
Lauzun, and that the liaison was betrayed to Moliere by the Abb^ de 
Richelieu ; that when Moliere reproached his wife with her conduct, 
she answered that she was guilty only of thoughtlessness, and begged 
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Heaven grant that you may never have occasion . . . But 
here comes Monsieur Dubois curiously decked out. 

SCENE IV, 

C^LIMfeNE, AlCESTE, DUBOIS. 

Ale. What means this strange attire, and that frightened 

look ? What ails you ? 

Dtu Sir ... . 

Ale. Well? 

Du. The most mysterious event. 

Ale. What is it ? 

Du. Our affairs are turning out badly, sir. 

Ale. What? 

Du. Shall I speak out ? 

Ale. Yes, do, and quickly. 

Du. Is there no one there ? 

Ale. Curse your trifling ! Will you speak ? 

Du. Sir, we must beat a retreat. 

Ale. What do you mean ? 

Du. We must steal away from this quietly. 

Ale. And why ? 

Du. I tell you that we must leave this place. 

Ale, The reason ? 

Du. You must go, sir, without staying to take leave. 

Ale. But what is the meaning of this strain ? 

Du. The meaning is, sir, that you must make yourself 
scarce. 

Ale. I shall knock you on the head to a certainty, booby, 
if you do not explain yourself more clearly. 



his pardon ; that he forgave her ; that for some time they lived happily 
together ; but that, on her return to Paris, she broke out again. For 
all these and similar stories, there is no other foundation than the well- 
known pamphlet, La Fameiue comedienne, (See Introductory Notice 
to The Impromptu of Versailles, VoL II., page 291. See also Note 85 
page 33.) 
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Du, A fellow, sir, with a black dress, and as black a 
look, got as far as the kitchen to leave a paper with us, 
scribbled over in such a fashion that old Nick himself 
could not have read it. It is about your law-suit, I 
make no doubt ;. but thevery devil, I believe, could not 
make head nor tail of it. 

Ale, Well ! what then ? What has the paper to do with 
the going away of which you speak, you scoundrel. 

Du. I must tell you, sir, that, about an hour afterwards, 
a gentleman who often calls, came to ask for you quite 
eagerly, and not finding you at home, quietly told me, know- 
ing how attached I am to you, to let you know . . . Stop 
a moment, what the deuce is his name ? 

Ale, Never mind his name, you scoundrel, and tell me 
what he told you. 

Dvb. He is one of your friends, in short, that is sufficient. 
He told me that for your very life you must get away from 
this, and that you are^threatened with arrest. 

Ale, But how ! has he not specified anything ? 

Du, No. He asked me for ink and paper, and has sent 
you a line from which you can, I think, fathom the mystery ! 

Ale. Hand it over then. 

Cel, What can all this mean ? 

Ale. I do not know ; but I am anxious to be informed. 
Have you almost done, devil take you ! 

Du, [After having fumbled for some time for the note] 
After all, sir, I have left it on your table. 

Ale. I do not know what keeps me from . . . 

Cel. Do not put yourself in a passion, but go and unravel 
this perplexing business. 

Ale, It seems that fate, whatever I may do, has sworn to 

prevent my having a conversation with you. But, to get 

the better of her, allow me to see you again, madam, before 

the end of the day. 

III. Y 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

Alceste, Philinte. 

Ale I tell you, my mind is made up about it 
Phil. But, whatever this blow may be, does it compel 
you . . . 

Ale You may talk and argue till doomsday if you like, 
nothing can divert me from what I have sail The age 
we live in is too perverse, and I am determined to with-* 
draw altogether from intercourse with the world. What ! 
when honour, probity, decency, and the laws, are all against 
my adveraary ; when the equity of my claim is evexy where 
cried up ; when my mind is at rest as to the justice of my 
cause, I meanwhile see myself betrayed by its issue I What! 
I have got justice on my side, and I lose my case ! A 
wretch, whose scandalous history is well known, comes off 
triumphant by the blackest falsehood ! All good faith 
yields to his treachery I He finds the means of being in 
the right, whilst cutting my throat! The weight of hia 
dissimulation, so full of cunning, overthrows the ri^t 
and turns the scales of justice I He obtains even a decree 
of court to crown his villany. And, not content with 
the wrong he is doing me, there is abroad in society an 
abominable book, of which the very reading is to be con- 
demned, a book that deserves the utmost severity, and of 
which the scoundrel has the impudence to proclaim me the 
author.** Upon this, Oronte is observed to mutter, and tries 
wickedly to support the imposture 1 He, who holds an 
honourable position at Court, to whom I have done nothing 
except having been sincere and candid, who came to ask me, * 



^ According to Grimareet, there was at that time aecretly in drcola- 
tion ''a terrible book," published under Moli^*8 name. Of course it 
was 8aid\that hia opponents, very angry at the Tartufftf were the 
authors of it : hence the allusion. 
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in spite of myself, for my opinion of some of his verses ; and 
because I treat him honestly, and will not betray either him 
or truth, he assists in overwhelming me with a trumped-up 
crime. Behold him now my greatest enemy ! And I shall 
never obtain his sincere forgiveness, because I did not think 
that his sonnet was good ! Sdeath ! to think that mankind 
is made thus ! The thirst for fame induces them to do such 
things ! This is the good faith, the virtuous zeal, the justice 
and the honour to be found amongst them ! Let us begone, 
it is too much to endure the vexations they are devising ; 
let us get out of this wood, this cut-throat hole ; and since 
men behave towards each other like real wolves, wretches, 
you shall never see me again as long as I live. 

Phil, I think you are acting somewhat hastily ; and the 
harm done is not so great as you would make it out. 
Whatever your adversary dares to impute to you has not 
had the effect of causing you to be arrested. We see his 
false reports defeating themselves, and this action is likely 
to hurt him much more than you. 

Ale, Him ? he does not mind the scandal of such tricks 
as these. He has a licence to be an arrant knave ; and this 
event, far from damaging his position, will obtain him a still 
better standing to-morrow. 

Phil, In short, it is certain that little notice has been 
taken of the report which his malice spread against you ;** 
from that side you have already nothing to fear; and 
as for your law-suit, of which you certainly have reason to 
complain, it is easy for you to bring the trial on afresh, 
and against this decision . . . 

Ale. No, I shall leave it as it is. Whatever (^el wrong 
this verdict may inflict, I shall take particular care not to have 



** These words of Philinte may perhaps vaguely refer to the aocusa- 
tion brought by Montfleury against Molidre in 1663 (See Prefatory 
Memoir, VoL I., page xxviii.). 
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it set aside. We see too plainly how right is maltreated 
in it, and I wish it to go down to posterity as a signal 
proof, as a notorious testimony of the wickedness of the men 
of our age. It may indeed cost me twenty thousand francs, 
but at the cost of twenty thousand francs I shall have the 
right of railing against the iniquity of human natiu'e, and 
of nourishing an undying hatred of it. 

PhiL But after all . . . 

Ale. But after all, your pains are thrown away. What 
can you, sii*, say upon this head ? Would you have the 
assurance to wish, to my face, to excuse the villany of all 
that is happening ? 

Phil. No, I agree with you in all that you say. Every- 
thing goes by intrigue, and by pure influence. It is only 
trickery which carries the day in our time, and men ought 
to act difierently. But is their want of equity a reason for 
wishing to withdraw from their society ? All human failings 
give us, in life, the means of exercising our philosophy. It 
is the best emplojrment for virtue ; and if probity reigned 
everywhere, if all hearts were candid, just, and tractable, 
most of our virtues would be useless to us, inasmuch as their 
functions are to bear, without annoyance, the injustice of 
others in our good cause ; and just in the same way as a 
heart full of virtue . . . 

Ale, I know that you are a most fluent speaker, sir ; 
that you always abound in fine arguments ; but you are 
wasting your time, and all your fine speeches. Reason 
tells me to retire, for my own good. I cannot command 
my tongue sufficiently ; I cannot answer for what I 
might say, and should very probably get myself into a 
hundred scrapes. Allow me, without any more words, to 
wait for C^imfene. She must consent to the plan that 
brings me here. I shall see whether her heart has any 
love for me ; and this very hour will prove it to me. 
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PhiL Let us go upstairs to filiante, and wait her 
coming. 

Ale. No, my mind is too harassed. You go and see 
her, and leave me in this little dark comer with my black 
care. 

Phil. That is strange company to leave you in ; I will 
induce filiante to come down. 

SCENE II. 
C6limI:ne, Oronte, Alceste. 

Or on. Yes, madam, it remains for you to consider 
whether, by ties so dear, you will make me wholly yours. 
I must be absolutely certain of your aflfection : a lover 
dislikes to be held in suspense upon such a subject. 
If the ardour of my affection has been able to move your 
feelings, you ought not to hesitate to let me see it ; and the 
proof, after all, which I ask of you, is not to allow Alceste 
to wait upon you any longer ; to sacrifice him to my love, 
and, in short, to banish him from your house this very day. 

C^l. But why are you so incensed against him ; you, 
whom I have so often heard speak of his merits ? 

Oron. There is no need, madam, of these explanations ; 
the question is, what are your feelings ? Please to choose 
between the one or the other ; my resolution depends en- 
tirely upon yours. 

Ale. [Coming out of his corner] Yes, this gentleman 
is right, madam, you must make a choice ; and his request 
agrees perfectly with mine. I am equally eager, and the 
same anxiety brings me here. My love requires a sure 
proof. Things cannot go on any longer in this way, and 
the moment has arrived for explaining your feelings. 

Oron. I have no wish, sir, in any way to disturb, by 
an untimely affection, your good fortune. 
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Ale. And I have no wish, sir, jealous or not jealous, to 
share aught in her heart with you. 

Oron. If she prefers your affection to mine . . . 

Ale If she has the slightest inclination towards you . . . 

Oron, I swear henceforth not to pretend to it again. 

Ale. I peremptorily swear never to see her again. 

Ortm. Madam, it remains with you now to speak openly. 

Ale. Madam, you can explain yourself fearlessly. 

Own. You have simply to tell us where your feeUngs 
are engaged. 

Ale. You may simply finish the matter, by choosing 
between us two. 

Oron. What I you seem to be at a lo3s to make such a 
choice. 

Ale What ! your heart still wavers, and appears on- 
oertain I 

Cd. Good Heavens, how out of place is this pendst- 
ence, and how very unreasonable you both show yourselves 1 
It is not that I do not know whom to prefer, nor is it my 
heart that wavers. It is not at all in doubt between you 
two ; and nothing could be more quickly accomplished than 
the choice of my affections. But to tell the truth, I feel 
too confiised to pronounce such an avowal before you; I 
think that disobliging words ought not to be spoken in 
people's presence ; that a heart can give sufficient proof 
of its attachment without going so far as to break with 
every one ; and gentler intimations suffice to inform a lover 
of the ill success of his suit. 

Oron, No, no, I do not fear a frank avowal ; for my part 
I consent to it. 

Ale. And I demand it ; it is just its very publicity that 
I claim, and I do not wish you to spare my feelings in the 
least. Your great study has always been to keep firiends with 
every one ; but no more trifling, no more uncertainty. You 
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must explain yourself clearly, or I shall take your refusal as 
a verdict ; I shall know, for my part, how to interpret your 
silence, and shall consider it as a confirmation of the worst. 

Oron, I owe you many thanks, sir, for this wrath, and 
I say in every respect as you do. 

C^L How you weaty me with such a whim ! Is there 
any justice in what you ask ? And have I not told you 
what motive prevents me ? I will be judged by filiante, 
who is just coming. 

SCENE III. 

£liante, Philinte, C^LiMfeNE, Oronte, Alceste. 

Ce'l. Good cousin, I am being persecuted here by people 
who have concerted to do so. They both demand, with 
the same warmth, that I should declare whom my heart has 
chosen, and that, by a decision which I must give before 
their very faces, I should forbid one of them to tease me any 
more with his attentions. Say, has ever such a thing been 
done ? 

M. Pray, do not consult me upon such a matter. You 
may perhaps address yourself to a wrong person, for I am 
decidedly for people who speak their mind. 

Oron. Madam, it is useless for you to decline. 

Ale, All your evasions here will bo badly supported. 

Oron, You must speak, you must, and no longer waver. 

Ale. You need do no more than remain silent. 

Oron. I desire but one word to end our discussions. 

Ale. To me your silence will convey as much as 
speech. 
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great hulking booby of a Viscount" *^ .^. . He ought to 
have been here. " Our great hulking booby of a Vis- 
count, with whom you begin your complaints, is a Toan 
who would not at all suit me ; and ever sin^e I watched 
him for full three-quarters of an hour spitting in a well 
to make circles in the water, I n£ver could have a good 
opinion of him. As for the little Marquis ..." that is 
myself, ladies and gentlemen, be it said without the slightest 
vanity, ... *' As for the little Marquis, who held my 
hand yesterday for a long while, I think that there is 
nothing so diminutive as his whole person, and his 
sole merit conmsts in his cloak and sword. As to the 
man with the green shoulder knot^^ ..." [To Alceste] 
It is your turn now. Sir. ''As to the man with the 
green shoulder knot, he amuses me sometimes with his 
bluntness and his splenetic behaviour ; but there are 
hundreds of times vjhen I think him, the greatest bore in 
the ivorld. Respecting the man ivith the big waistcoat^^ . . ." 
[To Oronte] This is your share. " Respecting the man with 
the big waistcoat, who has thought fit to set up as a wit, and 
wishes to be an author in spite of every one, I cannot even 
take the trouble to listen to what he says ; and his prose 
boi'es me just as much as his poetry. Take it then for 
granted that I do not always enjoy myself so much as you 

*^ It has been said that the " great hulking booby of a Viscount" was 
intended for the Count de Guiche, and that Madame, the wife of Louis 
XIV.'s brother, whose Chevalier he was, wished the description 
to be omitted, but that the King told Moliere to leave it in. All this 
appears to be mere gossip, unsupported by anyth^g. 

^ On page 283, note 2, we find that Molid*re, on playing the part of 
Alceste, wore a dress " ornamented with green ribands ; " hence the 
allusion to " the green shoulder knot." 

*^ Oronte wore a big waistcoat (veste) to distinguish himself from the 
other personages. But afterwards everyone wore such a waistcoat ; and 
La Grange and Vin6t, the editors of the first collected edition of 
Moliere's works, finding that this no longer distinguished Oronte, 
called him U homme au sonnet, the sonnetteer. 
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ihvnk ; and that f wish for you, more tlian I ca/re to aay, 
amongst aU tiie entertainments to which I am dragged ; 
amd thai the presence of those we love is an excellent relish 
to owr fleasfwres.'* 

CL Now for myself. 

** Your Clitandre, whom yoti mention to me, and who 
has always such a qwantity of soft expressums at his oomr 
mand, is the last man for whom I could feel any affection. 
He m/ust be crazed i/n persuading himself that I love him; 
and you are so too in believvng that I do not love yov^ 
Tou had better change your fancies for his, and corns amd 
seems as often as you can, to help me in bearing the an^ 
noya/nce of being pestered by hi/m" This shows the model 
of a lovely character, madam ; and I need not tell you what 
to call it It is enough. We shall, both of us, show this 
admirable sketch of your heart everywhere and to everybody. 

Ac I might also say something, and the subject is 
tempting ; but I deem you beneath my anger ; and I will 
show you that little marquises can find worthier hearts 
than yours to console themselves. 

SCENE V. 
CfiLiMiaiE, £liante, Arsino^, Alceste, Oronte, 

Philinte 

Oron. What ! Am I to be pulled to pieces in this fashion, 
after all that you have written to me ! And does your heart, 
with all its semblance of love, plight its faith to all man- 
kind by turns ! Bah, I have been too great a dupe, but I 
shall be so no longer. You have done me a service, in 
showing yourself in your true colours to me. I am the 
richer by a heart which you thus restore to me, and find my 
revenge in your loss. \To Alceste"] Sir, I shall no longer be 
an obstacle to your flame, and you may settle matters with 
this lady as soon as you please. 
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SCENE VL 
C^LIMfeNE, fiLTANTE, ArS1N0£, AlCESTE, PhILINTE. 

Ara. [To C^limine] This is certainly one of the basest 
actions which I have ever seen ; I can no longer be silent, 
and feel quite upset. Has any one ever seen the like of 
it ? I do not concern myself much in the affairs of other 
people, but this gentleman, [pointing to Alceste], who has 
staked the whole of his happiness on you, an honourable and 
deserving man like this, and who worshipped you to mad- 
ness, ought he to have been . . . 

AL Leave me, I pray you, madam, to manage my own 
affairs ; and do not trouble yourself unnecessarily. In vain 
do I see you espouse my quarrel. I am unable to repay 
you for this great zeal ; and if ever I intended to avenge 
myself by choosing some one else, it would not be you whom 
I would select. 

Ara. And do you imagine, sir, that I ever harboured 
such a thought, and that I am so very anxious to secure 
you ? You must be very vain, indeed, to flatter yourself 
with such an idea. C^limfene's leavings are a commodity 
of which no one needs be so very much enamoured. Pray, 
undeceive yourself, and do not carry matters with so high a 
hand. People like me are not for such as you. You will 
do much better to remain dangling after her skirts, and I 
long to see so beautiful a match. 

SCENE VIL 

C^LIMfeNE, fiLIANTE, AlCESTE, PHIUNTE. 

AL [To C^limine] Well ! I have held my tongue, not- 
withstanding all I have seen, and I have let everyone have 
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his say before me. Have I controlled myself long enough ? 
and will you now allow me . . . 

C^L Yes, you may say what you like ; you are justified 
when you complain, and you may reproach me with anything 
you please. I confess that I am in the wrong; and overwhelmed 
by confusion I do not seek by any idle excuse to palliate my 
fitoll The anger of the others I have despised ; but I admit 
my guilt towards you. No doubt, your resentment is just ; I 
know how culpable I must appear to you, that every thing 
speaks of my treachery to you, and that, in short, yoiL have 
cause to hate ma Do so, I consent to it. 

Ale. But can I do so, you traitress ? Can I thus get the 
better of all my tenderness for you ? And although I wish 
to hate you with all my soul, shall I find a heart quite ready 
to obey me ? [To Miante and PhUinte] You see what 
an unworthy passion can do, and I call you both as witnesses 
of my infifttuation. Nor, truth to say, is this all, and you 
will see me carry it out to the bitter end, to show you 
that it is wrong to call us wise, and that in all hearts there 
remains still something of the man. [To C^limene] Yes, per- 
fidious creature, I am willing to forget your crimes. I can 
find, in my own heart, an excuse for all your doings, and hide 
them under the name of a weakness into which the vices 
of the age betrayed your youth, provided your heart will 
second the design which I have formed of avoiding all human 
creatures, and that you are determined to follow me without 
delay into the solitude in which I have made a vow to pass 
my days. It is by that only, that, in every one's opinion, 
you can repair the harm done by your letters, and that, after 
the scandal which every noble heart must abhor, it may 
still be possible for me to love you. 

Cel. What ! I renounce the world before I grow old, 
and bury myself in your wilderness ! 

Ale, If your affection responds to mine what need the 
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rest of the world signify to you ? Am I not sufficient for 
you? 

Cd, Solitude is frightful to a widow of twenty. ^^ I do not 
feel my mind sufficiently grand and strong to resolve to 
adopt such a plan. If the gift of my hand can satisfy 
your wishes, I might be induced to tie such bonds ; and 
marriage ... 

Ale. No. My heart loathes you now, and this refusal 
alone eflfects more than all the rest. As you are not dis- 
posecj^ in those sweet ties, to find all in all in me, as I would 
find all in all in you, begone, I refuse your ofier, and this 
much-felt outrage frees me for ever from your unworthy toils. 

SCENE VIIL 

flLIANTE, AlCESTE, PhILINTE. 

Ale, [To Miante^ Madam, your beauty is adorned by . 

a hundred virtues ; and I never saw anything in you but -' ' ' « ^- '' 
what was sincere. For a long while I thought very highly '"^ /^ *^ 
of you ; but allow me to esteem you thus for ever, and 
suffer my heart in its various troubles not to offer itself for 
the honour of your acceptance. I feel too unworthy, and 
begin to perceive that Heaven did not intend me for the 
marriage bond ; that the homage of only the remainder of a 
heart unworthy of you, would be below your merit, and that 
in short . . . 

M, You may pursue this thought I am not at all 
embarrassed with my hand ; and here is your friend, who, 
without giving me much trouble, might possibly accept it, if 
I asked him. 

^ It would be against all the traditions of the French stage to let a 
respectable unmarried young lady be visited by gentlemen ; hence 
Alceste says (Act i., Scene 1, page 292) that " C^limdne is a young 
widow." ArHino<§ also would not have given vent to her insinuations 
(page 321) if this had not been the case. 
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Phil. Ah : Madam, I ask for nothing better than that 
honour, and I could sacrifice my life and soul for it. 

Ale. May you, to taste true contentment, preserve for 
ever these feelings towards each other ! Deceived on all 
sides, overwhelmed with injustice, I will fly from an abyss 
where vice is triumphant, and seek out some small secluded 
nook on earth, where one may enjoy the freedom of being 
an honest roan. 

Phil. Come, madam, let us leave nothing untried to 
deter him from the design on which his heart is set. * 



APPENDIX. 



A, Page 285, 

Wycherley, in The Plain Dealer (Act i., Scene 1), hajB imitated 
Moli^relfl corresponding scene and act of The Misanthrope ; Philinte ia 
called Freeman and Alceste Manly. 

Freeman, Faith, I am sorry you would let the fop go, I intended to 
have had some sport with him. 

Mardy. Sport with him ! then, why did you not stay ? You should 
have enjoyed your coxcomb, and have had him to your self for me. 

Free.-* No, I should not have cared for him without you neither ; for 
th^leasure which fops afford is like that of drinking, only good when 
'tis shared ; and a fool, like a bottle, which would make you merry in 
company, will make you dull alone. But how the devil could you turn 
a man of his quality down stairs 1 You use a lord with veiy little 
ceremony, it seems. 

Man A lord ! What, thou art one of those who esteem men only by 
the marks and value fortune has set upon 'em, and never consider 
intrinsic worth ! but cdUnterfeit honour will not be current with me : 
I weigh the man, uot his title ; 'tis not the king's stamp can make the 
metal better or heavier. Your lord is a leaden shilling, which you bend 
every way, and debases the stamp he bears, instead of being raised by 
it. — Here again, you slaves ! . . . 

Free, But what will you see nobody ? not your friends ? 

Man, Friends ! — I have but one friend, and he, I hear, is not in 
town ; nay, can have but one friend, for a true heart admits of one 
friendship, as of one love. But in having that friend, I have a thousand, 
for he has the courage of men in despair, yet the diffidency and caution 
of cowards ; the secrecy of the revengeful, and the constancy of martyrs ; 
one fit to advise, to keep a secret, to fight and die for his friend. Such 
I think him ; for I have trusted him with my mistress in my absence ; 
and the trust of beauty is sure the greatest we can show. 

Free. Well, but all your good thoughts are not for him alone, I hope? 
Pray what d' ye think of me for a friend ? 

Man, Of thee ! why, thou art a latitudinarian in friendship, that is, 
no friend ; thou dost side with all mankind, but wilt suffer for none. 
Thou art indeed like your Lord Plausible, the pink of courtesy, there- 
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fore hast no friendship : for ceremony and great professing renders 
friendship as much suspected as it does religion. 

Fr«e, And no professing, no ceremony at all in friendship, were as 
unnatural and as indecent as in religion : and there is hardly such a 
thing as an honest hypocrite, who professes himself to be worse than 
he is, unless it be yourself ; for though I could never get you to say you 
were my friend, I know you '11 prove so. 

Man, I must confess, I am so much your friend, I would not deceive 
you ; therefore must tell you, not only because my heart is taken up, 
but according to your rules of friendship, I cannot be your friend. 

/Vee. Why, pray ? 

Man, Because he that is, you *11 say, a true friend to a man, is a friend 
to all his friends. But you must pardon me, I cannot wish well to pimps, 
flatterers, detractors, and cowards, stiff-nodding knaves, and topple, 
pliant, kissing fools. Now, ,411 these I have seen you use like the 
dearest friends in the world. 

Free, Ha! ha! ha! — ^What, you observed me, I warranty in the 
gidleries of Whitehall, doing the business of the place ? Pshaw I Court 
profeasionB, like court-promises, go for nothing, man. But, foith, ooold 
yon think I was a friend to all those I hugged, flattered, and bowed tot 
Ha!ha! • 

Man. You told 'em so, and swore it too ; I heard you. 

Free, Ay, but when their backs were turned, did not I tell yoa they 
were rogues, villains, rascals, whom I despised and hated 1 

Man, Very fine ! But what reason had I to believe yoa spoke jonr 
heart to me, since you professed deceiving so manyl 

Free, Why, don't you know, good captain, that telling tmth is a 
quality as prejudicial to a man that would thrive in the world, as eqnan 
play to a cheat, or true love to a whore 1 You are severer than the 
law, which requires no man to swear against himself. You would 
have me speak truth against myself, I warrant, and tell my pixuniaing 
friend the courtier he has a bad memoxy. 

Man, Yes. 

Free, And so make him remember to forget my business t And I 
should tell the great lawyer too, that he takes oftener fees to bold his 
tongue than to spe^ik. 

Man, No doubt on't. 

Free, Ay, and have him hang or ruin me, when he should come to 
be a judge, and I before him ? And you would have me tell the new 
officer, who bought his employment lately, that he is a coward. 

Man, Ay. 

Free, And so get myself cashiered, not him, he having the better 
friends, though I the better sword ? And I should tell the scribbler of 
honour, that heraldry were a prettier and finer study for so fine a gentle- 
man than poetry 1 

Man, Certainly. 
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Free, And so find myself mauled in his next hissed lampoon ? And 
you would have me tell the holy lady, too, she lies with her chaplain 1 
Man, No doubt on*t. 

Free, And so draw the clergy upon my back, and want a good table 
to dine at sometimes 1 And by the same reason to, I should tell you 
that the world thinks you a ma<lman, a brutal, and liave you cut my 
throat, or worse, hate me. What other good success of all my plain- 
dealing could I have, than what IVe mentioned ? 

Man, Why, first, your promising courtier would keep his word out of 
fear of more reproaches, or at least would give you no more vain hopes ; 
your lawyer would serve you more faithfully; for he, having no 
honour but his interest, is truest still to him he knows suspects him ; the 
new officer would provoke thee to make him a coward, and so be 
cashiered, that thou, or some other honest fellow, who had more courage 
than money, might get his place ! the noble sonneteer would trouble 
thee no more with his mjidrigaLs : the pfftying lady would leave oflf rail- 
ing at wenching before thee, and not turn away her chambermaid for 
her own frailty with thee : and I, instead of hating thee, would love 
thee for thy plain-dealing ; and in lieu of being mortified, am proud 
that the world and I think not well of one another. 

ifrce. Well, doctors differ. You are for plain-dealing, I find : but 
against your particular notions, I have the practice of the whole world. 
Observe but any morning what people do when they get together on 
the Exchange, in Westminster Hall, or the galleries in Whitehall. 

Man. I must confess, there they seem to rehearse Bayes's grand 
dance. Here you see a bishop bowing low to a gaudy atheist ; a judge 
to a door-keeper ; a great lord to a fishmonger, or scrivener with a 
jack-chain about his ueck : a Lawyer to a sergeant-at-arms ; a velvet 
physician to a threadbare chemist ; and a supple gentleman-usher to a 
surly beefeater? and so tread round in a preposterous huddle of 
ceremony to each other, whilst they can hardly hold their solemn false 
countenances. 

Fre, Well, they understand the world. 

Man, Which I do not, I confess. 

Free, But, sir, pray believe the friendship I promise you real, 
whatsoever I have professed to others : try me, at least. 

Man, Why, what would you do for me ] 

Free. I would fight for you. 

Man. That you would do for your own honour. — But what else ? 

Free. I would lend you money, if I liad it. 

Man. To borrow more of me another time. That were putting your 

money to interest ; a usurer would be as good a friend. But what 

other piece of friendship ? 

Free, I would speak well of you to your enemies. 

Man. To encourage others to be your friends, by a show of gratitude. 

-But what else ? 

III. Z 
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Free, Nay, I would not hear you ill spoken of beliind your back by 
my friend. 

Man, Nay, then, thou*rt a friend, indeed. — But it were unreasonable 
to expect it from thee, as the world goes now, when new friends, like 
new mistresses, are got by disparaging old ones. 



B, Page 28G. 

This Scene from the MiaantJirope (Act i., Scene 1), is thus freely 
foUowed by Shadwell, in his Sullen Lovers. Lovel represents Philinte, 
and Stanford, Alceste. 

LaveL What in a fit again, Stanford ? now art 

Thou as moody as a Poet after his play is damn'd. 

Stanford. Oh Lovel, « 

I am tormented so beyond my patience 
I am resolv*d to quit the World, and find 
Some Uninhabited place far from converse. 
Where I may live as free as Nature made me. 

Lov, Why this is downright Madness, 

Prethee send for a Chirurgeon and open a Yeine, 
Try what that will do ; for thou wilt be as 
Ripe for Bedlam else as a Fanatick. 

Stanf. What would you have me do ? 

Where ere I turn me I am baited still 
By some importiuiate Foole's that use me Worse 
Then Boyes do Cocks upon Shrove-Tuesday ; 
This makes my life so tedious and unpleasant. 
That rather then endure it longer I'le find out 
Some place in the West-Indies, where I may 
See a Man no of tner then a Blazing-Star. 

Lov, Why thou wilt come to be bound in thy bed, Stanford : 

Thank Heav'n I find nothing makes me weary of 
My life, thou art scandalous ; Why dost thou 
Abuse this age so ? methinks, it's as pretty an Honest 
Drinking-Whoring Age as a man wou'd wish to 
Live in. 

Stanf, Sure, Lovel, thou wer^t bom without a Gaule, 
Or bear'st thy anger like a Useless thing. 
That can'st indure to live among such Fooles, 
As we are every Day Condemn'd to see. 



^ 
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C, Page 291. 

Part of Act i., Scene 1, of Moli^re, has been imitated by Wyclierle/ 
in The Plain Dealer (Act i., last Scene). 

Re-enter Manly and Freeman. 

Free. But pray what strange charms has she that could make you 
love \ 

Man, Strange charms indeed ! she has beauty enough to call in 
question her wit or virtue, and her form would make a starved hermit 
a ra\isher ; yet her virtue and conduct would preserve her from the 
subtle lust of a pampered prelate. She is so perfect a beauty, that art 
could not better it, nor affectation deform it. Yet all this is nothing. 
Her tongue as' well as her face ne*er knew artifice ; nor ever did her 
words or look contradict her heart. She is all truth, and hates the 
lying, masking, daubing world, as I do : for which I love her, and for 
which I think she dislikes not me. For she has often shut out of her 
conversation for mine, the gaudy fluttering parrots of the town, apes 
and echoes of men only, and refused their conmion-place pert chat, 
flattery and submissions, to be entertained with my sullen bluntness, 
and honest love ; and, last of all, swore to me, since her parents would 
not sufiier her to go with me, she would stay behind for no other man ; but 

follow me without their leave, if not to be obtained. Which oath 

Free. Did you think she would keep / 

Man. Yes ; for she is not (I tell you) like other women, but can keep 
her promise, though she has sworn to keep it But, that she might the 
better keep it, I left her the value of five or six thousand pounds : for 
women s wants are generally the most importunate solicitors to love or 
marriage. 

Free. And money summons lovers more than beauty, and augments 
but their importunity, and their number ; so makes it the harder for a 
woman to deny *em. For my part, I am for the French maxim : — If 

you would have your female svbjects loyal y keep ^em poor. But, in 

short, that your mistress may not marry, you have given her a portion. 
Man, She had given me her heart first, and I am satisfied with the 
security ; I can never doubt her truth and constancy. 

Free. It seems you do, since you are fain to bribe it with money. 
But how come you to be so difl^dent of the man that says he loves you, 
and not doubt the woman that says it ? 

Man. I should, I confess, doubt the love of any other woman but 
her, as I do the friendship of any other man but him I have trusted ; 
but I have such proofs of her faith as cannot deceive me. 
Free. Cannot ! 

Man. Not but I know that generally no man can be a great enemy 
but under the name of friend ; and if you are a cuckold, it is your friend 
only that makes you so, for your enemy is not admitted to your house - 
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if you are cheated in your fortune, 'tis your friend that does it, for your 
enemy is not made yoiir trustee : if your honour or good name be 
injured, *tisyour friend that does it still, l^ecause your enemy is not 
believed against you. Therefore, I rather choose to go wbere honest 
downright barbarity is professwl, where men devour one another like 
generous hungry lions and tigers, not like croccniiles ; where they think 
the devil white, of our complexion ; and I am already so far an Indian. 
But if your weak faith doubts this minicle of a woman, come along with 
me, and believe ; and thou wilt find her so kindsome, that thou, who 
art 80 much my friend, wilt have a mind to lie with her, and so wilt not 
fail to discover what her faith and thine is to me. 

When we're in love, the great adversity,. 

Our friends and mistresses at once we txy. \_jExeunL 

D, Page 304. 
Wycherley has borrowed from The Mimnthrope (Act ii, Scene 5) the 
following scene of the Plain Dealer (Act ii.. Scene 1). Olivia and 
Eliza represent CMlimdne and Eliante ; Novel and Lord Plausible 
Acaste and Clitandre. 

Novd, Madam, I beg your pardon ; perhaps you were busy : I did 
not think you had company with you. 

Eliza, Yet he comes to me, cousin ! [Aside to Olimd, 

(Hiv. Chairs there. [They tiL 

Nov, Well ; but, madam, d'ye know whence I come now ? 

Oliv, From some melancholy place, I warrant, sir, since they have 
lost your good company. 

El, So I 

Nov, From a place where they have treated me at dinner with so 
much civility and kindness . . . that* I could hardly get away to you, 
dear madam. 

Oliv, You have a way with you so new and obliging, sir ! 

EL You hate flattery, cousin ! [Apart to Olivia, 

Nov, Nay, faith, madam, d'ye think my way new ? Then you are 
obliging, madam. I must confess I hate imitation, to do anything like 
other people. All that know me do me the honour to say I am an 
original, faith. But, as I was s^vying, madam, I have been treated to- 
day with all the ceremony and kindness imaginable at my lady Autumn's. 
But, the nauseous old woman at the upper end of the table 

Oliv. Revives the old Grecian custom, of serving in a death's head 
with their banquets. 

Nov. Ha ! ha ! fine, just, i'faith, nay and new. 'Tis like eating 
with the ghost in The Libertine : ^^ she would frighten a man from her 
dinner with her hollow invitation, and spoil one's stomach • 

*' See the ghout s dinner iu The Liha-tine, a play by Thoa. ShadwelL 
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Oliv. To meat or women. I detest her hoUow cherry cheeks : she 
looks like an old coach new painted ; affecting an unseemly smugness, 
whilst she is ready to drop in pieces. 

El, You hate detraction, I see, cousin. [Apart to Olivia, 

Nov, But the silly old fury, whilst she affects to look like a woman 
of this age, talks 

OUv. Like one of the last ; and as passionately as an old courtier 
who has outlived his office. 

Nov. Yes, madam ; but pray let me give you her character. Then 
she never counts her age by the years, but 

Oliv. By the ma^ues she has lived to see. 

Nov. Nay then, madam, I see you think a little harmless railing too 
great a pleasure for any but yourself ; therefore IVe done. 

Oliv. Nay, faith, you shall tell me who you had there at dinner. 

Nov. If you would hear me, madam. 

Oliv. Most patiently ; speak, sir. 

Nov. Then, we had her daughter 

Oliv. Ay, her daughter ; the very disgrace to good clothes, which 
she always wears but to heighten her deformity, not mend it : for she is 
still most splendidly, gallantly ugly, and looks like an ill piece of daubing 
in a rich frame. 

Nov. So ! But have you done with her, madam ? and can you spare 
her to me a little now 1 

Oliv. Ay, ay, sir. 

Nov. Then, she is like 

Oliv. She is, you 'd say, like a city bride ; the greater fortune, but 
not the greater beauty for her dress. 

Nov. Well : yet have you done, madam 1 Then she 

Oliv. Then she bestows as unfortunately on her face all the graces 
in fashion as the languishing eye, the hanging or pouting lip. But as 
the fool is never more provoking than when he aims at wit, the ill- 
favoured of our sex are never more nauseous than when they would be 
beauties, adding to their natural deformity the artificial ugliness of 
affectation. 

El. So, cousin, I find one may have a collection of all one's 
acquaintances* pictures as well at your house as at Mr Lel/s. Only the 
difference is, there we find 'em much handsomer than they are, and 
like ; here much uglier, and like : and you are the first of the profession 
of picture-drawing I ever knew without flattery. 

Oliv. I draw after the life ; do nobody wrong, cousin. 

El. No ; you liate flattery and detraction. 

Oliv. But, Mr Novel, who had you besides at dinner ? 

Nov. Nay, the devil take me if I tell you, unless you will allow me 
the privilege of railing in my turn. But, now I think on % the women 
ought to be your province, as the men are mine : and you must know 
we had him whom 
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Ol*T. HixL. IB ij'.iiii 

El. No. iLifci i» ij.r fjvL'. lii ••^ri* " '"^ Dsuiu. 

Mr. I l»r/ vv*:ir :iur - •:_ Mj N . vr. , im. v ^i- oii. 

3'(^. Tiifi^ I dfet. vr iu»2 ilo.: ^*-v " -^ c'>.-X£.*.azit* wh-:* i* ml bcoDe 

S<n. Xfcv tii*:i_ Tfrw-it-v. T..*uT ftrTTki;: ; Fin c^^joe. Tjifc-JTig tiie foal 
oat cif oi*e'fe zii'-t-jti ie v •.<>? iL«^ luiilj ;Lr r^reiMi vci of ozm-'a momii. 

S'jr, I wkv. •.L- *y;r-^':. 'J--: •*•: ii-iv r^ tLe l«iJj "irii in (x>inpa2iT, wiD 
let wA^Ay »:i«t i*!*:- ti»i 

C^Vr. A V. li^'jDe f'.>ps vL.- j.-rt- u< tJilJL ilU tLrmaelves are of all tiungi 
my siTtfm'jZiA. 

3'or. 1\j^u yf>u1I ifi El*- E^frrsUk. ULidkin, sure. The rogne. I aij, 
will foroe Li« jeist upoL you : Uj<i I La>: a i«si tb&t*s foroed upon a man 
as modii kJ$ ai jd^Mn. 

JK. ^'ijy. I li''pt. sir. hr "i'.irt L .*i eij^ect a man of your temper- 
ance in jevting kLou]-! do him rv;:u«:<u > 

NvtB. ^Tiat ! iiiUrmiptivii fr.^m iLis side t^'io ? I most then 

\f.tffr* to rue. Oliria hold* him. 

Oliv. No, (dr You must kD>w. ojusin, that fop he means, 

though he talks oxily t/> be commended, will not give you leave to do 'L 

Nov. But, m;idam 

(Hiv. He a wit ! Hang him ; he 's only an adopter of straggling 
jests and fatherle^w lampoons : by the credit of which he eats at good 
tables, and so, like the barren beg^'ar-woman, lives by borrowed 
children. 

Nov. Madam 

Oliv. And never was author of anx'thing but his news : but that is 
still all his own. 

Nov. IVIadam, pray 

Oliv. An eternal babbler ; and makes no more use of his ears, than 
a man that sits at a play by his mistress, or in Fop-comer. He *8, in 
fine, a base distracting fellow, and is my aversion. But who else, 
prithee Mr Novel, was there with you ? Nay, you shan't stir. 

Nov. I beg your pardon, madam ; I cannot stay in any place where 
Fm not allowed a little Christian liberty of railing. 

Oliv. N&y, prithee Mr Novel, stay : and though you should rail at. 
me, I would hear you with patience. Prithee, who else was there with you I 

Nov, Your servant, madam. 

Oliv. Nay, prithee tell us, Mr Novel, prithee do. 

Nov. We had nobody else. 

Oliv. Nay, faith, I know you had. Come, my lord Plausible was 
there too, who is, cousin, a 




THE MISANTHROPE. 359 

El, You need not tell what he is, cousin ; for I know him to be a 
civil, good-natured, harmless gentleman, that speaks well of all the 
world, and is always in good humour ; and * 

Oliv. Hold, cousin, hold ; I hate detraction. But I must tell you, 
cousin, his civility is cowardice, his good-nature want of wit ; and he 
has neither courage nor sense to rail : and for his being always in 
humour, 'tis because he is never dissatisfied with himself. In fine, he is 
my aversion ; and I never admit his visits beyond my halL 

Nov, No, he visit you ! Damn him, cringing grinning rogue ! if 
I should see him coming up to you, I would make bold to kick him 
down again, Ha ! 

Enter my Lord Plausible. 

My dear lord, your most humble servant. [RUes and salutes Plausible, 
arid kisses him. 

El, So, I find kissing and railing succeed each other with the 
angry men as well as with the angry women ; and their quarrels are 
like love-quarrels, since absence is the only cause of them ; for as soon 
as the man appears again, they are over. [Aside, 

Plaus. Your most faithful humble servant, generous Mr Novel. 
And, madam, I am your eternal slave, and kiss your fair hands ; which 
I had done sooner, according to your commands, but, 

Oliv. No .excuses, my lord. 

El, What, you sent for him then, cousin 1 [Apart to Olivia. 

Nov, Ha ! invited ! 

Oliv, I know you must divide yourself : for your good company is 
too general a good to be engrossed by any particular friend. 

Plaus, O lord, madam, my company ! Your most obliged, faithful, 
humble servant. But I could have brought you good company indeed ; 
for I parted at your door with two of the worthiest bravest men 

Oliv, Who were they, my lord ? 

Nov, Who do you call the worthiest bravest men, pray ? 

Plaus, O, the wisest bravest gentlemen ! men of such honour and 
virtue ! of such good qualities ! ah 

El. This is a coxcomb that speaks ill of all people a different way, 
and libels everybody with dull praise, and commonly in the wrong 
place ; so makes his panegyrics abusive lampoons. [Aside, 

Oliv, But pray let me know who they were. 

Plaus. Ah ! such patterns of heroic virtue ! such 

Nov, Well ; but who the devil were they ? 

Plaus. The honour of our nation ! the glory of our age ! Ah, I 
could dweU a twelvemonth on their praise ; which indeed I might spare 
by telling their names ; Sir John Current and Sir Richard Court-Title. 

Nov. Court-Title ! ha ! ha I 

Oliv, And Sir John Current ! Why will you keep such a wretch 
company, my lord ? 
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PlcHt. O madam. w.Ti«nisIv \<i\\ are a littk- t.K> severe ; for he is a man 
of uiique8tione<l repu tuition in even'thing. 

(Hie, Yes, because he emleavfuira only ^-ith the women to pass for 
a man of courage, and with the bullies for a wit ; with the wits for a 
man of busineitft, and with the men of business for a favourite at court ; 
and at cnurt for city-security. 

Nov, And for Sir Richard, he 



Plans, He loves your choice picked company, persons that 

(Hiv, He loves a lord indeed ; but 

Nov, Pray, dear mxulam, let me have but a bold stroke or two at 
his picture. He loves a lord, as you say, though 

Oliv. Though he borrowtnl his money, and ne er jKiid him again. 

Nov, And would besfieak a ])lace tliree days before at the back-end 
of a lord's coach to Hyde-|Kirk. 

Piaus, Nay, i'faith, you are both too severe. 

Oliv. Tlien to show yet more his piission for quality, he makes lore 
to that fulsome coach-load of honour, my lady Goodly, for he's always 
at her lodging. 

Piaus, Because it is the conventicle-gallant, the meeting-house of aU 
the fair ladies, and glorious 8U{x;rfine beauties of the town. 

Nov. Very tine ladies ! there's first— 

(Hiv, Her honour, as fat as a hostess. 

Plaus, She is something plumj) indeed, a goodly, comely, graceful 
person. 

Nvi9, Then there's my lady Frances — what d'ye call her I as 
ugly 

idiv. As a citizen's lawfully l)e£Tottcn dau^'litor. 

Plaus, She has wit in abundiuice, and the handaomest heel, elbow, 
and tip of an ear, you ever siiw. 

Nov, Heel and elbow ! liii ! ha ! And there's my bidy Betty, you 
know 

(Hiv. As sluttish and slatternly aa an Irish woman bred in France. 

Plaus. All I all she has liangs with a loose air, indeed, and becoming 
negligence. 

El. You see all faults with lover^s eyes, I find, my lord. 

Plaus. Ah, madam, your most obliged, faithful, humble servant to 
command ! But you can say nothing sure against the su|>ertine 
mistress 

Oliv. T know who you mean, she is as censorious and detracting a 
jade as a sui)eraimuated simier. 

Plaus, She has a smart way of raillery, 'tis confessed. 

Nov, And then for Mrs Clrideline 

Plaus, She, I'm sure, is 

Oliv. One that never spoke ill of anybody, 'tis confessed. For she 
is as silent in conversiition as a country lover, and no better company 
than a clock, or a weather-glass ; for if she soimds, 'tis but once an hour 
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to put you in mind of the time of day, or to tell you 't will be cold or 
hot, rain or snow. 

Plaus, Ah, poor creature ! She*s extremely good and modest. 

Nov, And for Mrs Bridlechin, she's 

Oliv. As proud as a churchman's wife. 

Plana, She's a woman of great spirit and honour, and will not make 
herself cheap, 'tis true. 

Nov. Then Mrs Hoyden, that calls all people by their surnames and 
is 

Oliv, As familiar as a duck 

Nov. As an actress in the tiring-room. There I was once before- 
hand with you. Madam. 

Plaus, Mrs Hoyden ! a poor, affable, good-natured soul. But the 
divine Mrs Trifle comes thither too. Sure her beauty, virtue, and con- 
duct you can say nothing to. 

Ohv, No ! 

Nov, No ! — Pray let me speak, madam. 

Oliv. Can any one be called beautiful that squints 1 

Plaus, Her eyes languish a little, I own. 

Nov, Languish ! ha ! ha ! 

E, Page 308. 

Congreve, in Love for Love (Act i., Scenes 9-15) has partly imitated 
Moliere's Misanthrope (Act ii.. Scene 5), though the characters are not 
literally the same. We give the scenes here for the sake of comparison. 

EiUer Jeremy. 

Jeremy. More misfortunes. Sir. 

Valentine. What, another dun 1 

Jer. No, Sir ; but Mr Tattle is come to wait upon you. 

Val. Well, I cannot help it — you must bring him up ; he knows I 
don't go abroad. [Exit Jer, 

Scandal I'll be gone. 

Val. No, pr'ythee stay : Tattle and you should never be asunder ; you 
are light and shadow, and show one another. He is perfectly thy re- 
verse both in humour and understanding; and, as you set up for 
defamation, he is a mender of reputations. 

Scan, A mender of reputations I ay, just as he is a keeper of secrets, 
another virtue that he sets up for in the siime manner. For the rogue 
will 8i)eak aloud in the posture of a whisper ; and deny a woman's name, 
while he gives you the marks of her person. He will forswear receiving 
a letter from her, and at the same time shew you her hand in the super- 
scription : and yet, perhaps he has counterfeited the hand too, and sworn 
to a truth ; but he hopes not to be believed ; and refuses the reputation 
of a lady's favour, a« a doctor says no to a bishoprick, only that it may 
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be granted him. — In ihort, he is a public profenor of Boency^ and makea 
iou^hat he holds private intelligence. He is hece. 



Enter Tattlb. 

TaitU, Valentine, good morrow : Scandal, I am jonrB — ^Uiat i% wlien 
joa apeak well of me. 

Sean, That ia, when I am yours ; for, while I am mj own, or any 
body's else, that will never happen. 
TttL How inhuman ! 

VaL Why, Tattle, you need not be much concerned at any thing that 
he says ; for to converse with Scandal, is to play at Losing Tjosdnm ; 
yon must lose a good name to him, before you can win it for yooraelC. 

TaL But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate for him, that 
the worid should think the better of any person for his calumniation I — 
I thank Heaven, it has always been a part of my character to handle the 
reputations of others very tenderly indeed. 

Scan. Ay, such rotten reputations as you have to deal with ai« to be 
handled tenderly indeed. 

TaL Nay, but why rotten 1 why should you say rotten, when yon 
know not the persons of whom you speak ? how cruel that is. 

Sean, Not Imow them ? Why, thou never hadst to do with anybody 
that did not stink to all the town. 

Tat, Ha, ha, ha ! nay, now you make a jest of it indeed. For there is 
nothing more known, than that nobody knows any thing of that natore 
of me. As I hope to be saved, Valentine, I never exposed a woman, 
ainoe I knew what woman was. 

Vol. And yet you have conversed with several ? 
Tat, To be free with you I have— I don't care if I own that — nay, 
more (Fm going to say a bold word now), I never could meddle with a 
woman that had to do with any body else. 
Scan, How? 

Vol, Nay, faith, I*m apt to believe him— except her husband. Tattle. 
Tat, Oh that— 

Scan, What think yon of tliat noble commoner, Mrs Drabi 
Tat, Pooh ! I know Madam Drab has made her brags in three or four 
places, that I said this and that, and writ to her, and did I know not 
what — but, upon my reputation, she did me wrong. — ^Well, well, that was 
malice : — but I know the bottom of it She was bribed to that by one 
we all know ; — a man too— only to bring me into disgrace with a 
certain woman of quality — 
Scan. Whom we aU know. 

Tat, No matter for that — Yes, yes, everybody knows — no doubt on't, 
every body knows my secrets ! — But I soon satisfied the lady of my 
innocence ; for I told her — Madam, says I, there are some persons who 
make it their business to tell stories, and say this and that of one and 
the other, and every thing in the world ; and, says I, if your grace — 
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Scan, Grace! 

TcU. Lord ! what have I said I— My unlucky tongue* 

Vol. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Scan, Why, Tattle, thou hast more impudence than one can in reason 
expect : I shall have an esteem for thee — well, and, ha, ha, ha ! well, go 
on, and ^hat did you say to her grace ] 

Vol, I confess this is something extraordinary. 

Tat. Not a word, as I hope to be saved ; an arrant lapsus linffiue ! — 
Come, let us talk of something else. 

Vol, Well, but how did you acquit yourself 1 

Tai. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rallied with you. — A woman 
of ordinary rank was a little jealous of me, and I told her something or 
other — faith, I know not what, — Come, let's talk of something else. 

\Uwms a song. 

Scan. Hang him, let him alone ; he has a mind we should enquire. 

l^at. Valentine, I supped last night with your mistress, and her uncle 
old Foresight : I think your father lies at Foresight's. 

Vol. Yes. 

Tat. Upon my soul, Angelica's a fine woman — and so is Mrs Fore- 
sight, and her sister Mrs FraiL 

Scan. Yes, Mrs Frail is a very fine woman ; we aU know her. 

Tat. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan. What? 

Tat, ToteU. 

Scan. To tell what ! Why, what do you know of Mrs Frail ? 

Tat. Who, 1 1 Upon honour I don't know whether she be a man or 
woman, but by the smoothness of her chin, and roundness of her hipa 

Scan. No ! 

Tat. No. 

Scan. She says otherwise. 

Tat. Impossible. 

Scan. Yes, faith. Ask Valentine else. 

Tat. Why then, as I hope to be saved, I believe a woman only obliges 
a man to secrecy, that she may have the pleasure of telling herself. 

Scan. No doubt on 't. Well, but has she done you wrong, or 
no? . . . 

Tat. Though I have more honour than to tell first, I have more 
manners than to contradict what a lady has declared. 

Scan. WeU, you own it ? 

Tat. I am strangely surprised ! Yes, yes ! I cannot deny it, if she 
taxes me with it. 

Scan. She'll be here by-and-by ; she sees Valentine every morning. 

Tat. How ! 

Val, She does me the favour, I mean, of a visit sometimes. I did 
not think she had granted more to any body. 

Scan. Nor I, faith. But Tattle does not use to belie a lady ; it is 
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Mte F. That's more than he has for himself. And what will yon 
give me, Mr Tattle ? 

Tat. I ! My soul, madam. 

Mr9 F. Poohy no, I thank you, I have enough to do to take care of 
my own. Well ; but 1*11 come and see you one of these mornings : I 
hear yon have a great many pictures. 

Tat. I have a pretty good collection, at your service ; some 



Scan, Hang him, he has nothing but the Seasons and the Twelve 
CSiBBarB, paltry copies ; and the Five Senses as ill represented aa they are 
in himself ; and he himself is the only original you will see there. 

Mr9 F. Ay, but I hear he has a closet of beauties. 

Sean. Tes, all that have done him favours, if you will believe him. 

Mr9 F. Ay, let me see those, Mr. Tattle. 

TiU. Oh, madam, those are sacred to love and contemplation. No 
man but the painter and myself was ever blest with the sight. 

Mr» F. Well, but a woman — 

Tat. Nor woman, till she consented to have her picture there too ; — 
lor then she is obliged to keep the secret 

Scan. No, no ! come to me if you*d see pictures. 

Mr»F. You? 

Sean. Tes, faith, I can shew you your own picture, and moat of 
your acquaintance, to the life, and as like as at Kneller^s. 

Mrs F. O lying creature ! — ^Valentine, does not he lie 1 — ^I can*t be- 
lieve a word he says. 

. Val. No, indeed, he speaks truth now ; for, as Tattle has pictures 
of all that have granted him favours, he has the pictures of all that 
have refused him ; if satires, descriptions, characters, and lampoons, are 
pictures. 

Scan. Yes, mine are most in black and white — and yet there are 
some set out in their true colours, both men and women. I can shew 
you pride, folly, affectation, wantonnens, inconstancy, covetousness, dis- 
simulation, malice, and ignorance, all in one piece. Then I can shew you 
lying, foppery, vanity, cowardice, bragging, lechery, impotence, and 
ugliness, in another piece ; and yet one of these is a celebrated beauty, 
and V other a professed beau. I have paintings too, some pleasant 
enough. 

Mrs F. Come, let's hear them. 

Scan. Why, I have a beau in a bagnio, cupping for a complexion, 
and sweating for a shape. 

Mrs F. So. 

Scan. Then I have a lady burning brandy in a cellar with a hackney- 
coachman. 

Mrs F. O devil 1 Well, but that story is not true. 

Scan, I have some hieroglyphics too. I have a lawyer with a hun- 
dred hands, two heads, and but one face ; a divine, with two laoee, and 
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oue head ; and I have a soldier, with his brains in his belly, and his 
heart where his head should be. 

Mrs F. And no head ? 

Scan, No head. 

Mrs F, Pooh, this is all invention. Have you never a poet ? 

Scan. Yes, I have a poet, weighing words, and selling praise for 
praise : and a critic picking his pocket. I have another large piece too, 
representing a school ; where there are huge proportioned critics, with 
long wigs, laced coats, Steinkirk cravats, and terrible faces ; with cat- 
calls in their hands, and horn-books about their necka I have many 
more of this kind, very well painted, as you shall see 

Mrs F. Well, Pll come, if it be but to disprove you. 

Enter Jeremy. 

Jer. Sir, here's the steward again from your father. 

Val. I'll come to him — Will you give me leave ] Fll wait on you 
again presently. 

Mrs F. No, I'll be gone. Come, who squires me to the Exchange 1 I 
must call on my sister Foresight there. 

Scan. I will : I have a mind to your sister. 

Mrs F. Civil ! 

Tat. I will ; because I have a tendre for your ladyship. 

Mrs F. That's somewhat the better reason, to my opinion. 

Scan. Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the better opportunity to 
engage your sister. 

Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard conditions, to come 
abroad, and be at liberty to see her. 

Scan. I'll give an account of you and your proceedings. If indis- 
cretion be a sign of love, you are the most of a lover of any body that I 
know. You fancy that parting with your estate will help you to your 
mistress. In my mind he is a thoughtless adventurer 

Who hopes to purchase wealth by selling land ; 

Or win a mistress with a losing hand. [Exeunt, 

F, Page 308. 

Congreve, in The Wat/ of the World (Act L, Scene 6), has partly 
imitated the fifth scene of the second act of The Misanthrope. Mirabel! 
and Witwoud appear to stand for Acaste and C^limdne. 

[To them] Witwoud. 

Wit. Afford me your Compassion, my Dears; pity me, FavnaUj 
MirabeUf pity me. 
Mira. I do from my Soul. 
Fain. Why, what's the Matter ? 
Wit. No Letters for me, Betti/ ] 
Bet. Did not a Messenger bring you one but now, Sir 7 
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WiL At, but no other r 

Bet. No, Sir. 

Wa. Thaf • hard, thaf s renr hard ;— A Menniger, a Mule, * 
<if Burden, he has brought me a Letter from the Fool my BroChor, as 
hmry as a Panegyrick in a Foneral Sennon, or aCopj of CnnwnetMlatnty 
Ycms fran one Poet to another. And what s wone, 'tis aa anre a 
Forerunner of the Author, as an Epistle DedicaUxr. 
A Fool, and your Brother, Wtt^rmtdf 

Ay, Ay, my half Brother. My half Brother be !■» no injam 
iqion Honour. 

Mira, Then 'tis poanble he may be but half a FooL 

Wa, Good, good, MirabeU, leDrolef Good, good, hang him, dosH 
leCfs talk of him ; Fainali^ how does your Lady I Gad, I aaj any- 
thing in the World to get this Fellow out of my Head. I beg Faidoii 
that I should ask a Man of Pleasure, and the Town, a Qoestioii at onee 
ao Foreign and Domestick. But I Talk like an ofcl Maid at a Manriagi^ 
I don't know what I say : But she's the best Woman in the Wotld. 

Fain, "Hs well you don't know what you say, or else your Conmien- 
dation wou'd go near to make me either Vain or Jealous. 

Wit, No Man in Town lives well with a Wife but /VrmO. Tour 
Judgment, Mirabdlf 

Mira. Tou had better step and ask hia Wife ; if you woa'd be cradibfy 
inform'd. 

WiL MirabdL 

Mira. Ay. 

Wk. My Dear, I ask Ten Thousand Fardoos ; Gad I have fotgoi 

what I was going to say to you. 

Minu I thank you heartily, heartily. 

WU. No, but prithee excuse me, my Memory is such a Memoiy. 

Mira. Have a care of such Apologies, Wiiwoud; for I never knew 

a Fool but be affected to complain, either of the Spleen or hia Memoiy. 

Fain, What have you done with Petulant ? 

Wit, He*8 reckoning his Money, my Money it was 1 have no 

Luck to Day. 

Faiiu You may aUow him to win of you at Play ; for you are 

sure to be too hard for him at Bepartee : Since you monopoliBe the 
Wit that is between you, the Fortune must be his of Course. 

Mira. I don't find that Petulant confesses the Superiority of Wit to 
be your Talent, Witwoud, 

Wit, (Jome, come, you are malicious now, and wou'd breed Debates 

Petulant *8 my Friend, and a very honest Fellow and a very pietty 

Fellow, and has a smattering Faith and Troth a pretty deal of an 

odd sort of a small Wit ; Nay, I'll do him Justice. I'm his Friend, I 

won't wrong him. And if he had any Judgment in the World, 

he wou'd not be altogether contemptible. Come, come, don't detract 
from the Merits of my Friend. 



THE MISANTHROPE. 369 

Fain, You don't take your Friend to be over-nicely bred. 

Wit. No, no, hang him, the Eogue has no Manners at all, that I 

must own — No more Breeding than a Bum-bailiff, that I grant you, 

Tis pity ; the Fellow has Fire and Life. 

Mira, What, Courage? 

Wit. Hum, faith I don't know as to that, 1 can't say as to that 

-Yes, faith, in a Controversie he'll contradict any Body. 



Mira. Tho' 'twere a Man whom he fear'd, or a Woman whom he loVd. 

Wit. Well, well, he does not always think before he speaks ; We 

have all our Failings ; you are too hard upon him, you are, faith. Let 

me excuse him, 1 can defend most of his faults, except one or two ; 

one he has, that's the Truth on't, if he were my Brother, I cou'd not 
acquit him That indeed I cou'd wish were otherwise. 

Mira. Ay marry, what's that, Witwoud? 

Wit, O pardon me Expose the Infirmities of my Friend No, 

my Dear, excuse me there. 

Fain. What I warrant he's unsincere, or 'tis some such Trifle. 

Wit, No, no, what if he be ? *Tis no matter for that, his Wit will 
excuse that : A Wit shou'd no more be sincere, than a Woman con- 
stant ; one argues a Decay of Parts, as t'other of Beauty. 

Mira. May be you think him too positive ? 

Wit. No, no, his being positive is an Incentive to Argument, and 
keeps up Conversation. 

Fain. Too illiterate. 

Wit. That! that's his Happiness His want of Learning gives 

him the more Opportunities to shew his natural Parts. 

Mira. He wants Words. 

Wit. Ay : but I like him for that now ; for his want of Words givps 
me the Pleasure very often to expLiin his Meaning. 

Fain. He's Impudent. 

Wit. No, that's not it. 

Mira. Vain. 

Wit. No. 

Mira. What, he speaks unseasonable Truths sometimes, because he has 
not Wit enough to invent an Evasion. 

Wit. Truths ! Ha, ha, ha ! No, no, since you will have it, 1 

mean, he never speaks Truth at all, That's all. He will lie like a 

Chambermaid, or a Woman of Quality's Porter. Now that is a Fault. 

G, Page 312. 

Wycherley, in Tlie Plain Dealer (Act ii.. Scene 1), has imitated as 
foUows the end of the Fifth Scene of the Second Act of The Misanthrope, 

OUv. Good jealous captain, no more of your 

PlatLS. No, let him go on. Madam, for ])erhaps he may make you 
laugh : and I would contribute to your pleasure any way. 
III. 2 A 
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Man, Gentle rogiie. 

Oliv. No, noble captain, you cannot sure think anything could take 
me more than that heroic title of yourH, captain ; for you know we 
women love honour inordinately. 

AW Ha ! lia ! faith, she is with thee, bully, ior thy raillery. 

Man, Faith, so shall I be with you, no bully, for your grinning. 

[Ande to NoreL 

(Hiv, Then that noble lion-like mien of yours, that soldier-like, 
weather-beaten complexion and that manly roughness of your Toioe ; 
how can they otherwise than charm us women, who hate effeminacy ! 

Nov. Ha ! ha ! faitli I can't hold from laughing. 

Man, Nor shall I from kicking anon. [Adde to NoreL 

Oliv, And then, that captain-like carelessness in your dxeas, bat 
especially your scarf; 'twas just such another, only a little higher tied, 
made me in love with my tailor as he passed by my window the last 
training-day ; for we women adore a martial man, and you have nothing 
wanting to make you more one, or more agreeable, but a wooden leg. 

IHauM, Nay, i' faith, there your ladyship was a wag, and it waa fine, 
just and well rallied. 

Nov, Ay, ay, madam, with you ladies too, martial men mnfit needs 
be very kiUing. 

Man, Peace, you Bartholomew-fair buffoons ! And be not you vain 
that these laugh on your side, for they will laugh at their own dull jests; 
but no more of *em, for I will only suffer now this lady to be witty and 
merry. 

Oliv, You would not have your panegyric interrupted. I go on then 
to your humour. Is there anything more agreeable than the pretty 
sullenness of that ? th.in the greatness of your courage, which most of ail 
appears in your spirit of contradiction ? for you dare give all mankind 
Uie lie ; and your opinion is your only mistress, for you i-euounce that 
too, when it becomes another man's. 

Nov. Ha ! ha ! I caimot hold, I must laugh at thee, too, faith. 

Plaus. And i'faith, dear captain, I beg your jxirdon, and leave to laugh 
at you too, though I protest I mean you no hurt ; but when a lady 
rallies, a stander-by must be complaisant, and do her reason in laughing: 
ha! ha! 

Man. Why, you impudent, pitiful wretches, you presume sure upon 
your effeminacy to urge me ; for you are in all things so like women, 
that you may think it in me a kind of cowjirdice to beat you. 

Oliv. No hectoring, good captain. 

Man. Or, perhaps, you think this lady's presence secures yon ; but 
have a care, she has talked herself out of all the respect I bad for her ; 
and by using me ill before you, has given me a privilege of using you so 
before her : but if you would preserve your respect to her, and not be 
beaten before her, go, begone immediately. 

Nov. Begone ! what I 
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Plans, Nay, worthy, noble, generous, captain- 

Man, Begone, I say ! 

Nov. Begone again ! to us begone ! 

Man, No chattering, baboons, instantly begone, or- 



[Puts th^m out of the room: Novel strxUSf Plausible cringes, 
Nov, "Well, madam, we'll go make the cards ready in your bed- 
chamber : sure you will not stay long with him. 

[Exeunt Plausible and NoveL 
Oliv, Turn hither your rage, good Captain Swaggerhuff, and be 
saucy with your mistress, like a true captain ; but be civil to your 
rivals and betters, and do not threaten anything but me here ; no, not 
80 much as my windows ; nor do not think yourself in the lodgings of 
one of your suburb mistresses beyond the Tower. 

Man, Do not give me cause to think so ; for those less infamous 
women part with their lovers, just as you did from me, with unforced 
vows of constancy and floods of wiUing tears ; but the same winds bear 
away their lovers and their vows : and for their grief, if the credulous 
imexpected fools return, they find new comforters, fresh cullies, such 
as I found here. The mercenary love of those women too suffers 
shipwreck with their gallants' fortunes ; now you have heard chance 
has used me scurvily, therefore you do too. Well, persevere in your 
ingratitude, falsehood, and disdain ; have constancy in something, and 
I promise you to be as just to your real scorn as I was to your feigned 
love ; and henceforward will despise, contemn, hate, loathe, and detest 
you most faithfully. 

H, Page 312. 

Sheridan, in The School for Scandal (Act ii., Scene 2), has partly 
followed the scene from The Misanthrope (Act ii.. Scene 5). Lady Sneer- 
well, Lady Teazle, and Mrs Candour appear to be the representatives of 
C^limdne ; Crabtree and Sir Benjamin Backbite, of Acaste and Clitandre ; 
Sir Peter Teazle stands for Aloeste. 

At Lady Sneerwell's. 

Enter Ladt Sneerwell, Mrs Candour, Crabtree, Sir Benjamin 

Backbite, and Joseph Surface. 

Lady S. Nay, positively, we will hear it. 

Jos. S, Yes, yes, the epigram, by all means. 

Sir B, B. O plague on 't, uncle ! 'tis mere nonsense. 

Crab, No, no ; 'fore God, very clever for an extempore ! 

Sir B, B, But, Ladies, you should be acquainted with the circum- 
stances. You must know, that one day last week, as Lady Betty 
Curricle was taking the dust in Hyde Park, in a sort of duodecimo 
phteton, she desired me to write some verses on her ponies, upon which 
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Crab, Yes, and she is a curious being to pretend to be oensorioiiB 
— an awkward gauky, without any one good point under heaven. 

Mr9 Can, Positively you shaU not be so very severe. Miss Swallow 
is a near relation of mine by marriage, and as for her person, great 
allowance is to be made ; for, let me tell you, a woman labours under 
many disadvantages who tries to pass for a girl at six-and-thirty. 

Lady S, Though, surely, she is handsome still ; and for the weak- 
ness in her eyes, considering how much she reads by candle-light, it is 
not to be wondered at. 

MrM Can, True, and then as to her manner ; upon my word I think it 
is particularly graceful, considering she had never had the least educa- 
tion ; for you know her mother was a Welsh milliner, and her father a 
■ugar-baker at Bristol 

Sir B, B, Ah ! you are both of you too good-natured ! 

Sir P. T. Yes, d— d good-natured 1 This their own lelatioii ! 
mercy on me ! [Adde, 

Iir% Can, For my part, I own I cannot bear to hear a friend ill spoken of. 

Sir P, T, No, to be sure ! 

Sir B, B, Oh ! you are of a moral turn. Mrs Candour and I can sit 
for an hour and hear Lady Stucco talk sentiment. 

Lady T, Nay, I vow Lady Stucco is very well with the dessert after 
dinner ; for she's just like the French fruits one cracks for mottoes — 
made up of paint and proverb. 

Mr9 Can, Well, I never will join in ridiculing a friend ; and so I 
constantly tell my cousin Ogle, and you all know what pretensions she 
has to be critical on beauty. 

Crab, O to be sure ! she has herself the oddest countenance that 
ever was seen ; *tis a collection of features from aU the different coimtries 
of the globe. 

Sir B, B, So she has, indeed an Irish front 

Crab, Caledonian locks 

Sir B, B. Dutch nose 

Crab, Austrian lips 

Sir B, B, Complexion of a Spaniard 

Crab, And teeth d la Chinois. 

Sir B, B. In short, her face resembles a table cThdte at Spa, where no 
two guests are of a Nation 

Crab. Or a congress at the close of a general war wherein all 

the members, even to her eyes, appear to have a different interest, and 
her nose and chin are the only parties likely to join issue. 

Mrs Can, Hal ha! ha! 

Sir P, T, Mercy on my life ! — a person they dine with twice a week. 

[AtifU, 
Lady S. Go, go ; you are a couple of provoking toads. 
Mrs Can, Nay, but I vow you shall not carry' the laugh off so ; f<Mr 
give me leave to say that Mrs Ogle 
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Sir P, T. Madam, madam, I beg your pardon ; there's no stopping 
tliese good gentlemen's tongues. But when I tell you Mrs Candour, that 
the lady they are abusing is a particular friend of mine, I hope you'll not 
take her part 

Lady S. Ha! ha! ha! Well said, Sir Peter! But you ju-e a cruel 
creature — too phlegmatic yourself for a jest, and too peevish to allow 
wit in others. 

Sir P, T, Ah ! madam, true wit is more nearly allied to good-nature 
than your ladyship is aware of. 

Ladi/ S, True, Sir Peter. I believe they are so near akin that they 
can never be united. 

Sir B. B. Or rather, madam, suppose them to be man and wife, be- 
cause one seldom sees them together. 

Lady T. But Sir Peter is such an enemy to scandal, I believe he 
would have it put down by Parliament 

Sir P. T, 'Fore heaven, madam, if they were to consider the sporting 
with reputation of as much importance as poaching on manors, and pass 
an Act for the preservation of fame, I believe there are many would 
thank them for the bilL 

Lady S. O Lud ! Sir Peter ; would you deprive us of our privileges! 

Sir P. T, Ay, madam ; and then no person should be permitted to 
kill characters and run down reputations, but qualified old maids and 
disappointed widows. 

Lady S, Go, you monster ! 

Mrs Can, But, surely, you would not be quite so severe on those who 
only report what they hear ? 

Sir P, T, Yes, madam, I would have merchant-law for them too ; and 
in all cases of slander currency, whenever the drawer of the lie was not 
to be found, the injured parties should have a right to come on any of 
the indorsers. 

Crab. WeU, for my part, I believe there never wa« a scandalous 
tale without some foundation. 

Sir P, T. O, nine out of ten of the malicious inventions are founded 
on some ridiculous misrepresentation. 

Lady S. Come, ladies, shall we sit down to cards in the next room \ 

Enter a Servant, wlio whispers Sir Peter. 

Sir P. T. I'U be with them directly. I'll get away unj)erceived. 

[Apart. 

Lady S. Sir Peter, you are not going to leave us ? 

Sir P. T, Your ladyship must excuse me ; I'm called away by parti- 
cular business. But I leave my character behind me. [Exit Sir Peter. 

Sir B. B. Well, certainly. Lady Teazle, that lord of yours is a strange 
being; I could tell you some stories of him would make you laugh 
heartily if he were not your husband. 

Lady T. O, pray don't mind that ; come, do let's hear them. 
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% 

I, Page 314. 

Wycherky has imiUted the First Scene of the Third Act of Tke Mu- 
anthrope, in The Plain Dealer (Act iv., Scene 2). 

Scene II. — Olivia's Lodging. 
E}Uer Lord Plausible and Bor with a candle, 

Ptaunb^e. Little gentleman, your most obedient, faithful, humble 
■ervant. Where, I beseech you, is that divine person, your noble lady ? 
Bo^. Gone out, my lord ; but commanded me to give you this letter. 

[Gives him a letter. 

Enter Novel. 

PlauM. Which he must not ob0er\'e. [Andej PuU it up. 

Nov. Hey, boy, where is thy lady \ 

Boy, Gone out, Sir ; but I must beg a word with you. 

[Givei him a letter and exU. 

Nov. For me ? S o {PuU vp the Letter) Servant^ aervanty my 
lord ; you see the lady knew of your coming, for she is gone out. 

Platu. Sir, I humbly beseech you not to censure the lady's good 
breeding : she has reason to use more liberty with me than with any 
other man. 

Nov. How, viscount, how ? 

Play*. Nay, I humbly beseech you, be not in choler ; where there is 
most love, there may be most freedom. 

Nov. Nay, then 'tis time to come to an eclaircissement with yon, and 
to tell you, you must think no more of this lady's love. 

Plaus. Why, under correction, dear Sir ? 

Nov. There are reasons, reasons, \'iscount 

Plaus. What, I beseech you, noble sir ? 

Nov. Prithee, prithee, be not impertinent, my lord ; some of you 
lords are such conceited, well assured, impertinent rogues. 

Plaus. And you noble wits are so full of shamming and drolling, one 
knows not where to have you seriously. 

Nov. Well, you shall find me in bed with this lady, one of these 
days. 

Plaus. Nay, I beseech you, spare the lady's honour ; for hers and 
mine will be all one shortly. 

Nov. Prithee, my lord, be not an ass. Dost thou think to get her 
from me 1 I have had such encouragements 

Plaus. I have not been thought unworthy of 'em. 

Nov. What, not like mine ! Come to an eclaircissement, as I said. 

Maus. Why, seriously then, she has told me viscountess sounded 
prettily. 

Nov. And me, that Novel was a name she would sooner change hire 
for, than for any title in England. 
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Plans, She has commended the softness and respectfuhiess of my 
behaviour. 

Nov, She has praised the briskness of my railing, of all things, 
man. 

Plans, The sleepiness of my eyes she liked. 

Nov. Sleepiness !• didness, dulness. But the fierceness of mine she 
adored. 

Plans. The brightness of my hair she liked. 

Nov. The brightness ! no, the greasiness, I warrant. But the black- 
ness and lustre of mine she admires. 

Plaus. The gentleness of my smile. 

Nov. The subtilty of my leer. 

Plans. The clearness of my complexion. 

Nov. The redness of my lips. 

Plaus. The whiteness of my teeth. 

Nov. My janty way of picking them. 

Plaus. The sweetness of my breath. 

Nov. Ha ! ha ! nay, then she abused you, ^t^ plain ; for you know 
what Manly said : — the sweetness of your pulvillio she might mean : 
but for your breath ! ha ! ha ! ha ! your breath is such, man, that 
nothing but tobacco can perfume ; and your complexion nothing could 
mend but the small-pox. 

Plaus. Well, sir, you may please to be merry ; but, to put you out of 
all doubt, sir, she has received some jewels from me of value. 

Nov. And presents from me ; besides what I presented her jantily, 
by way of ombre, of three or four hundred pounds value, which I'm sure 
are the earnest-pence of our love-bargain. 

Plaus. Nay, then, sir, with your favour, and to make an end of all 
your hopes, look you there, sir, she has writ to me 

Nov. How ! how ! weU, well, and so she has to me ; look you there 

[Deliver to each other their letters. 



Plans. What's here? 

Nov. How's this 1 (Beads out) Mr Dear Saxtl. — You^U excuse me 
for breaking my word with you, since Hwas to oblige, not offend you ; for I 
am ordy gone abroad but to disappoint Novd, and m^etyou in the drawing^ 
room : where I expect you with as much impatience as when I used to sufer 
NoveTs visits — the most impertinent fop that ever affected the name of a 
wit, therefore not capable, I hope, to give you jealotLsy ; for, for your sake 
alone, you saw I renounced an old lover, and will do all the world. Bum 
the letter, but lay up the kindness in your heart, with your — Olivia, 
Very fine ! but pray let's see mine. 

Plaus. I understand it not ; but sure she cannot think so of me. 

Nov. {Reads the other letter) Hum ! ha ! — mAict—for your sake — hum 
—quitted an old lover — world — burn — in your heart — with your — Olivia. 
Just the same, the names only altered. 
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Plaui. Surely there must be some mistake, or somebody has abused 
her and us. 

A'or. Yes, you are abused, no doubt on% my lord ; but 1*11 to 
WhitehaU, and see. 

Plaus, And I, where I shall find you are abused. 

Nov, Where, if it be so, for our comfort, we cannot fail of meeting 
with fellow-sufferers enough ; for, as Freeman said of another, she stands 
in the drawing-room, like tlie glass, ready for all comers, to set their 
gallantry by her : and like the glass too, lets no man go from her un- 
satisfied with himself. [Exeunt. 
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INTRODUCTl^RY NOTICE. 



The Physician in spite of Hiinsdf yrz& played for the first time on the 
6th of August, 1666, according to Molidre*s nearly invariable rule, by 
which he always produced a farcical work, which made people laugh, 
after a serious one, which had caused people to reflect. The plot of 
this play was not entirely new ; it existed probably in outline in the 
Italian Commedia deU *arte, and was found among the stories related by 
the troubadours and trouvh'es, Molidre must have often played a re- 
modelling of it in the Provinces. La Grange, in his Register (see Jntro- 
ductory Notice to The School for Wives criticised^ voL II., page 237), 
speaks of a farce called Le Fagotiery of another called Le Fagoteux — ^both 
words, meaning The Faggot-Maker — and of a third named Le M4decin 
par force. But all these small plays appear to refer to one jocular short 
comedy, which was changed and doctored to suit the tastes of the 
different provincial audiencf^a' Molidre got his chief plan from these, 
and probably from nothing else. The Physician in spite of Himsdf 
consists of two different parts, each drawn from a different^source. 
There is, first, the idea of a clodhopper on whom his wife wishes to be 
avenged, and whom she pretends to be a skilful physician, whose zeal 
has to be stimulated by the stick ; and there is, secondly, the idea of a 
girl who feigns to be dumb, but who recovers speech again, and abuses 
it in such a manner that every one wishes her to be speechless. 

One of the oldest accounts of the story on which Molidre's play is 
based, but which we are convinced the French dramatist never saw, is 
the following, — to be found in a Sanscrit collection. La Couka Saptali. 

" In the town of Pantchapoura lived a king called Satroumardana. 
His daughter, named Madanarekha, had an abscess in her throat The 
doctors applied all kinds of plasters, but without effect, so at last they 
agreed that there was no remedy for the disease. Then the King pro- 
claimed in every country that he who cured the Princess should be 
richly rewarded. The wife of a Brahmin who lived in a village, having 
heard the proclamation, said to the messenger, * My husband is the most 
skilful magician and charmer in the world. Take him with you ; he 
will cure the Princess.* And she said to her husband, ' Pretend to be 
a magician and a charmer, and go boldly into the town to cure the 
Princess. You wpn*t waste your time.* The Brahmin went to the 
palace and to the Princess, sprinkled her with water, blew at her, and 
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imitated the chjumen, muttering the while between his teeth. Sud- 
denly he cried out at the top of his voice, and uttered a fiamgo of the 
moat abenrd words he could think of. On hearing all theae atimnge 
utterances, the Princess was taken with such a fit of laughter, that the 
abscess broke and she was cured. The King, transported with jogf, 
overioaded the Brahmin with presents." 

It is» however, possible that Molid^p may have seen Oleaiiua^ Sisimuyie 
Jimn^ to Mo9oow and Penia^ which history was translated into FruK^ 
as early as the year 1656 by the celebrated Wickefort. 

The account to be found there is as follows : '' The Qraad IKike 
Boris Oudenow, who reigned during the years 1597 and 1605, was, 
aooording to the relation of Oleariiis, very much afflicted with the goat^ 
At a certain period, when he suffered very severe pains, he ranaod it 
publicly to be proclaimed at Moscow, that he would rewurd with eztnb- 
mdinaiy favour and great riches, the man, whoever he mj^ht be, that 
would relieve him from those pains. It seems that no one volontaii^ 
appeared to earn the favour of the Grand Duke ; and, indeed, no wonder, 
for a doctor had his whole existence at stake in those times in l^^s* if 
his cure failed.upon some high or noble patient ; and Gudenow was in the 
habit of making the surgeon, as if he considered the latter as afaeolate 
master of nature, responsible for the result of his art 

" The wife of a certain bojaar, or councillor of the cabinet, who le- 
ceived very harsh treatment from her husband, took the advantage of 
this public edict of the Grand Duke to revenge herself, in a canning 
manner, on her cruel husband. She therefore had the Duke informed 
that hsr husband possessed an infallible remedy for the gout, but that 
he was not sufficiently humane to impart it. 

'' The bojaar was immediately sent for to court, and strictly examined. 
The latter declared, by all that was holy, that he was unacquainted 
with any such remedy, and had not the slightest knowledge of medicine. 
But oaths would not avail him ; Gudenow had him severely whipped 
and confined. When, shortly after, he was again examined, he repeated 
the same declarations, adding that this trick was probably played upon 
him by his wife ; the Duke had him whipt a second time, but more 
severely, and threatened him with death if he did not speedily relieve Him 
from pain. Seized with terror, the bojaar was now entirely at a loss what 
to be at He promised to do his best, but requested a few days in oider 
to have the necessary drugs gathered. Having, with great difficulty, 
had his request granted, he sent to Ozirbalt, two days' journey fnmi 
Moscow, in order to get thence all sorts of drugs which were to be ^ wi 
there. He sent for a cartload of them, mixed them all together, and 
prepared therewith a bath for the Duke, in the hope of his blind cure 
proving successful Gudenow, after having used the bath, reaUy found 
some relief, and the bojaar had his life spared him. Nevertheless, because 
he had known such an art, denied his knowledge of it, and infused his 
aanstance to the Grand Duke, the latter had him again thoroughly 
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whipt, and after being entirely recovered, he gave him a new dress, two 
hundred rubles, and eighteen slaves, by way of a present. In addition 
to this, he seriously admonished the doctor never to be revenged on his 
wife. It is said that the bojaar, after this occurrence, lived many years 
in peace and happiness with his spouse." 

The idea of a woman avenging herself on her husband, by pretend- 
ing that he is a doctor, and must be compelled to exercise his art, is 
found in many ancient /a^^iatwr; above all, in one of the twelfth century, 
Le vUain Mire, the rustic physician, which is nearly the same story as 
that told by Olearius, except that it is the king^s daughter who has a fish- 
bone sticking in her throat, which prevents her eating and drinking. The 
rustless wife, who is the daughter of a poor knight, and whom her hus- 
band has maltreated, revenges herself in the same way as the bojaar^s 
spouse, but the cure is different ; the rustic scratches himself in all 
kinds of ridiculous attitudes, so thiat the royal maiden laughs to such a 
degree that the fish-bone flies out. The ending is also different The king, 
delighted that his daughter has been cured, sends for a great many sick 
people, and orders the physician to restore them to health. He refuses, 
and is beaten ; whereupon he commands a great fire to be kindled in 
the large hall, tells all his patients that he has an infallible remedy, and 
that he is going to put the most seriously ill of them into the fire, to 
give his ashes to the others to drink, and that then they shall be cured. 
It is needless to say that all immediately recover their health in a great 
measure. 

Kabelais, in the twenty-fourth chapter of the third book of Pantagrud, 
relates that he and some of his friends acted in his youth '^ the amoral 
comedy of him who had espoused and married a dumb wife. . . . The good 
honest man, her husband, was very earnestly urgent to have the fillet of 
her tongue untied, and would needs have her speak by any means. At his 
desire, some pains were taken on her, and partly by the industry of the 
physician, other part by the expertness of the surgeon, the encyliglotte 
which she had under her tongue being cut, she spoke, and spoke again ; 
yea, within a few hours she spoke so loud, so much, so fiercely, and so 
long, that her poor husband returned to the same physician for a receipt 
to make her hold her peace. There are, quoth the physician, many 
proper remedies in our art to make dumb women speak, but there are 
none that ever I could learn therein to make them silent. The only 
cure which I have found out is their husband's deafness. The wretch 
became within a few weeks thereafter, by virtue of some drugs, charms, 
or enchantments, which the physician had prescribed unto him, so deaf, 
that he could not have heard the thimdering of nineteen hundred can- 
nons at a salvo. His wife, perceiving that indeed he was as deaf aa a 
door nail, and that her scolding was but in vain, sith that he heard her 
not, she grew stark mad. Some time after the doctor asked for his fee 
of the husband ; who answered. That truly he was deaf, and so was not 
able to understand what the tenour of his demand might be. Where- 
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As 'twas penrerted Medicine alone, and its quack Professors that were the 
subjects of his Ridicule, Dr Mead can be no more affected by it than a true 
Prophet by the Punishment of Imposture, nor be displeas'd with a Satire he 
could not fear. 

You are too well acquainted. Sir, with the universal History of Physick, to be 
ignorant of the State of it at Paris in MolUre't time, or the Characters of their 
Physicians. All they employ 'd themselves about, was searching after visionary 
Specificks, and trying of chimical Tricks ; the Cause of a Disease was never 
enquir'd into, nor the Symptoms of it regarded, but hypothetical Jargon and 
random Prescription serv'd in the room. This made Medicine become a Pest, in- 
stead of a Remedy, on which account youll readily acknowledge that the Chas- 
tisement was just. On the contrary, Sir, Your Practice was founded on the Rock 
of sound Learning, and Your Success secur'd by an extensive and well-mark'd 
Experience ; by which means You have establish'd the Honour of the Profession, 
are become a general Blessing to the Society You belong to, and have been cap- 
able, as a good Physician, of doing more Service in Your Generation than all 
the bad ones have done Mischief. 

It will be thought, I know, by the World, that when I'm speaking of Dr Mead, 
I should not only celebrate him as an excellent Physician, but as an excellent 
Man likewise, and an acoomplish'd Gentleman ; but these Characters are 
necessary to, and included in the other. To be a good Physician, a Man must 
possess all the Virtues of Humanity and Politeness, he must be Eyes to the blind, 
Feet to the lame, and Health and Refreshment to the sick and needy ; he must 
be a fine Scholar by Education, and a fine Gentleman by being oblig'd to converse 
with the best Company : In all these respects, therefore, You are certainly as 
eminent. Sir, as You are in Your Profession. 

That Heaven may prolong Your life for the Benefit of Your Fellow-creatures, 
as long as Life can be a Good, and that at last, when you must quit this mortal 
Coil, You may do it with that Ease, which You have so often procur'd for others 
in those critical Moments, is the sincere Prayer of all that ever heard of Your 
Name, but of none more sincerely than of, — SiB, Your most obedient humble 
Servant, THE TRANSLATOR. 

The Phygician in Spite of Himself has been often imitated by English 
dramatists ; first by Lacy in The Dumb Lady ; or the Farrier made 
a Physician, a farce in ^y^ acts, acted about 1672, and in which the 
adapter played probably " Drench, the farrier." The main plot is taken 
from Moli^re*s play, and the catastrophe from Love is the best Doctor 
(see Introductory Notice to Love is the best Doctor, page 193). 

Another partial adaption of Molidre*s play is by Mrs Centlivre, who, 
in Lov^s Contrivance, acted in 1703 at Ihiiry Lane, imitated several of 
the French author^s comedies (see Introductory Notice to The Forced 
Marriage, Vol. II., page 329). 

Henry Fielding has also nearly literally followed Molidre's play, and 
has added some songs, in a " ballad farce,'* called The Mock Doctor ; or 
the Dumb Lady cured, acted at Drury Lane in 1732. This piece was, 
and has remained, a great favourite on the English stage. 

Another imitation of Molidre's Physician in Spite of Himsdf, or 

rather a remodelling of Fielding's translation, is George Wood's The 

Irish Doctor, or the Dumb Lady cured, first performed at the Queen's 

Theatre, November 19th, 1844. It is Fielding's Mock Doctor, with al) 

IIL 2 B 
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the spirit eraponted. Sganan^Ue becomes an Irish broom-mAker, 
Dennis Murphy, and G^^te, Sir Ralph Credulous. 

All the scenes lxMTv>wed or imitated from Moliere by the different 
English dnuuatists will be given in the Appendix. 

The *" high-lx^m and nn^ hi>peful prince,** to whom TjBu^y inscribed 
his play, was the eldest of the three natund sans of Charles IL by 
Barbara Villiers, wife of Ro^r Palmer. Earl of CasUemaine, better 
known as Duche^ of Clereland. a dignity oonfened by her royal keeper 
in testimony of the high o|>iuion he entertained of her ** personal " 
Tirtues,' — at least, so runs the preamble of the patent of creation. 

At the date of the play, the hopeful prince enjoyed the title of Eail 
ol Southam|>ton. ^ as.** says Collins, the Peerage writer, ^ heir of his 
mother, the Duchess of Clevelandr that being her seooiftd title. Upon 
the Ist of April 1673, he was installed a Knight of the Garter, and upon 
the 10th of September 1675 was created Duke of Southampton^ Earl 
of Chichester, and BarxHi i\f Newberrr, with remainder to the heirs- 
male of his body, whom baling, to his younger brother CSeorge, Duke of 
Korthumbeiiand. U|)on the death of lus mother, at her house of Chis- 
wick, in the county of Middle^x, on the 9th October 1709, the title of 
Cleveland, under the limitations in the patent, devolved on her eldest 
•on tliariesL His Grace married, when eighteen, Mary, heiress of Sir 
Henry Wood, the elder br\>ther d Thomas, Bishop of liitchfield and 
Coventrv. The Duchess died in 1690, and was buried in Westminster 
Abbey. By her he had no is$ue. This lady seems to have Innought him 
a verr handsome f(»tune/as in Michaelmas term 1685 he had a decree in 
Chancery against the Bishop f^yr £3i^.iXX\ "^ as part of his lady's fortune.* 
In 16^, the Duke took to wife Anne, daughter of Sir William Pulteny 
of Misterton, in the cvHmtv of Leicester, bv whom he had three sons and 
three daughters He di^ ou the i>th SeptemWr 173l>. and was suc- 
ceeded bv his ekleist son Willijau, who died without issue in 1774, so that 
the titles of Clevelanvi and SoiithAmpton became extinct, and remained 
80 for more than half a ceniurk\ when the Dukedom of Cleveland was 
revived in the }.i*?rson of the Earl of Dwlington. the heir of line of Lady 
Grace Fit2r»:«v. the secomi dauirhter of Duke Charles, who married Henrv 
Vane, sen of Lord Biinnud. Her eldest sister Barbara died unmarried ; 
and her vounger sister. Lady Anne, who married John Paddey, Esq^ 
departed this life at Waterforvi. Herts, on the 23d of January 1769l 



* C'xlUi Ptir^i:f, roL L, p. 5d. L>udoa. 1741. Sto. §<« &I90 Introdxtctorr 
Xocic* 10 Tu PjnACist o/*£-!ni, po^ il note ^ *nd IntnxiactorT Nouce to L«frt 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

GfaiONTE, faiher to Lucinde, 
L^ANDRE, Lucinde*8 lover. 
Sganarelle, husband to Martinet 
M. Robert, Sganarelle^ s neighbour, 
Lucas, husband to Jacqueline. 

Val^re, GSroni^s servant.* 

Thibaut, ) . 

^ ' } peasants. 

Pbrrin, his son, ]^ 

LuciNDE, Oiront^ 8 daughter. 

Martine, Sganarelle* s wife. 

Jacqueline, nurse at Gironte^s, and Luca^ wife. 



* This part wm played by Moli^ himaelf . In the inventory of hit 
dresaesy given by M. E. Souli^, and taken after his death, we find, 
" The clothes for the representation of The Physician in spiU of HimHlf, 
consisting of a doublet, breeches, collar, girdle, ruff, woollen stockings, and 
pouch, all of yellow serge, trimmed with green radon ;* a satin dress, with 
breeches of short-nap, flowered velvet.'' 

' The original has domestique, which in the seventeenth century meant a 
steward, a secretary, a trustworthy man. 

* I have not been able to find thid word in any dictionary. 
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THE PHYSICIAN IN SPITE OF HIMSELF. 

{LE MkDECIN MALORk LUI.) 



ACT I. SCENE L 
The Scene represents a Forest. 

Sganarelle, Martine [ajypearing on the stage, 

quarrelling, 1^ 

Sgan. No ; I tell you that I will do nothing of the kind, 
and that it is for me to speak, and to be master. 

Mart And I tell you that I will have you to live a^ I like, 
and that I am not married to you to put up with your 
vagaries. 

Sgan, Oh ! what a nuisance it is to have a wife ! and 
Aristotle is perfectly right in saying that a woman is worse 
than a demon.^ 

Mart, Look at Master Clever, with his silly Aristotle ! 

Sgan. Yes, Master Clever. Find me another faggot- 
binder who can argue upon things a^ I can, who has served 
a famous physician for six years, and who, when only a boy, 
had his rudiments at his fingers' ends !* 



* See Appendix, Note A. 

* It would be difficult to give the passage in Aristotle, where such 
a thing is stated. 

^ The rudiments stand here for a little book containing the elements 
of the Latin tongue. Compare Shakespeare in ^« You Liie It (Act v. 
Scene 4), who says — " This boy is forest-bom, 

And has been tutored in the rudiments 

Of many desperate studies." 
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Mart, Plague on the arrant fool ! ^ 

SffarL Plague on the slut ! 

Mart, Cursed be the hour and the day when I took it 
into my head to say yes. 

Sgan. Cursed be the cuckold of a notary that made me 
sign my own ruination. 

Mart. Certainly it well becomes you to coniplaiQ on that 
score. Ought you not rather to thank Heaven every minute 
of the day that you have me for a wife ? and did you deserve 
to marry a woman like me ? 

Sgan. It is true you did me too much honour, and 
I had great occasion to be satisfied with my wedding-night 
Zounds ! do not make me open my mouth too wide : I 
might say certain things . . . 

Mart. What ? What could you say ? 

Sgan. Enough ; let us drop the subject. It is enough 
that we know what we know, and that you were very glad 
to meet with me. 

Mart. What do you call very glad to meet with yoa ? 
A fellow who will drive me to the hospital — a debauched, 
deceitful wretch, who gobbles up every farthing I have got ! 

Sgan. That is a lie : for I drink part of it. 

Mart. Who sells piecemeal every stick of furniture in the 
house ! 

Sgan. That is living upon one's means. 

Mart. Who has taken the very bed from under me ! 

Sgan. You will get up all the earlier. 

Ma7't. In short, who does not leave me a stick in the 
whole house. 

Sgan. There will be less trouble in moving. 

Mart. And who from morning to night does nothing but 
gamble and drink ! 



^ The original hasfoujiefe. See VoL 11. , page 343, note 82. 
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Sgan, That is done in order not to get in the dumps. 

Mart. And what am I to do all the while with my 
family ? 

Sgan. Whatever you like. 

Mart, I have got four poor children on my hands. 

Sgan. Put them down. 

Mart. Who keep asking me every moment for bread. 

Sgan. Whip them. When I have had enough to eat and 
to drink, every one in the house ought to be satisfied. 

Mart. And do you mean to tell me, you sot, that things 
can always go on so ? 

Sgan, Wife, let us proceed gently, if you please. 

Mart. That I am to bear for ever with your insolence 
and your debauchery ? 

Sgan. Do not let us get into a passion, wife. 

Mart, And that I do not know the way to bring you back 
to your duty ? 

Sgan. Wife, you know that I am not very patient, and 
that my arm is somewhat heavy. 

Mart. I laugh at your threats. 

Sgan. My sweet wife, my pet, your skin is itching as 
usual. 

Mart. I will let you see that I am not afraid of you. 

Sgan. My dearest rib, you have set your heart upon a 
thrashing.^ 

Mart. Do you think that I am frightened at your talk ? 

Sgan. Sweet object of my aflfections, I shall box your 
ears for you. 

Mart. Sot that you are ! 

Sgan. I shall thrash you. 



* The original haa Vous avez envie de me d/raher qudque choMf You 
wish to rob me of something, — meaning, of course, " of a box on the 
ear." In English we say also familiarly of any one who receives some- 
thing which he richly deserves : He has not stolen that 



ffgtrn. I -ihall pnmmei joil 

fU^yr, I -^hall curry your ^kin fior yoo. 

Jf/x/^. Wr^rtr.h ! viilain ! deceiver [ cur 1 McaaadjeeL ! gui- 
k^r»')>irrl ! churl ! rogue ! acamp ! thief ! . . . 
Hgan, Yon will have it, will you ? 

[T'tk^ a §tide anmd beatm l^r. 
Mart, [nthrijiking] Help : help I help ! help ! 
Sgan, That in the real way of quieting yon.^ 

HCEXE IL 

M. n^A }f lilloa, hulloa, huCoa I Fie ! What is this ? 
What a di5*^ar:f,*fnl thing ! Plague take the scamp to beat 
hill mtf, wk 

Mnrt. \Ifer arrM akimbo, speaks to M. Robert, and 
mrik^ji hrra d ravj Uick ; at last she gives him a slap on 
tfie fficf] And I like him to beat me, I do. 

M. K/A Tf tliat is the case, I consent with all my heart 

Mart. What are you interfering with ? 

A/. lOfh. J am wrong. 

Mffrf. Ih it any of your business ? 

M. Jloh. Yon are right. 

Afarf. Just look at this jackanapes, who wishes to 
hinder husbands from beating their wives I 

M. lioh. I apologize. 

Mart. What have you got to say to it ? 

M. Jloh. Nothing. 

Mart. Is it for you to poke your nose into it ? 

M. Roh. No. 

Mart. Mind your own business. 



See Appendix, Note B. ^^ See Appendix, Note C. 
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M, Rob, I shall not say another word. 

Mart It pleases me to be beaten. 

M, Rob. Agreed. 

Mart. It does not hurt you. 

M. Rob. That is true. 

Mart And you are an ass to interfere with what does 
not concern you. 

M, Rob. Neighbour, I ask your pardon with all my heart. 
Go on, thrash and beat your wife as much as you like ; I 
shall help you, if you wish it. [He goes towards Sga/na/reUe, 
who also speaks to him, makes him draw back, beats hi/m 
with the stick he hxis been using, and puts him to flight.'] 

Sgan. I do not wish it. 

M. Rob. Ah ! that is a different thing. 

Sgan. I will beat her if I like ; and I will not beat 
her if I do not like. 

M. Rob. Very good. 

Sgan. She is my wife, and not yours. 

M. Rob. Undoubtedly. 

Sgan. It is not for you to order me about. 

M. Rob. Just so. 

Sgan. I do not want your help. 

M. Rob. Exactly so. 

Sgan. And it is like your impertinence to meddle with 
other people's business. Remember that Cicero says that 
between the tree and the finger you should not put the 
bark." [He drives him away, then comes back to his wife, 
and says to her, squeezing her hand.^^ 



^^ Sganarelle quotes the proverb wron^, which says that between the 
tree and the bark one ought not to pat one's finger, which means figu- 
ratively, " Never interfere in things which do not concern you." Of 
course Cicero says nothing of the kind. 

1^ See Appendix, Note D. 



SCEXE HI. 

ftyaflL Cone, kt la make h opi Skake **^nifi 

Mart Tea, after haiing beaten zxte thxss ! 

iS^a. Xerer mind thas. Sliake haoiU. 

Mart I wffl noc 

Sgan. Eh? 

Mart Xa 

S^n, Come, wife! 

JfaHL I Shan doC 

S^iL, GxDe, I tell too. 

Mart I win do nothing of the kind. 

SgaiL Come, come, come. 

Mart. Xo ; I wiU be angry. 

8gan, Bah I it is a trifle. Do. 

Mart Leare me alone. 

SgaiL Shake hands, I teU joo. 

Jfart. Too haTe treated me too ilL 

fiSjaTi. WeU ! I beg your pardon ; pot your hand there. 

Mart I foTgire yon ; [asid^, 9c>/tly] but I shall make you 
pay for it. 

Sgan. Too are siUy to take notice of it ; these are trifles 
that are necessary now and then to keep up good feeling ; 
and five or six strokes of a cudgel between people who 
love each other, only brighten the affections. There now ! 
I am going to the wood, and I promise you that you «KaII 
have more than a hundred faggots to-day. 

SCEXE IV. 
Maktixe, alone. 

Oo, my lad, whatever look I may put on, I shall not 
fofget to pay you out ; and I am dying to hit upon some- 
thing to punish you for the blows you gave me. I know 
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well enough that a wife has always the means of being 
revenged upon her husband; but that is too delicate a 
punishment for my gallows-bird ; I want a revenge that 
shall strike home a little more, or it will not be satisfaction 
for the insult which I have received. 

SCENE V. 
Val^re, Lucas, Martine." 

Luc, [To VaUre, without seeing Martme] Tfacks we 
have undertaken a curious errand ; and I do not know, for 
my part, what we shall get by it." 

Vol, [To Lucas^ without seeirig Martine'] What is the 
use of grumbling, good foster-father ? we are bound to do 
as our master tells us : and, besides, we have both of us 
some interest in the health of his daughter, our mistress ; 
for her marriage, which is put oflF through her illness, will 
no doubt bring us in something. Horace, who is generous, 
is the most likely to succeed among her suitors; and although 
she has shown some inclination for a certain L&mdre, you 
know well enough that her father would never consent to 
receive him for his son-in-law. 

Mart, [Musing on one aide, thinking herself (done\ Can 
I not find out some way of revenging myself? 

Luc, [To VaUre'] But what an idea has he taken into 
his head, since the doctors are quite at a loss.** 

Vol, [To Lucds] You may sometimes find by dint of 
seeking, what cannot be found at once ; and often in the 
most unlikely spots you may ... 

*^ See Appendix, Note E. 

^* Lucas speaks in a provincial dialect, which I£think it annecessaiy 
to endeavour to imitate in English. 

^^ The original has puuque les m^decinB y avont tam pardu leur latin 
** since the doctors have lost all their Latin over it." I suppose in allusion 
to the latinized gibberish which the doctors in Molidre*8 time used to 
employ in their consultations. 
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Mart. [Thinking herself always alone'] Yes ; I must 
pay him out, no matter at what cost Those cudgel blows 
He heavy on my stomach ; I cannot digest them ; and . 
[She is saying all this musingly, and as she moves, she 
comes in contact with the two men,] Ah, gentlemen, I b« 
your pardon, I did not notice you, and was puzzling my 
brain about something that perplexes me. 

Vol, Every one has his troubles in this world, and we 
also are looking for something that we should be very glad 
to find. 

Mart. Is it something in which I can assist you ? 

Vol. Perhaps. We are endeavouring to meet with 
some clever man, some special physician, who could give 
some relief to our master s daughter, seized with an illness 
which has all at once deprived her of the use of her tongue. 
Several phjrsicians have already exhausted all their know- 
ledge on her behalf; but sometimes one may find people 
with wonderful secrets, and certain peculiar remedies who 
very often succeed where others have failed ; and that is the 
sort of man we are looking for. 

Mart [Softly and aside.] Ah ! This is an inspiration 
from Heaven to revenge myself on my rascal. \^A lotufl You 
could never have addressed yourselves to any one more able 
to find what you want ; and we have a man here, the most 
wonderful fellow in the world for desperate maladies. 

VaZ, Ah ! for mercy's sake, where can we meet with 
him? 

Mart, You will find him just now in that little spot 
yonder, where he is amusing himself in cutting wood. 

Lu<:. A doctor who cuts wood ! 

Val, Who is amusing himself in gathering some simples, 
you mean to say ? 

Mart, No ; he is a strange fellow who takes a delight in 
this ; a fantastic, eccentric, whimsical man, whom you would 
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never take to be what he really is. He goes about dressed 
in a most extraordinary fashion, pretends sometimes to be 
very ignorant, keeps his knowledge to himself, and dislikes 
nothing so much every day as using the marvellous talents 
which Ood has given him for the healing art. 

Val, It is a wonderful thing that all these great men 
have always some whim, some slight grain of madness mixed 
with their learning. 

Mart, The madness of this man is greater than can be 
imagined, for sometimes he has to be beaten before he will 
own his ability ; and I warn you beforehand that you will 
not succeed, that he will never own that he is a physician, 
unless you take each a stick, and con^l him, by dint of 
blows, to admit at last what he will conceal at first. It is 
thus that we act when we have need of him. 

VaZ. What a strange delusion ! 

Mart. That is true ; but, after that, you shall see that 

he works wonders. 

Val. What is his name ? 

Mart. His name is Sganarelle. But it is very easy to 
recognise him. He is a man with a large black beard, and 
who wears a ruflF, and a yellow and green coat. 

LiLC. A yellow and green coat ! He is then a parrot- 
doctor ? 

VaZ. But is it really true that he is as clever as you say ? 

Mart. As clever. He is a man who works miracles. 
About six months ago, a woman was given up by all the 
other physicians ; she was considered dead at least six hours, 
and they were going to bury her, when they dragged by 
force the man we are speaking of to her bedside. Having 
seen her, he poured a small drop of something into her 
mouth ; and at that very instant she rose from her bed, 
and began immediately to walk in her room as if nothing 
had happened. 



SM THZ PHT?ICTAX IS SPITZ OF HDI3ELF. Iact l 



Fo/L It most bsre be^n & drop of Hquki gold.^ 

Mart, PoKxbtj sol X*x more than three weeks ago, a 
jmniig dkild, twelre jean ell fell from the top of the belfiy, 
and imaihed hx§ head, arms, azid legs on the stoiieflL No 
floooor took ther oor man to h, than he mbbed the whole 
bodr with a eertain ointmsit. which he knowa how to 
prepue ; and the diild immedLktelj rose on its legs, and 
laa awaj to pby at chixk-brthii^ 

Luc Hah: 

Fa/. This man most hsre the oniTend heal-alL^^ 

Mart, Who doabts it ? 

Imc Odds-bobs ! that is the Terr man we want. Let 
OS go qnickl J and fetch him. 

Vol, We thank yon for the serrioe joa have rendered 



Mart Bat do not &il to remember the warning I have 
ghren yon. 

Imc Hey I Zooks ! leave it to as. If he wants notfaiw 

bat a thrashing, we will gain our point.^ 

Vol. [To Lucas}, We are very glad to have met with 
this woman ; and I oonceive the best hopes in the world 
from it.* 



** The liquid gold {aurum potalde) was long tkoaght to be a most 
wonderful remedj, and was in use even during the last century. 

^ Liquid gold was formerij thought to cure all dinrawM, hence the 
name of ^ uniyeraal heal-alL" 

"• See Appendix, Note F. 

^ In the original la tack€ ett d nous, the cow is oura. 

* See Appendix, Note O. 
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SCENE VL 
SgANARELLE, VALfeRE, LUCAS." 

SguTi. [SiTtging behind th^ scene]. La, la, la. . . . 

Vol. I hear some one singing, and cutting wood. 

Sgan, [Coming on, with a bottle in his hand, vnthovi 
perceiving VaUre or Lucas,] La, la, la. ... Really I have 
done enough to deserve a drink. Let us take a little 
breath. [He drinks,] This wood is as salt as the very 
devil.^ [Sings.] 

How sweet to hear, 
My pretty flask. 
How sweet to hear, 
Your little gull, gvll ! 
No fate with mine could vie. 
If never you ran dry, 
Oh ! darling Utile flask. 
But constantly were full ! *• 
Come I Zounds ! we must take care not to get the blues. 

'* See Appendix, Note H. 

^ Meaning that he wants something to drink. 

^ Tradition mentions that the President Rose, a few days after the 
first representation of The Physician in spite of himself, met Molidre at 
the Duke de Montausier, and accused the dramatist, before a numerous 
company, of having translated Sganarelle*s couplet from the LatinfWhich 
was itself borrowed from the Greek. Moli^ denied the fact ; and to 
his great surprise, the President recited the following verses, which 
astounded Moli^re, and which were afterwards admitted by Rose to be 
a translation from the playwright's original, which we give as well : — 

Qu*ils sont doux, Quam dulces, 

Bouteille jolie. Amphora amoena, 

Quails sont doux, Quam dulces 

y OS petits glouglouz ! Sunt tuae voces ! 
Mais mon sort ferait bien des jaloux, Dum fundis merum in calioes, 

Si vous ^tiez toujours remplie, Utinam semper esses plena ! 

Ah ! houteille, ma mie. Ah ! Ah ! cara mea lagena, 

Pourquoi vous videz-vous t Vacua cur jaces t 
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VaL [SofUy to Lueaa.'] This is the very man. 

Luc. [Softly to Valere.] I think 700 are right, and that 
W6 have jost hit upon him. 

Vol. Let us look a little closer. 

8gan. [Hugging the bottU]. Ah ! you little rogne ! I 
love you, my pretty dear ! [He sings; but perceiving Lucas 
and VaUre, who are examining him, he lowers his voice. 

Ifo fate . . . with mine . . . could . . . trie, 
// . . . 

[Seeiixg that they examine him more closely. "] Whom the 
deuce do these people want ? 

Vol, [To Lucas.'l It is surely he. 

Luc. [To VaUre,] There he is, exactly as he I^m? been 
described to us. 

Sgnn, [Aside,] [At this point he puts down his battle; 
and VaUi*e stooping down to bow to him, he thi^nks that it 
is in order to sruUch it away, and puis U on the other side. 
As Lucas is doing the sams thing as VdUre, SganareUe 
takes it up again, and hugs it to his breast, vnth various 
grimaces which make a great deal of by-play,^ They are 
consulting each other, while looking at me. What can be 
their intentions ! 

VaL Sir, is not your name SganareUe ? 

S()hv. Hey I What? 

Vol. I ask you if your name is not SganareUe. 

Sgan, [Turning first to Valire, then to Lucas.Jl Yes, 
and no. It depends on what you want with him. 

VaL We want nothing with him, but to oflFer him our 
utmost civilities. 

Sgan. In that case, my name is SganareUe. 

VaL We are delighted to see you. Sir. We have been 
recommended to you for what we are in search of; and we 
have come to implore your help, of which we are in want. 
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Sgan, If it be anything, gentlemen, that belongs to my 
little trade, I am quite ready to oblige you. 

Val. You are too kind to us, Sir. But put your hat on, 
Sir, if you please ; the sun might hurt you. 

Imc, Pray, Sir, put it on. 

Sgan, [Aaide.^ What a deal of ceremony these people 
use. [He puts his hat on.'] 

Val. You must not think it strange, Sir, that we have 
addressed ourselves to you. Clever people are always 
much sought after, and we have been informed of your 
capacity. 

Sgan. It is tnie, gentlemen, that I am the best hand 
in the world at making faggots. 

Val. Oh ! Sir. ... 

Sgan. I spare no pains, and make them in a fashion that 
leaves nothing to be desired. 

Val, That is not the question we have come about. Sir. 

Sgan. But I charge a hundred and ten sous the hundred. 

Val. Let us not speak about that, if you please. 

Sgan. I pledge you my word that I could not sell them 
for less. 

Val. We know what is what. Sir. 

Sgan. If you know what is what, you know that I charge 
that price. 

Val. This is a joke. Sir, but ... 

Sgan. It is no joke at all, I cannot bate a farthing. 

Val. Let us talk diflferently, please. 

Sgan. You may find some elsewhere for less ; there be 
faggots and faggots ; but for those which I make . . . 

Val. Let us change the conversation, pray, Sir. 

Sgan. I take my oath that you shall not have them for 
less, not a fraction. 

Val. Fie ! Fie ! 

Sgan. No, upon my word, you shall have to pay that 

III. 2 c 
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price. I axu «jK-iikiiig £rax.kly. hni I am Dot the man to 
ovtTcLar^rc.. 

ViiL Oud:t & f^-iiT-tiLAn like vc»u. Sir, to amuse himself 
mith ihcise clumsy }ireUDi?is, t3 lower himfielf to talk thus? 
Ought s-^ IcarDt^i a m&n. s-jcfa a famous physician as you 
are. to wish to d:siniii»«^ himself in the eyes of the world 
and kt^p burit:*3 hi* iTt-iit talents ! ** 

S^jjTu [Ai^tM] He is mad. 

ViiL Pjar, Sir, do not dis5*emhle with usl 

;Sm?k What do vou r.K-an ? 

Luc All this K-aiing about the bush is uselessL We 
know whit we know. 

Sihiru TKIiat do you know ? What do you ^vrant with 
me ? For whc»m do vou take me ? 

m 

VdL For what vou are. a cn-at phvjician. 

SiJiiTu Physician yourself; I am not one, and I have 
nerej K>en one, 

Tal^ [AsiAi/^ Now the £t is on him. [Alou4r\ Sir, do 
not deny things any longer, and do not if you pleokse, make 
us h:ive rt-cc'Tirst' to uny»iOAsart titremiiies. 

Tci\ To ctn^*::: tI.::.^-? ihr*: wt i-Lou^i "bt- sorrv for. 

S>.;i. Z;'\iu.\<\ Havi- r-AV'-rse :: whatever Tv»ii like. I 
ani: iLv't ;» i'r-T>^0-,ii;. iiiiv.! «.i-.' ijJ'1 ni^^vrfiiiiriOl "^'hiit vou mean. 

V-i'i. [«4>^""0 W^.:;. 1 p.:ri>::vv that ve shall have to 
&P]-:t ihe re:iiedy. [A'^.'^Tj C»i:oc -loro. Sir I jo^y you to 

i':::. Odis bolis. do nc^t tA'k :»i:y mv>re nonsense : anJ 
c:-:i:\:>> i'',:vlii'v Thai vou rirt a vLvsician. 

* •• J *fc ^ ^ 

Vj:. WLa: is :he good of dvi-yii^g xrLat all ihe world 



-' St*e A]'ivJid:i, Xi»i<- 1 



\ 
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Lxw. Why all these funny falsehoods? What is the 
good of it ? 

Sgan. One word is as good as a thousand, gentlemen. I 
tell you that I am not a physician. 

Val, You are not a physician ? 

Sgan, No. 

LvLC, You are not a physician ? 

Sgan. No, I tell you. 

Vol, Since you will have it so, we must make up our 
minds to do it. [They each take a stick, and thrash hi/m. 

Sgan. Hold ! hold ! hold, gentlemen ! I will be anything 
you like. 

Vol, Why, Sir, do you oblige us to use this violence ? 

Luc. Why do you make us take the trouble of giving 
you a beating ? 

Val. I assure you that I regret it with all my heart. 

Luc. Upon my word I am sorry for it too. 

Sgan. What the devil does it all mean, gentlemen ? For 
pity's sake, is it a joke, or are you both gone out of your 
minds, to wish to make me out a physician ? 

Val. What ! you do not give in yet, and you still deny 
being a physician ? 

Sgan. The devil take me if I am one ! 

Luc. Are you not a physician ? 

Sgan. No, plague choke me ! [They begin to thrash him 
again] Hold ! hold ! Well, gentlemen, yes, since you will 
have it so, I am a physician, I am a physician — an apothe- 
cary into the bargain, if you like. I prefer saying yes to 
everything to being knocked about so. 

Val. Ah 1 that is right. Sir ; I am delighted to see you 
so reasonable. 

Luc. It does my heart good to hear you speak in this 
way. 

Vol. I beg your pardon with all my heart 



k#»A riTF. ••:':i :.*:: :: PTT!: p mis elf. 



v.»/T.iL 'j^./>- 31 '^j* .'." f*ni \m I iemaz» •Trt T»ff 

/#/ ^ i«li)iuirt-:i!r 
^qn-n Til*- U--i -;*«.-: 11#^ .1 I kotr^ It 

P^j/ X- ifi^^n.ii^ 7 iM ir* -lie ^Jtrv^rrat phymciaii Ln. dtte 

A'l^ A phy^iinTan vho ruu ^Tireti I lio aot know how 

(^-77, A voman -vxa •hon^t: i-taii 5)r fix honrs : she 
WAR r-'^su-I/ V, r^r *o»;r!e«l "whrn j j»i. xith i ir-jD of s^Jtnethiiii. 
\*xf*>i'j^X hf:T v> ii(a»ri, ii.r.i: iiaii-r her valk a^ once abiMit the 

//>/';. A chii^l of twf;l7e fell from the top of the belfrv. 
^ry whi^ii h^: ha^l his K^^arl, hu legs, and his arms smashed: 
ftfiH you, with I do not know what ointment, made him im- 
Ui*'A\rtU'\y ^*;t up on hi.H f'^et, and off he ran to play chndt- 
fHrthiri;^. 

Hfffnh. Th#! d^jvil I did ! 

VaL In Mliort, Sir, you will be satisfied with ns, and you 
Rhall fiarn whaf/svcr you like, if you allow us to take you 
whiTP WM int^^nd. 

Hgan. I Hliall cam whatever I like ? 
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Val. Yes. 

Sgan. In that case I am a physician : there is no doubt 
of jt I had forgotten it ; but I recollect it now. What is 
the matter ? Where am I to go ? 

Vol, We will conduct you. The matter is to see a 
girl who has lost her speech. 

Sgan, Indeed ! I have not found it. 

Vol. [Softly to Lucas] How he loves his joke ! [To 
Sganarelle] Come along, Sir ! 

Sgan. Without a physician's gown ? 

Val, We will get one. 

Sgan, [Presenting his bottle to Valire] You carry this : 
I put my juleps in there [Turning round to Lucas, and 
spitting on the ground] And you, stamp on this, by order 
of the physician. 

Lu€, Odds sniggers ! this is a physician I like. I think 
he will do, for he is a comical fellow.^* 



ACT IL SCENE L 

[The scene rei:resents a room in Oerontes house,] 

G^RONTE, VALi:RE, LucAs, Jacquelink** 

Vol, Yes, Sir, I think you will be satisfied ; we have 
brought the greatest physician in the world with us. 

Luc, Oh ! Zooks ! this one beats everything; all the 
others are not worthy to hold the candle to him.^ 

Vol, He is a man who has performed some marvellous 
cures. 

Luc, Who has put dead people on their legs again. 

** See Appendix, Note J. *• See Appendix, Note K. 

^ The original hajs tous lea autres ne aorU pas daignu de li dichauuer 
$es souli^s, all the others are not worthy to take off his shoes. 
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Jacq, I tell you, and a dozen more of you,^^ that all 
these physicians do her no good ; that your daughter wants 
something else than rhubarb and senna, and that a husband 
is a plaster which cures all girls* complaints. 

Ger. Would any one have her in her present state, with 
that aflBiction on her ? and when I intended her to marry, 
has she not opposed my wishes ? 

Jax^q. No wonder. You wished to give her a man whom 
she does not like. Why did you not give her to Monsieur 
L^andre, who takes her fancy ? She would have been 
very obedient, and I vouch for it that he will take her as 
she is, if you but give her to him. 

Gir, L^ndre is not the man we want ; he has not got 
a fortune like the other. 

Jacq, He has got an uncle who is so rich, and whose 
fortune he will inherit. 

Ger, All these expectations seem to me but moonshine. 
Brag is a good dog, but Holdfast is a better ; and we run a 
great risk in waiting for dead men's shoes. Death is not 
always at the beck and call of gentlemen heirs ; and while 
the grass grows, the cow starves.^^ 

Jacq. ITiat is all well and good, but I have always heard 
that in marriage, as in everything else, happiness excels 
riches. Fathers and mothers have this cursed habit of 
asking always, " How much has he got ? " and " How 

*^ The original has an attempt at a play on words : je vous dCs et vous 
dovz€y because dis, say, and diXy ten, have nearly the same pronunciation. 

32 This is rather a free translation of Gdronte's speech. The original 
has : Tons ces biens d venir me semhlent autanC de chansons, II nW rien 
tel ce qv!on tient ; et Von court grand risque de s^ abuser, lorsque Von compte 
sur le bien qu^un autre vous garde. La mort rCa pas toujours les oreiiles 
ouvertes aux yeiix et aux pri^res de messieurs les h^ritiers ; et Von 
a le temps d* avoir les dents tongues, lorsqu! on attend, pour vivre, le tripos 
de qudqu'un. Avoir les dents tongues is, according to Grdnin's Lexique 
compart de la langue de Moliere, to be hungry, because hunger is sup- 
posed to sharpen one's teeth. 
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much has she got ? " And gaffer Peter has married his 
Simonette to that lout Thomas, because he has got a few 
more vineyards than young Robin, for whom the girl had 
a fancy ; and now the poor creature is as yellow as a guinea, 
and has not looked like herself ever since. That is a good 
example for you. Sir. After all, folks have but their 
pleasure in this world ; and I would sooner give my 
daughter a husband whom she likes, than have all the 
riches in the countr}'." 

Ger. Bless me, nurse, how you chatter ! Hold your 
tongue, let me beg of you ; you take too much upon your- 
self, and you will spoil your milk. 

Luc, [Slapping G^ronte*8 dioidder at every 7vord\ In- 
deed, be silent ; you are too saucy. The master does not 
want your speeches, and he knows what he is about. All 
you have got to do is to suckle your baby, without arguing 
so much. Our master is the girls father, and he is good 
and clever enough to know what she wants. 

Gir. Gently, gently. 

Luc, [Still slapping G^rontea shoulder] I wish to show 
her her place, and teach her the respect due to you. Sir. 

Gir. Very well. But it does not need all this gesticu- 
lating. 



*• The original has toutes les rentes de la Biaussey of Beauce because 
it is one of the richest agricultural parts of France — Beauce havine fw 
its principal towns Dreux, Chartres, and Cli.^teaudun. Rabelais, in his 
Oargantua, Book I., Chapter 16, relates how the huge mare on which 
Gargantua rode destroyed the ox-flies of the Beauce with her enormous 
tail, " and felled everywhere the wood with as much ease, as the mower 
doth the grass, in such sort that never since hath there been there 
neither wood nor dorflies : for all the country was thereby reduced to a 
plain champagne field, which Gargantua took great pleasure to behold 
and said to his company no more but this, * Je trouve beau ce * I find 
this pretty ; whereupon that country hath been ever since that time 
called Beauce." 



8c. in.] THE PHYSICIAN IN SPITE OF HIMSELF. 409 

SCENE IIL 

VALteRE, Sganarelle, G^konte, Lucas, Jacqueline.** 

VaL Look out, Sir, here is our physician coming. 

G^r. [To Sganarelle] I am delighted to see you, Sir, 
at my house, and we have very great need of you. 

Sgaru [In a physiciaris gown, with a x^ry pointed cap] 
Hippocrates says . . . that we should both put our hats on. 

G^r. Hippocrates says that ? 

Sgan. Yes. 

G^r. In which chapter, if you please ! 

Sgan, In his chapter ... on hats. 

G^r. Since Hippocrates says so, we must obey. 

Sgan. Doctor, having heard of the marvellous things . . . 

G^r. To whom are you speaking, pray ? 

Sgan. To you. 

Ge'r, I am not a physician. 

Sgan. You are not a physician ? 

G^r. Indeed I am not. 

Sgan. Really ? 

G^r. Really. [Sganarelle takes a stick and thrashes 
G^ronte.] Oh! Oh! Oh! 

Sgan. Now you are a physician, I have never taken any 
other degree. 

Ger. [To Valere] What a devil of a fellow you have 
brought me here ! 

Val. Did I not tell you that he was a funny sort of a 
physician. 

Ger. Yes ; but I shall send him about his business 
with his fun. 

LiLC, Do not take any notice of it. Sir. It is only his 
joking. 

G^. The joking does not suit me. 



•* See Appendix, Note L. 
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Sgan. Sir ; I bog your pardon for the liberty I bave 
taken. 

Ger. I am vour humble sen-ant, Sir. 

iS'/ff/i. I am som" . . . 

6Vr. It is nothing. 

Syan, For the cudgelling I . . . 

Gti\ There is no harm dona 

Sfjan, Which I have had the honour to give you. 

Ger, Do not say any more about it. Sir. I have a 
daughter who is suffering from a strange complaint. 

Sgan. I am delighted, Sir, that your daughter has need 
of my skill ; and I wish, with all my heart, that you stood 
in* the same need of it, you and all your family, in order to 
show you my wish to sen-e you. 

C/c. I am obliged to you for these kind feelings. 

Sgan. I assure you that I am speaking from my very 
heart 

Gir. You really do mo too much honour. 

Sgan. What is your daughter s name ? 

Ger. Lucinde. 

Sgcm. Lucinde ! Ah ! a pretty name to physic ! Lu- 
cinde l^ 

Ger. I will just see what she is doing. 

Sgan. Who is that tall woman ? 

Ger. She is my baby's nurse. 

SCEXE IV. 
Sganarelle, Jacqueline, Lucas/^ 

Sgan. [Askle^ Zounds, that is a fine piece of household 
furniture. \^Alov(T] Ah, nurse ! Chamiing nurse ! my 
physic is the very lunnble slave of your nurseship, and 



^ Not unlikely this was an {illusion to the Juno Lucinda. 
^ See A])])eudix, Note M. 
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I should like to be the fortunate little nursling to suck 
the milk of your good graces. [He puts his hand on her 
bosom] All my nostrums, all my skill, all my cleverness, 
is at your service ; and . . . 

Luc, By your leave, Mr Doctor ; leave my wife alone, I 
pray you. 

Sgan, What ! is she your wife ? 

Luc. Yes. 

Sgan. Oh, indeed ! I did not know that, but I am very 
glad of it for the love of both. [He pretends to embrace 
Lucas, but embraces the nurse. 

Luc. [Pulling Sganxirdle away, and placing himself 
between him and his wife] Gently, if you please. 

Sgan. I assure you that I am delighted that you should 
be united together. I congratulate her upon having such 
a husband as you ; and I congratulate you upon having a 
wife so handsome, so discreet, and so well-shaped as she is. 
[He pretends once mx)re to embrace Lucas, tvho holds out his 
arms, he slips under them, and embraces the nurse. 

Luc. [Pulling him, away again] Do not pay so many 
compliments, I beg of you. 

Sgan. Shall I not rejoice with you about such a lovely 
harmony ? 

Luc. With me as much as you like ; but a truce to 
compliments with my wife. 

Sgan. I have both your happiness equally at heart ; and 
if I embrace you to show my delight in you, I embrace her 
to show my delight in her. [Same by-play. 

Luc. [Pulling him auuy for the third time] Odds 
boddikins, Mr Doctor, what vagaries I 
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SCENE F. 

GiRONTE, Sganarelle, Lucas, Jagqueune. 

Oir. My daughter will be here directly. Sir. 

SgatL I am awaiting her. Sir, with all my physic. 

Oir. Where is it t 

Sgafk [ToiLching his Jbrehead] In there. 

G^. That 18 good. 

Sgan, But as I feel much interested in your family, I 
should like to test the milk of your nurse, and examine her 
fareasts. [He draws daae to JaequelineJ] 

Luc [Ptdling hvm away, and mvinging him round] 
Nothing of the sort, nothing of the sort I do not wish it 

Sgan. It is the physician's duty to see the breasts of the 
nurse. 

Luc Duty or no duty, I will not have it. 

Sgan. Have you the audacity to contradict a physician? 
Out with you. 

Luc I do not care a straw about a physician. 

SgaTk [Looki/ng askance at him] I will give you a fever. 

«/aog. [Takin^f Lucas by the arm, and aivinging him 
round also] Get out of the way. Am I not big enough to 
take my own part, if he does anything to me which he 
ought not to do ? 

Luc. I will not have him touch you, I will not 

Sgan. For shame you rascal, to be jealous of your wife 

Oer. Here comes my daughter. 

SCENE VL 

LUCINDE, GtoONTE, SgANARELLE, VALkRE, 

Lucas, Jacqueline*' 
Sgan. Is this the patient ! 

G^r. Yes. I have but one daughter; and I would 
never get over it if she were to die. 

>7 See Appendix, Note N. 
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Sgan. Do not let her do anything of the kind. She 
must not die without a prescription of the physician.** 

G^r, A chair here ! 

Sgan. [Seated between O^ronte and Lucinde'] This is 
not at all an unpleasant patient^ and I am of opinion that 
she would not be at all amiss for a man in very good health. 

G^r. You have made her laugh, Sir. 

Sgan, So much the better. It is the best sign in the 
world when a physician makes the patient laugh. [To 
Liicinde'] Well, what is the matter ? What ails you ? 
What is it you feel ? 

Luc. [Replies by motions, by putting her hand to her 
mouth, her head, and under her chin.^ Ha, hi, ho, ha ! 

Sgan, What do you say ? 

Luc, [Continues the same Tootions] Ha, hi, ho, ha, 
ha, hi, ho ! 

Sgan. What is that ? 

Zuc. Ha, hi, ho ! 

Sgan. [Imitating her.] Ha, hi, ho, ha, ha ! I do not 
understand you. What sort of language do you call that ? 

G^r, That is just where her complaint lies, Sir. She 
has become dumb, without our having been able till now 
to discover the cause. This accident has obliged us to post- 
pone her marriage. 

Sgan, And why so ? 

G^r, He whom she is going to marry wishes to wait 
for her recovery to conclude the marriage. 

Sgan, And who is this fool that does not want his wife 
to be dumb ? Would to Heaveu that mine had that com- 
plaint 1 I should take particular care not to have her cured. 

G^r. To the point. Sir ! We beseech you to use all 
your skill to cure her of this affliction. 

^ Gdronte and Sganarelle^s remarks are also found slightly altered 
in Molidre's Thejli/ing Physician, one of his early farces. 
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S'^in. I>5 EL-rt rr.kke j-'-nrstlf uii^a^. But tell me, does 

Gtr. Y^. SLr. 

;vATiL So mach the beccer. Is the sadfeiing very acate? 

Sjia. Th^; ts right. IXses she go to . . . yoa know 
wh€fe ? 

S^iH. FneelT I 

G-^'r. Tha: I knov n*>thiii£r aboat. 

^^/'ifi. 1$ the matter he;il:hv I 

G^i\ I do no: understand these things^ 

SfAn. [Tarniii'j to :A«f p.i^iri*^] Give me your hand. 
[7o Gt!'A>ii/<f] The pulse tells me that vour daughter is 
dumb. 

G^'r. Sir. tha: is what i> the matter with her ; ah ! ves, 
you Lave founJ i: out at iLe drs: touch. 

.S*'M)4. W o»>ur?e ! 

J !k'1. See how he Ljls gu-:-ssod her complaint ! 

S^Mii. We great phy>icLaa>, we know matters at once. 
An ijiijramus would have been uonplussed, and would liave 
told yon : it is this, tha:. or the other ; but I hit the nail 
on th":: head from the very fir>t, and I tell vou that vour 
darightcr is dumb. 

O'tV. Yt-s : but I should like you to tell me whence it 

■ 

ansvs. 

>j'Xn. Nothing is easier: it arist-s firom loss of speech. 

Gt'r. Vtn- gCH:d. But the reason of her having' lost 
livr sp-xch. pray ? 

,>j'rrt. Our best authorities will tell yon that it is 
lyxause there is an impediment in the action of her 



tongue. 



Gei\ But, once more, your opinion upon this impedi- 



ment in the action of her tongue. 



■^ 
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Sgan. Aristotle on this subject says ... a great many 
clever things. 

G4r, I dare say. 

Sgan. Ah ! He was a great man ! 

Gdr, No doubt 

Sgan. Yes, a very great man. [Holding out his arm, and 
'putting a pager of the other hand in the bend] A man who 
was, by this, much greater than I. But to come back to 
our argument : I am of opinion that this impediment in the 
action of her tongue is caused by certain humours, which 
among us learned men, we call peccant humours ; peccant 
— that is to say . . . peccant humours ; inasmuch as the 
vapours formed by the exhalations of the influences which 
rise in the very region of diseases, coming, ... as we 
may say to . . . Do you understand Latin ? 

O^r. Not in the least 

Sgan. [Suddenly rising] You do not understand 
Latin ? 

6^r. No. 

Sgan. [Assuming various comic attit^jbdes] Cabricias 
arci thuram,, catalamus, singulariter, nominativo, haec 
musa, the muse, bonus, bona, bonum. Deus sanctus, est-ne 
oratio latinos ? Etiam, Yes. Quare i Why ? Quia sub- 
stantivo et adjectivum, concordat in generi, numerum, et 
casus.^^ 

G^r. Ah ! Why did I not study ! 

Jacq. What a clever man ! 

^ The first four words of Sganarelle^a address are words of Moliere'a 
coining, and belong to no language ; the rest is a truncated quotation 
of the following passage from the old Latin grammar of Despaut^re : 
Deus san<:tiiSy est-ne oratio latina f Etiam. Quare f Quia substarUiimm 
et adjectivum concordant in genere, numero, casu. In pronouncing the 
word casus, which means " case," and " faU," the actor, who plays the 
part of SganareUe, upsets his chair whilst sitting down, and faUs on 
the floor, according to tradition. 
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Luc. Yes, it is so beautiful that I do not understand a 
word of it 

Sgan. Thus these vapours which I speak of, passing from 
the left side, where the liver is, to the right side, where we 
find the heart, it so happens that the lungs, which in Latin 
we call (V'myan, having communication with the hrain, which 
in Greek we style nasmus, by means of the venu cava, which 
in Hebrew, in termed cubile,^ meet in their course the said 
vapours, which fill the ventricles of the omoplata; and 
because the said vapours . . . now understand well this 
argument, pray . . . and because these said vapours are 
endowed with a certain malignity . . . listen well to this, 
I beseech you. 

Ger. Yes. 

Sgan, Are endowed with a certain malignity which is 
caused . . . pay attention here, if you please. 

Ger, I do. 

Sgan, Which is caused by the acridity of these humouis 
engendered in the concavity of the diaphragm, it happens that 
these vapours. . . . Ossabandus, neqneia, nequer, potarinum, 
quipsa milus,^^ That is exactly the reason that your 
daughter is dumb. 

Jacq. Ah ! How well this gentleman explains all this. 

LiLC. Why does not my tongue wag as well as his ? 

G^r. It is undoubtedly impossible to argue better. 
There is but one thing that I cannot exactly make out : 
that is the whereabouts of the liver and the heart. It 
appears to me that you place them differently from what 
they are ; that the heart is on the left side, and the hver 
on the right. 

Sgan, Yes ; this was so formerly ; but we have chan^^ 



*" Army an and Nasmus belong to no Language ; cub He is the Latin 
for bed or den. 

*' These words belong to no language. 
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all that, and we now-a-days practise the medical art on an 
entirely new system. 

Gdr, I did not know that, and I pray you pardon 
my ignorance. 

Sgan. There is no harm done ; and you are not obliged 
to be so clever as we are. 

G^r. Certainly not. But what think you, Sir, ought 
to be done for this complaint ? 

Sgan. What do I think ought to be done ? 

G^r. Yes. 

Sgan. My advice is to put her to bed again, and make 
her, as a remedy, take plenty of bread soaked in wine. 

G^r. Why so. Sir ? 

Sgan. Because there is in bread and wine mixed together 
a sympathetic virtue which produces speech. Do you not see 
that they give nothing else to parrots, and that, by eating 
it, they learn to speak. 

G^r. That is true. Oh ! the great man ! Quick, 
plenty of bread and wine. 

Sgan. I shall come back to-night to see how the patient 
is getting on.** • 

SCENE VII. 

G6R0NTE, SgANARELLE, JACQUELINE. 

Sgan. [To Jacqueline] Stop a little you. [To Gironte] 
Sir, I must give some medicine to your nurse. 

Jacq. To me. Sir ? I am as well as can be. 

Sgan. So much the worse, nurse, so much the worse. 
This excess of health is dangerous, and it would not be 
amiss to bleed you a little gently, and to administer some 
little soothing injection. 

■ ■ ~ 1 _ 

•*^ See Appendix, Note O. 
III. 2 D 
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Oer, I am convinced of that 

Sgan, [After having taken the "money] Are they good 
weight ? 

Odr. Yes, Sir. 

Sgan, I am not a mercenary physician. 

G^r, I am well aware of it. 

Sgan, I am not actuated by interest. 

6 A*. I do not for a moment think so. 

Sgan, [Alone, looking at the money he has received] 
Upon my word, this does not promise badly ; and pro- 
vided . . . 

SCENE IX. 

L^ANDRE, SgANARELLE.** 

Lean, I have been waiting some time for you. Sir, and 
I have come to beg your assistance. 

Sgan, [Feeling his pulse] That is a very bad pulse. 

L4an. I am not ill, Sir; and it is not for that that I am 
come to you. 

Sgan, If you are not ill, why the devil do not you tell 
me so? 

L^an, No. To tell you the matter in a few words, 
my name is L^andre. I am in love with Lucinde to whom 
you have just paid a visit; and as all access to her is denied 
to me, through the ill-temper of her father, I venture to 
beseech you to serve me in my love affair, and to assist me 



clapped into his hand, without the 8i)eaking of so much as one word, 
four rose nobles. "Rondibilisdid shut his fist upon them right kindly ; 
yet, as if it had displeased him to make acceptance of such golden pre- 
sents, he in a start, as if he had been wroth, said. He, he, he, he, he, 
there was no need of anything, I thank you nevertheless. From wicked 
folks I never get enough, and from honest people I refuse nothing. I 
shall be always, Sir, at your command. Provided that I pay you well, 
quoth Panurge. That, quoth Bondibilis, is understood.** 
** See Appendix, Note P. 
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may be seen together, let us retire ; and I will tell you as we 
go along, what I wish you to do. 

Sgan. Come along, then, Sir. You have inspired me 
with an inconceivable interest in your love ; and if all my 
medical science does not fail me, the patient shall either die 
or be yours. ^^ 



ACT III, SCENE L 
[The scene represents a spot near Gironte's house. ^ 

L6ANDRE, SgANARELLE.*' 

Lian. I think that I am not at all badly got up for an 
apothecary ; and as her father has scarcely ever seen me, 
this change of dress and wig is likely enough, I think, to 
disguise me. 

Sgan, There is no doubt of it. 

L4an, Only I should like to know five or six big medical 
words to leaven my conversation with, and to give me the 
air of a learned man. 

Sgan, Go along, go along ; it is not at all necessary. 
The dress is sufficient ; and I know no more about it than 
you do. 

L^an, How is that ! 

Sgan, The devil take me if I understand anything about 
medicine ! You are a gentleman, and I do not mind con- 
fiding in you, as you have confided in me. 

Lean, What ! Then you are not really . . . 

Sgan, No, I tell you. They have made me a physician 
in spite of my teeth. I have never attempted to be so 
learned as that ; and all my studies did not go farther than 
the lowest class at school. I d^ not know how the idea has 



^ See Appendix, Note Q. ^ See Appendix, Note R 
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Thib, His poor mother, whose Dame is Perrette, has 
been on a bed of sickness for the last six months. 

Sgan, [Holding out his hand as if to receive money] 
What would you have me do to her ? 

Thik I would like you to give me some little doctor's 
stufif to cure her. 

Sgan. We must first see what is the matter with her. 

Thib. She is ill with the hypocrisy, Sir. 

Sgan, With the hypocrisy? 

Thib, Yes ; I mean she is swollen everywhere. They 
say that there is a lot of seriositias in her inside, and that 
her liver, her belly, or her spleen, as you would call it, 
instead of making blood makes nothing but water. She has, 
every other day, the quotiguian fever, with lassitude and pains 
in the muscles of her legs. We can hear in her throat 
phlegms that are ready to choke her, and she is often taken 
with syncoles and conversions, so that we think she is going 
oflf the hooks. We have got in our village an apothecary — 
with respect be it said — who has given her, I do not know 
how much stuff ; and it has cost me more than a dozen good 
crowns in clysters, saving your presence, in apostumes which 
he has made her swallow, in infections of hyacinth, and 
in cordial potions. But all this, as people say, was nothing 
but an ointment of fiddle-faddle. He wanted to give her a 
certain drug called ametile wine ; but I was downright 
afeard that this would send her to the other world alto- 
gether ; because they tell me that those big physicians kill, 
I do not know how many, with that new-fangled notion.^ 

Sgan. [Still holding out his hand, and moving it about 
to show that he wants moiuy] Let us come to the point, 
friend, let us come to the point. 



^ Of course, Thibaut mispronoiijicea nearly every word, and also the 
medical words. Sganarelle corrects him a little further on. For emetic 
wine, which he calls " ametile wine,'* see page 132, note 19. 
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»Ur<i\:i:u\sK, S<;anai{KLLK, Lucas, at the far end o/tkesfwje, 

S'jftfi. 1 1 en; is tlifi pretty nurse. Ah ! you darling 
miiHr, J am delighted at this meeting; and the sic^bt of 



sc. III.] THE PHYSICIAN IN SPITE OF HIMSELF. 425 

you is like rhubarb, cassia, and senna to me, which purges 
all melancholy from my mind. 

Jacq. Upon my word, Mr Physician, it is no good talk- 
ing to me in that style, and I do not understand yoiu: Latin 
at all. 

Sgan, Get ill, nurse, I beg of you ; get ill for my sake. 
I shall have all the pleasure in the world of curing you. 

Jacq, I am your humble servant ; I would much rather 
not be cured. 

Sgan. How I grieve for you, beautiful nurse, in having 
such a jealous and troublesome husband. 

Jacq. What am I to do, Sir ? It is as a penance for 
my sins ; and where the goat is tied down she must browse. 

Sgan. What ! Such a clod-hopper as that ! a fellow 
who is always watching you, and will let no one speak to 
you ! 

Jacq. Alas ! you have seen nothing yet ; and that is 
only a small sample of his bad temper. 

Sgan. Is it possible ? and can a man have so mean a 
spirit as to ill-use a woman like you ? Ah ! I know some, 
sweet nurse, and who are not very far off, who would only 
be too glad to kiss your little feet 1 Why should such a 
handsome woman have fallen into such hands ! and a mere 
animal, a brute, a stupid, a fool . . . Excuse me, nurse, 
for speaking in that way of your husband. 

Jacq. Oh ! Sir, I know full well that he deserves all 
these names. 

Sgan. Undoubtedly, nurse, he deserves them ; and he 
also deserves that you should plant something on his head 
to punish him for his suspicions. 

Jacq. It is true enough that if I had not his interest so 
much at heart, he would drive me to do some strange 
things. 

Sgan. Indeed it would just serve him right if you were 
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Sgan, [IntiTtLatea by motions of his hands that it is an 
apothecary,] It is ... . 

O^r, What ? 

Sgan. He who . . . 

G^r. Oh ! 

Sgan, Who .... 

G^i\ I understand. 

Sgan. Your daughter will want him. 

SCENE VL 

LUCINDE, G^RONTE, L^NDRE, JACQUELINE, SgANARELLE.^^ 

Jacq, Here is your daughter. Sir, who wishes to stretch 
her limbs a little. 

Sgan, That will do her good. Go to her, Mr Apothe- 
cary, and feel her pulse, so that I may consult with you 
presently about her complaint. [At this jx>int he draws 
G^ronte to one end of the stage, and putting one arm 
upon his shoulder, he places his hand under his chin, with 
which he makes him turn towards him, each time that 
Gdronte wants to look at what is passing between his daugh- 
ter and the apothecary, while he holds the following discourse 
with him] Sir, it is a great and subtle question among phy- 
sicians to know whether women or men are more easily 
cured. I pray you to listen to this, if you please. Some 
say " no," others say " yes :" I say both *' yes " and *' no ; " 
inasmuch as the incongruity of the opaque humours, which* 
are found in the natural temperament of women, causes the 
brutal part to struggle for the mastery over the sensitive,^^ 
we find that the conflict of their opinion depends on the 
oblique motion of the circle of the moon ; and as the sun, 
which darts its beams on the concavity of the earth, 
meets . . . 

" See Appendix, Note T. 

•• Compare Gro8 Bend's Speech in The Love Tiff, Act iv., Scene iL, 
Vol. I., page 156. 
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Lvu). [To L^andre] No ; I am not at all likely to diange 

my feelings. 

O^r. Hark 1 my daughter speaks ! O, great Tirtoe of 
the remedy ! O, excellent phyBician ! How deeply am I 
obliged to you, Sir, for this marvellous cure ! And what cu 
I do for you after such a service ? 

Sgan. [Strutting abatd the stage, fanning hvmadf mtk 
his hat] This case has given me some trouble. 

Luc Yes, father, I have recovered my speech ; bat I 
have recovered it to tell you that I will never have any 
other hus))and than Ldandre, and that it is in vain fiur you 
to wish to give me Horace. 

G^r. But . . . 

Luc. Nothing ¥rill shake the resolution I have taken. 

G^r. What . . . 

Luc. All your fine arguments will be in vain. 

G^r. If . . . 

Luc. All your talking will be of no use. 

G^r. I . . . 

Luc. I have made up my mind about the matter. 

G^r, But . . . 

Luc. No paternal authority can compel me to many 
against my will. 

G^r. I have . . . 

Luc. You may try as much as you like. 

G^r. It . . . 

Luc. My heart cannot submit to this tyranny. 

G^r. The . . . 

Luc. And I will sooner go into a convent than many a 
man I do not love. 

G^r. But . . . 

Luc. [In a loud voice] No. By no means. It is of 
no use. ' You waste your time. I shall do nothing of the 
kind. I am fully determined. 
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G^r, Ah ! what a torrent of words ! One cannot hold 
out against it. [To Syanarelle] I beseech you, Sir, to make 
her dumb again. 

Sgan. That is impossible. All that I can do in your 
behalf is to make you deaf, if you like. 

G^r, I thank you. [To Lucinde] Do you think , . . 

Luc, No ; all your reasoning will not have the slightest 
effect upon me. 

G^r, You shall marry Horace this very evening. 

Liic, I would sooner marry death itself. 

Sgan. [To Gdronte] Stop, for Heaven s sake ! stop. Let 
me doctor this matter ; it is a disease that has got hold of 
her, and I know the remedy to apply to it. 

G/r. Is it possible indeed, Sir, that you can cure this 
disease of the mind also ? 

Sgan. Yes ; let me manage it. I have remedies for every 
thing ; and our apothecary will sen'^e us capitally for this 
cure. [To L4aiidre\ A word with you. You perceive that 
the passion she has for this L&ndre is altogether against 
the wishes of the father ; that there is no time to lose ; that 
the humours are very acrimonious ; and that it becomes 
necessary to find speedily a remedy for this complaint, which 
may get worse by delay. As for myself, I see but one, which 
is a dose of purgative flight, mixed, as it should be, with 
two drachms of matrimonium, made up into pills. She may, 
perhaps, make some difficulty about taking this remedy ; 
but as you are a clever man in your profession, you must 
induce her to consent to it, and make her swallow the thing 
as best you can. Go and take a little turn in the garden 
with her to prepare the humours, while I converse here with 
her father ; but, above all, lose not a moment. Apply the 
remedy quick ! apply the specific ! ^ 



*3 See Appendix, Note U. 
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SCENE VII. 

Q£bokte, Soanabellb."^ 

Oif. What drugs a9 those you have just menticned, 
Sir ? It seems to me that I never heard of them befixe 
8gan. They are drugs which are uaed only in mgaA 



Oir. Did you ever see such insolence as hers t 
Sgan. Daughters are a little headstrong at times. 
Wr. You would not believe how iniatuated she is with 
this Ldandre. 

Sgan. The heat of the blood produces those tbinga in 
young people. 

0^. As for me, the moment I discovered the violence of 
this passion, I took care to keep my daughter under lode 
and key. 

Sgan. Tou have acted wisely. 

O^r. And I have prevented the slightest communicatioQ 
between them. 
Sgan. Just so. 

G^r. They would have committed some folly if they 
had been permitted to see each other. 
Sgan, Undoubtedly. 

G^r. And I think she would have been the girl to run 
away with him. 

Sgan, You have argued very prudently. 

G^r, I was informed, that he tried every means to get 
speech of her. 

Sgan, ITie rascal ! 

G^. But he will waste his time. 

Sgan, Aye ! Aye ! 

Ger, And I will eflfectually prevent him from seeing 
her. 



*^ See Appendix, Note V. 
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Sgan. He has no fool to deal with, and you know some 
tricks of which he is ignorant. One must get up very early 
to catch you asleep. 

« 

SCENE VIIL 

Lucas, G^ronte, Sganarelle. 

Luc. Odds bobs ! Sir, here is a pretty to do. Your 
daughter has fled with her L6indrG. It was he that played 
the apothecary, and this is the physician who has performed 
this nice operation. 

Ger. What ! to murder me in this manner ! Quick, 
fetch a magistrate, and take care that he does not get 
away. Ah villain ! I will have you punished by the law. 

Luc. I am afraid, Mister Doctor, that you will be hanged." 
Do not stir a step, I tell you. 

SCENE IX. 
Martine, Sganarelle, Lucas. 

Mart. [To Lucas] Good gracious! what a difficulty I 
have had to find this place ! Just tell me what has become 
of the physician I recommended to you ? 

Luc. Here he is ; just going to be hanged. 

Mart What ! my husband hanged ! Alas, and for what ? 

Luc. He has helped some one to run away with master's 
daughter. 

Mart. Alas, my dear husband, is it true that you are 
going to be hanged ? 

Sgan. Judge for yourself Ah ! 

Mart. And must you be made an end of in the presence 
of such a crowd. 

Sgan. What am I to do ? 



" A nearly similar saying is also used by Georgibus in one of 
Mol^re's early farces, The Flying Physician. 
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Marl. If 70a liad only finished catting our wood, I 
should be somewhat consoled. 

Sgan. Leave me, you break my heart 

Mart No, I will remain to encourage you to die ; and I 
will not leave you until I have seen you hanged. 

Sgan, Ah I 

SCENE X. 

GiBONTB, SOAKABELLE, MaBTINB. 

Otr. [To Sganardle] The magistrate will be heate 
direcUy, and we shall put you in a place of safety where ihey 
will be answerable for you. 

Sgan, [On his knees, hai in hand] Alas I will not a few 
strokes with a cudgel do instead ? 

Ger. No, no ; the law shall decide. But what do I 
see ? 

SCENE XL 

O^BONTE, L^AKBBE, LUCINDE, SgAKARBLLE^ LuGAS, 

Martine. 

IJan. Sir, I appear before you as L^andre, and am 
come to restore Lucinde to your authority. We in- 
tended to run away, and get married ; but this design 
has given way to a more honourable proceeding. I will 
not presume to steal away your daughter, and it is ftom 
your hands alone that I will obtain her. I must at the 
same time acquaint you, that I have just now received 
some letters informing me of the death of my imcle, aod 
that he has left me heir to all his property. 

Ger. Really, Sir, your virtue is worthy of my utmost 
consideration, and I give you my daughter with the greatest 
pleasure in the world. 

Sgan, [Aside] The physician has had a narrow escape ! 
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Mart, Since you are not going to be hanged, you may 
thank me for being a physician ; for I have procured 
you this honour. 

Sgan, Yes, it is you who procured me, I do not know 
how many thwacks with a cudgel. 

L^n. [To Sganarelle] The result has proved too happy 
to harbour any resentment. 

Sgan, Be it so. [To MaHine] I forgive you the blows 
on account of the dignity to which you have elevated me ; 
but prepare yourself henceforth to behave with great respect 
towards a man of my consequence ; and consider that the 
anger of a physician is more to be dreaded than people 



imagme.**^ 



^ See Appendix, Note W. 
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APPENDIX. 



A, Page 389. 

Lacy, in The Dumb Lady (Act L, Scene 1), imitates the same scene 
same act, from Moli^re's The Phydcian in spite of himself ; Sganarelle, 
faggot-maker, is changed into Drench, a farrier, and Martine into 
Isabel, his wife. 

Enter Drench, a farrier, and Isabel, hie wife. 

Drench, I say, dame Isabel, Fll have it my way ! 

Isabel, Have it my way ! Why, who are you, sir ? Art thou any 
more than my husband, fellow ? How camest thou thus audacious, then, 
to say, 1*11 have it my way ? Say that again, and by the faith I have in 
my confidant, my gallant shall make thee an example. 

Dr, Aha ! have you your confidant and your gallant, wife ? 

Isa, Yes, that I have. You know when the great ones have done 
with a fashion, it comes amongst we mean madams into the country at 
last ; and I have as much privilege due to me as any freebom people 
in the world has, and we women will mamfflip the liberties of the sub- 
ject with our lives and fortunes. 

Dr, By 'r lady, wife, you rant like a freebom subject indeed ! But, 
pray you, what do you with the word " freebom subject 1 " 

Isa . I have it to show that I am one of the freebom, and may have 
my gallant, with all the perquisites belonging thereunto. 

Dr, Why, thou stragglest as far out of the bonds of matrimony as if 
thou 'dst a good jointure to justify thee in \ There is a thing called 
duty, wife ; the parson, you may remember, said so when he married us. 

Isa, I no more remember what the parson said when he married us 
than what he has said ever since when he preached. 

Dr, The jade's mad beyond recovery ; . . . the liberty of the she 
subject ! Wife, there are five children by the fireside ; pray you, how 
many of 'em's mine, wife ? I think 'tis high time to ask that question. 

Isa. I must not be so much concerned with thee as to call thee hus- 
band ; therefore, Mr Drench, the first child was yours. 

Dr, And whose are the rest ? 

Isa, The rest are mine, fellow ; let that suffice thee ! 

Dr, And but one of them mine, wife ? 

Isa, No but one yours, and for this following reason. After my first 
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child, you neglected your family duty, Mr Drench ; and when you grew 
negligent of me I grew careful of myself, and from that care came the 
rest of my children, Mr Drench. 

Dr, And those four children, it seems, are freebom subjects ? I find 
a wife a little modish is worse than a wife a little oldish. Wife, Fll 
downright poison your freebom children. 

ha. O thou ungallantified beast ! wouldst thou destroy thy own flesh 
and blood 1 

Br, Not mine, but I will yours, wife. 

ha. Why, are not man -and wife one flesh ? and then are not 3'oar 
children mine, and mine yours, Mr Drench ? 

Dr, Faith, I doubt this argument is the general security that man- 
kind has to warrant their offsprings legitimate. 

ha. Sirrah, talk of poisoning my children, and 1*11 have thee so gal- 
lautifled ! 

Dr. Gallantified ! Prithee what's that, wife ? 

ha. To be gallantifieU is to be soundly cudgell'd, sirrah. There is 
another point of she doctrine for you. 

Dt, Pray you, let me ask you a question, madam. Nay, be not 
ashamed to be called madam, for as mean people as yourself has the 
impudence to own it. Therefore, madam, are you true to your gallant \ 

ha. Ay, by my life am I ! I else deserve to lose my privilegesy and 
be a bondwoman, ay, and condemned to my own husband. 

Dr, That part of me that's gentleman forgives thee freely for that ; 
but the rough part, which is farrier, must be revenged ; and though 
your gallant carry your cudgel of love, I carry your cudgel of chastise- 
ment I plead my privileges, wife, and must beat you ; take this, and 
that, and that, and this ! [Beat* her. 

laa. Help ! murder, murder! Will you kill me, you villain ? 

Dr. Kill you ] Alas ! this is but compliment, wife, and 'tis a new 
fashion come into the country, wife ; so I have it to show you that I'm 
one o' th' freebom, wife. [ BeaU her again, 

ha. Murder, murder ! help, murder ! 



B, Page 392. 

Mrs Centlivre, in Lovers Contrivance (Act L, Scene 2), has imitated 
the first scene of the first act from Moliere's The Physician in spite of 
himself. 

The Scene changes to the Street, 

Enter Martin and his Wife. 

Martin. I say, I won't work to-day ; and if I say I won't, I won't ; 
and so you had as good liold your Tongue. 

Wife. 'Tis very fine indeed, a Woman must not speak. 
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Mnrt. I say 'tis my Business to speak, and act too ; pray who am I ? 
am not I your Lord and Master ? 

Wife, And who am I, if you go to that ? am not I the Wife of your 
Bosom 1 What did I marry you for 1 to bear with all your mad Freaks \ 
No, no, I'd have you to know, I shall make you turn over a new Leaf. 

Mart. Oh ! the Plague of an ill Wife, as Aristotle has well observed, 
when he says, a bad woman is worse than the Devil. 

Wife. Pray observe this learned Man, with his musty Airs, that Man 
of Parts. 

Mart. Yes, Hussy, I am a man of PartS ; shew me e'er a in 

Town knows what I do ; tho* I am forced to follow such a mechanick 
Employment, I was brought up better. I lived six years with Mr BeU- 
miej the most ingenious Gentleman about Town, in the quality of a 
Valet de Chamhre : I read all his Books, and tho* I say it, had a very 
good smattering of Philosophy, which Science my Master was an Ad- 
mirer of ; and I say again, Aristotle condemned you. 

Wife. The Man's mad. 

Mart. The Woman's mad, I think, or she'd never cross such a Hus- 
band. 

Wife. Curs*d be the Hour I made you so, and double curs'd the 
minute I said yes. [Cries. 

Mart. Curs'd be the that made me sign my Ruin. 

Wife. Your Ruin ! you have ruin'd me indeed, and almost brought 
me upon the Parish ; you have eat up all I brought, tho' 'twas more 
than you cou'd have expected with a Wife. 

Mart. That's a Lie, for I have drank the greatest part of it. 

Wife. You have e'en stript me of the Bed I lay upon. 

Mart. You'll rise the earlier. 

Wife. Nay, you han't left so much as one Moveable in the whole 
House. 

Mart. That's another Lie, for I have left your Tongue ; and aa for 
Gk>ods, the fewer we have, the easier we shall remove. 

Wife. And from Morning to Night do nothing but drink and play. 

Mart. That's because I wou'd not wear myself out too soon with 
Labour ; for Labour overcomes everything, you know. 

Wife. And what do you think I shall do in the meantime with the 
Family 1 

Mart. E*en what you please. 

Wife. And, you Sot, must things always go thus ? 

Mart. Softly, good Wife, softly, if you please, good words, I beseech 
you. 

Wife. Must I eternally be plagued with your Debaucheries and Lazi- 
ness? 

Mart. You know. Wife, I am sometimes cholerick, and given to Pas- 
sion, and have a pair of very good Fists. 

Wife. I scorn your Threats. 
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Oct, That's true, as you say, neither do I care. 
Mart, If I have a mind to beat her, I will beat her, and if I have not 
a mind, I won't. 

Oct, With all my Heart. 

Mart. She's my wife, not yours. 

Oct. Thank Heaven. 

Mart. You have nothing to do with me, nor do I want your help. 

Oct. Nor shall I trouble myself to give it you. Ha ! 

D, Page 393. * 

Lacy has imitated, ral^her coarsely, in The Dumb Lady, the second 
scene of the first act of The Physician in spite of himself ; M. Bobert is 
there called a Neighbour. 

Enter a Neighbour. 

Neighbour, What's here ? Fie, fie, neighbour Drench ! Hold, for 
shame ! What, beating your wife ? 

Isabel. Ay, marry is he, sir ; what's that to you suppose I long for a 
beating ? I have been getting him in a good humour this two months 
to do it, and now you must disturb us. 

Neigh. Nay, if you long for a beating, Pm sony I disturbed you. I 
have done. 

Isa, You wicked fellow, do you know what you've done ? You 
have taken him o£f of the sweetest humour. I see by his looks I shall 
not get another blow off him to save my life. 

Dr. The jade is mad beyond all cure. 

Neigh, Ay, for none but a madwoman would long for a beating ; but 
farewell, neighbours. I have done. 

Dr, You're an impertinent fellow to begin. Men that part ren- 
counters are often killed or hurt, and therefore you ought, neighbour, 
to be soundly cudgelled. [Beats him. 

Neigh. Nay, good neighbour, hold, hold ! 

Isa, You sec he has taken off his anger from me, and now you 
must have all the sweet blows, you rascal ! 

Dr, So he shall, for if I had known thou had'st longed for a 
beating, thou shouldst not have had a blow to Ve saved thy life ; but 
you shall have it. [Beats him again. 

Neigh. Hold, hold, hold ! If ere I part man and wife, if ere I put 
my hand betwixt the bark and the tree again, may my fingers bear 
fruit and the boys rob my orchard ! A woman to long for a beating ? 
What a blessing 'twere if all our wives would long so ! 

[Exit Neighbour. 

Dr, Now I know you long for a beating, wife, lest you should 
miscarry, I '11 beat you wonderfully. 

Jsa. Hold, hold ! my longing is over indeed. 
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JServ. How is it pray ? — Egad I shall be a rich Man, for I '11 keep the 
Money to myself. [Aside. 

Wife. Why you must beat him soundly, or he '11 not own any thing 
of the Matter ; try first with good Words, but I know that will be to no 
purpose ; but you may try, however, you '11 find him in the Wood-yard 
binding of Faggots. I 'd advise you to make what hafite you can, for I 
can assure you he is a Man of wondrous Skill, but be sure don't spare 
his Bones till he confesses it. 

Serv. I '11 warrant you I '11 make him confess it with a Devil to him, 
if beating will do it. [Ea:it. 

Wife. So now shall I have sufficient Revenge ; 
The old Jiaw says give Eye for Eye, 

And Tooth for Tooth restore ; 
Then beat him well for beating me, 
And I desire no more. 



F, Page 398. 

Liicy, in The Dumb Lady^ has thus imitated Moli^re's The Physician 
in spite of himself {Act i.. Scene 5). Valere is called Jarvis, and Lucas 
Softhead. 

Enter Jarvis and Softhead to her. 

Softhead. We may search long enough ; the devil a wise man that I 
can find or hear of. 

Jarvis, Ay, but, sir, you must know there be several sorts of wise 
men ; and our business is to find out a wise physician. 

ha. Either the proverb's false or the devil's very dull, for he has 
helped me to no invention yet. {Aside. 

Soft. But all the professed doctors which we take to be wise physicians 
have given her over, you see. 

Jar. Ay, but there may be skilful and wise men in physic that do 
not profess it. 

Soft. You say very tnie, for I w^as cured once o' th' bellyache by an 
old woman and a warm trencher, when all the doctors i* th' town had 
given me over. 

Isa. God-a-mercy, devil ; I have it, i' faith ! These gentlemen have 
given me a hint for a revenge upon my barbarous husband. Gentlemen, 
I overheard your discourse, and I find you are in great distress for a 
wise physician. 

S<yft. What then ? does such a country creature as thou know anything 
that's wise ? 

Isa. I know not what your worship means by wise. 

Soft. I dare swear thou dost not, for I, that am a squire, scarce know 
myself. 
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l8a. Of a certain, nothing else, sir. 

Jar, I would some doctors I know could be brought to that : I 
would want no physic, nor he should want no fees, 'i faith ! 

ha. Gentlemen, you*ll find him in the wood with a leather apron, 
and a hammer by his side, as if he were a real smith ; and he studies as 
much to be a farrier now as formerly a physician. And as his drink 
was altogether wine before, now, farrier-like, he studies all sorts of ale, 
and drinks them soimdly, too. So farewell, gentlemen ; you'll find all 
things true as I have said, and my rascal, I hope, will be cudgelled from 
a farrier to a doctor. [Exit Isdbd 

Jar, Why this is such an humorous physician as yet I have not 
heard of. 

Soft. 'Slid, we should have asked the woman one thing : it may be 
he delights to be beaten with one sort of cudgel more than another. 

Jar, We'll be so civil as to ask him that, if he puts us to it. 
But come, let us into the wood and find him out. 

Soft, Hark ! I hear the trees burl* in the wood. 'Slid, here's a 
man coming towards us ; I hope 'twill prove the doctor. 

Jar, By mass ! he has a leather apron on, and a hammer by his side. 

Soft, 'Tis he I What if we cudgel him before we speak to him. 

Jar, Not for the world, sir ; that would be rude indeed. 



G, Page 398. 

Fielding, in The Mock Doctor, has nearly literally followed the fifth 
scene of the first act of Moliere's play. Lucas is called Harry ; Valdre, 
James ; and Martine, Dorcas. 

SCENE IV, 

Enter Harry, James, aixd Dorcas. 

Har, Were ever two fools sent on such a message as we are, in quest 
of a dumb doctor. 

Jam. Blame your own cursed memory, that made you forget his 
name. For my part, I'll travel through the world rather than return 
without him ; that were as much as a limb or two were worth. . . . 

Dor, Can I find no invention to be revenged ? — Heyday ! who are 
these? 

Jam, Harkye, mistress, do you know where — where — where doctor 
what-d'ye-call-him lives ? 

Dor, Doctor who ? 

Jam, Doctor — Doctor — what's his name ? 

Dor, Hey ! wliat, has the fellow a mind to banter me ? 

Har, Is there no physician hereabouts famous for curing dumbness. 

Dor, I fancy you have no need of such a physician, Mr Impertinence. 

* Rattle. 
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Both. Oh most wonderful ! 

i/ey. Hey ! gad, James, we*ll drub him out of a pot of this ointment. 

Jmn, But can he cure dumbness ? 

Dor. Dumbness ! why the curate of our parish's wife was bom dumb, 
and the doctor, with a sort of wash, washed her tongue 'till he set it 
a-going, so that in less than a month's time she out-talked her husband. 

Har. This must be the very man we were sent after. 

Dor. Yonder is the very man I speak of. 

Jam. What, that he yonder ? 

Dor. The very same. — he has spy*d us, and taken up his bill. 

Jam. Come, Harry, don't let us lose one moment. — Mistress, your 
servant ; we give you ten thousand thanks for this favour. 

Dor. Be sure and make good use of your sticks. 

Jam. He shant want that. [Exeunt. 

H, Page 399. 

This scene from Moli^re's The Physician in spite of him^f (Act i., 
Scene 6) has thus been imitated by Fielding in The Mock Doctor (Act i., 
Scene 6) ; Sganarelle is called Gregory. 

Another part of the }yood. 
Enter James, Harrt, and Gregort. 

Greg. 'Tis most confounded hot weather. Hey ! who have we here ? 

Jam,. Sir, your most obedient humble servant. 

Oreg. Sir, your servant 

Jam. We are mighty happy in finding you here. 

Greg. Ay, like enough. 

Jam. 'Tis in your power. Sir, to do us a very great favour. — ^We 
come. Sir, to implore your assistance in a certain a£fair. 

Greg. If it be in my power to give you any assistance, masters, I am 
very ready to do it. 

Jam. Sir, you are extremely obliging — ^but, dear Sir, let me beg you'd 
be cover'd, the sun will hurt your complexion. 

Har. For heaven's sake, Sir, be cover'd. 

Greg. These should be footmen, by their dress ; but should be cour- 
tiers, by their ceremony. [Aside. 

Jam. You must not think it strange. Sir, that we come thus to seek 
after you ; men of your capacity will be sought after by the whole world. 

Greg. Truly, gentlemen, though I say it, that should not say it, I have 
a pretty good hand at a faggot. 

Jam. O dear Sir ! 

Greg. You may, perhaps, buy faggots cheaper otherwhere ; but if 
you find such in all this country, you shall have mine for nothing. To 
make but one word tlien with you, you shall have mine for ten shillings 
a hundred. 
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J.im. IVn'i Ulk in th«t manner, I dMire yon. 

ft-iy. I o-mld not wU Vm ft penny cheaper, if twas to bit bii 

J.ti*. IWr Sir, we know you very well — don't jest wich m 

(••nj. Tiuth. iDftit«r, I am ao much in earnest, that I can't 1 
hrihitif. 

.'.!■•. O pnr. Sir. leave this iiUe discoarae. — Qm a pason, I 
arntiw liim*eir in thin manner! Can « leamed and bmoat pt 
likip y..«, trj- 1.> tliKguiae himaelf to the world, and bnir aoeh fin 
in tW w...,i. t 

(.'•>y. Tho fellow'i a fooL 

^■»"». Ijft me inUvAt you. Sir, not to divemble with oa. 

/i.t'. ll i« in rain. Sir ; we knowfwhat yon are. 

(■'»>»f, Kuow what you are ! what do you know of me I . 

.'.!-* Why, we know you, Sir. to be a Fery gnat phyndan. 

i.-»'j. rhyiuoiaii in yinir teeth ! I a physician ! 

.'.iM, TV fit i« on him.— — Sir, let me beseech too to ooneol 
*rlf n>i 1ti>i|^T, aih) otihge us to you know what 

'■■n:\ IVvil uke me, if I know what. Sir.— But I know tki 
Tm iw |ih>-!tioiMii. 

niui>t procwii to the usual remedy, I Sitd. And so \ 
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*, Y.Hi arv no pliysiciau ? 
iJ. X.\ 1 t.-ll you. 
t. MVIl, if we must, we must 

". Oil ' >>h ; tioiittemeu! Oentleraen ! wliat areyc 
1 wli.Al<'(iT yi'ii ]ili<iu« to h.ive me. 
I. Will uill I. Ill ulilip'ua, Sir, fo this violence f 
, \\|ij n ill you fiiiw lis to this troublesome remedy I 
.. I .wmv y.iii. Sir. it pvm mc a great deal ot pain. 
,. I .■.«iir,- y.m. Sir, .-.iid so it does me. But pray, gentlemen, 
h-nwui Ihal y.iii h.ive a mind to make a physician of meF 
,.,.»!, Whni ! ihi y.iu deny your being a physician aeain t 
l.•r.^,, And t\u' devil f^ik. nu- it I am. . 

H.,r V.«i«>v.i.>i.hy«ioi.in) 

(t'^r Mny 1 U> ... it I am. [Tiey Beat him^ Ob !— oh '-] 
ir<iitl.'iiii<ii ! (th ! fur heaveu-H wke ; I am a physician, and an ape 
nii> t.Hi. i{ y.iii"lt iLive uie : I bad rather be any thing, than be kno 
ii'lliK 1ii>nd. 

.^iiii. I»i'«r Sir, I am rejoiced to see you come to your senses ■ I 
)<iiiili<ii iKii IlioiiHind times for what you Imve forced us to, 

I.;-,-.,. \\;\u>)m 1 mil dra-ived myself, and am a ph%-sician with 
kiKivhigit. 1lii1,dcnr}p-utluiiien, areyouceriain I'm a pbvaician J 
■fiuH, \iv, (he ([ri'ittest jihyaiciaii in the world. 
l/tiy. Iiiilemlt 
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Har, A physician that has cured all sorts of distempers. 

Oreg. The devil I have ! 

Jam, That has made a womxm walk about the room after she was 
dead six hours. 

Har, That set a child upon its legs immediately after it had broke 
'em. 

Jam, That made the curate's wife, who was dumb, talk faster than 
her husband. 

Har, Look ye, Sir, you shall have content ; my master will give you 
whatever you will demand. 

Chreg, Shall I have whatever I will demand ? 

Jam, You may depend upon it 

Oreg, I am a physician, without doubt — I had forgot it, but I begin 
to recollect myself. — Well — and what is the distemper I am to cure ? 

Jam, My young mistress. Sir, has lost her tongue ! 

Oreg. The devil take me if I have found it. — But come, gentlemen, if 
I must go with you, I must have a ph3rsician's habit ; for a physician 
can no more prescribe without a full wig, than without a fee. [Exeunt, 



I, Page 402. 

Mrs Centlivre, in Lovers Contrivance (Act iv.. Scene 1), has thus imi- 
tated the last scene of the first act of Moli^re's The Physician in spite 
of hijMelf, 

Scene, a Wood-yard, Martin singing, binding of Faggots, with 

his Bag and Bottle by him. 

Enter two Servants. 

\st Serv, This must be he. 

2dServ. He looks more like a Gold-finder than a Doctor ()ome, 

let*s speak to him. 

1st Serv, Speed your work, honest man. 

Mart. Thank you, thank ye, Friend. [Sings on, 

{Martin seeing them come near him, removes his Bag and 
Bottle i* other side.) 
2d Serv, We are come upon earnest Bussiness to you. Sir. [Tliey go on 

the other side, he moves his Bag and Bottle again. 
Mart. 1 don't like your Business, you look as if you were a sharp 
set [Aside], From whom pray 1 

(One goes on tlie one side, and Mother on the other ; he 
Tnfives his Bag and Bottle between his legs,) 
\st Serv, From Mr SclfwiU. 

Mart. Ha, about Faggots, I suppose ; I promise you there is not 
better in England than what I sell 
2d Serv, No, Sir, he has heard of your wondrous Skill 
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2d Serv. That you are a Doctor, Sir : We have heard what wondrous 
Cures you have done, tho' your Modesty won't let you own it ; but pray 
Sir, don*t stand to dispute, but come along with us. 

Mart, Cures ! ha, ha, ha ! you certainly have mistaken the Man ; 
why do I look as if I was a Doctor ? 

1st Serv. 'Tis no Matter what you look like. Sir, we know you are 
one, therefore pray come along, or we shall make you. 

Mart, Ay, you may make me go along with you, if you will, but 
you*ll never make a Doctor of me I can tell you. 

2d Serv. Nor you won't own it 1 [Slaps him over the back. 

Mart. Own what, Grentlemen, what do you mean 1 

1st Serv, To make you confess. [Strikes him. 

Mart, What must I confess ? 

2d Serv. Your Skill. 

Mart, Skill, Grentlemen ! I confess all the skill I have is in Faggot 
making, in good faith. Masters. 

1^ Serv, We shall make you alter your note, Mr Faggot-maker, ere 
we have done with you. [Both beat him. 

Mart, Hold, hold. Gentlemen, I am 

2d Serv, Oh ! have we found the way to make you speak Truth. 

Mart. But a Faggot-maker [Looking pitifully, 

1st Serv, Again at your Shifts ; we were told, indeed, that you must 
be soundly beaten ere you would own it. [Thei/ beat him soundly. 

Mart, Oh ! hold, hold, I am a Doctor, Gentlemen, I beg your Par- 
dons. 

2d Serv. Sir, your humble Servants ; now we honour you, be pleas'd 
to be cover'd, Sir. 

Mart. By no Means, Sir. 

2d Serv. O ! by all Means, Sir, pray, put on your Hat 

Mart. Sir, your humble Servant, Sir : [Comically,'] Pray, what 
Distemper has your young Lady, Sir ? 

2d Serv, She*s dumb, Sir. 

Mart. Dumb ! good lack, good lack I wish my Wife was so. 

[Aside. 

2d Serv. She was struck dumb, just as she was going to be married 
to Sir Toby Doubtful ; and they were forced to put off the Marriage, 
because she cou*d not say after the Parson. 

Mart, Say you so, a very hard case truly. — This may be a very 
lucky Hit for my Master Bellmie ; for I suspect she*s not dumb in ear- 
nest. [Aside, 

2d Serv. Well, Sir, do you think you can do her any good ? 

Mart, Why, Masters, I'll use my Endeavours, since you have got 
the secret out, I'll assure you ; and I don't question but to bring her 
to her speech again. 

1st Serv, Say you so. Sir, pray come along quickly then. [ExeuiU, 

III. 2 F 
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J, Page 405. 

Lacy in The Dumb Ijady, has thus imitated the last scene of the 
first act of Molibres play. 

Jarvis. Save you, sir. 

Dren/:h. Save me, sir ? Spare your compliment tiU Pm dying, and 
then I'll thank you for *t. 

Softhead. By the heart of a horse, I like him for that ; for what 
should a man be saved for till he is dead, you know 1 

Jar. Sir, in short, we come, having business with you, to pay you 
all the respect and reverence that's due to your worship. 

Ihr. Resi>ect, reverence, and worship ! You're very merry, gentle- 
men. Pray you, sir, what part of me is it that you find worshipful ? 

Jar. Oh, sir, it is your virtues that we admire. 

Dr. Virtue ! I never heard the word in my life ; no nor the use on't. 

Soft. Tliou speak'st like an honest man, for, by my troth, I see no sign 
of virtue about thee. 

Jar. 'Slid, you'll spoil all to be so blunt with him. Sir, we under- 
stand you are a great doctor. 

J)r. I understand myself to be a great horse-doctor, sir. 

Soft. But pray you, sir, be a man-doctor for my sake. By this cudgel, 
it will be the better for you, if you knew all ! 

Jar. Sir, in short, we know you to be a famous doctor of Padua, and 
we wish you would leave these abject thoughts of being a farrier, and 
follow your own worthy profession of physic. 

7>r. Now you provoke me, sir. Do you think a farrier inferior to a 
physician ? He is the son of a mare tliat thinks a horse has not as 
manv diseases as a man. 

Soft. And he is the son of a . . . that thinks a squire has not as 
many diseases as a horse. And, friend, tiike heed how you make com- 
parisons, for you '11 have all the squires i' the country about yoiu* ears 
upon this score. 

I)r. Country squires I shall deal well enough with, and I shall 
justify a horse has more diseases than a squire, and take the honour of 
knighthood to help you. 

Soft. You lie ! and for the honour of squirehood PU die a virgin 
martyr ! [Offers to draw. 

Jar. Hold, hold, sir ! the latter end of a squire's argument is still 
quarrelling. 

Soft. Without quarrelling, then, I'll prove that squire and squiress 
have more diseases than a horse. 

Dr. Ay, with the diseases of their own, that nature never meant 
them, I grant you. 

Soft. And first, I prove a squiress, that is, a woman, may be dumb. 

Dr. And I answer, a horse cannot speak — set that against that 
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And yet I'll undertake to make a horse speak before you shall make a 
woman dumb, sir. 

Jot, Good squire, let us mind our business. In short, sir, will you 
own your profession % Are you a doctor or no ? 

Dr, A . . . doctor ! I am a downright farrier. I can give you a 
drench, or cut you for the staggers when you 're drunk ; I have no more 
learning than a horse. Pray open my head, and see if you can find a 
physician thei«. 

Jar, Since no means but the extremity will make you own your pro- 
fession, we will cudgel you with as much compliment as we can, sir. 

Soft, A cudgel is but a coarse compliment, I confess. 

Dr, Hey, good boys, i' faith ! What a devil mean you, gentlemen 1 

Jar, Squire, do you strike the first blow. 

Soft, No ; do you, Jarvis, for the firat blow will bear an action, you 
know ; and thou 'rt a poor fellow, he can recover nothing of thee. 

Dr, What a devil's the matter ] 

Jar, Fall on, fall on ! Will you confess yourself a doctor ? 

\BeaU him, 

Dr, Hold, hold, hold I I will be a physician ! 

Jar, Will you own you are one, sir ] [Beats him again, 

Dr, I am one, I am one ! Hold, I am a very good physician ; I feel 
I am. 

£nter Isabel. 

I»a, Yes, gentlemen, he is a rare physician ; and would confess it, 
too, but that he would not lose the pleasure of a cudgel, for once a week 
he longs for a beating. Now you and I are even, sir. [Exit Isabel, 

Dr, Is this your design ? I'll be revenged you jade, to the purpose. 
If I should say she is my wife, and that I'm a very blacksmith, they'd 
not believe me ; 'twere but the way to be cudgelled again. 

Jar, Nay, come, sir. What ! are you falling into a relapse again ? 

Dr, No, no ; hold ! As the woman says, I am a doctor. 

Jar, Ay, and so famous, that you can take off broken limbs and set 
them on sound again. 

Dr, Well, I will own all this rather than have my bones broken. 
And, now I remember, you fetched me once before out of this great 
wood, in Plato's great year, as my master called it. 

Soft, Pray you, sir, how long is that since ? 

Dr, Why, next strawberry time, it will be complete six and thirty 
thousand years. 

Jar, Ho, boy ! 

Dr, Ay, and I remember I poisoned somebody at your request 

Jar, No, Sir, I do not remember that 

Dr, But I do, sir ; by the same token you gave me a hundred 
pieces for a bribe, tied up in a laoed handkerchief. 

Jar, I remember now as well as can be. 
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Soft But I do not remember I hired him to poison anybody, nor do 
I remember I'm six-aud-thirtj thousand years old. . . . Plato's great 
year, and his little year too ! 

Jar, Pray, sir, remember your mistress will ne 'er be cored else. 

Soft, Nay, Hither tlian so, I will remember anything. 

Jar. Look you there, sir ; you see we both remember ; therefore, I 
pray you, go with us to cure a distressed lady. 

Dr. My business in physic is killing, not curing, I assure you ; for 
as there is your man-tailor and your woman-tailor, so there is your 
killing doctor, and your curing doctor — distinct professions, I asBure 
you. 

Jar. But, sir, you must own curing as well as killing, or else we shall 
court you "with a cudgel again. 

Soft. As we did in Plato's great year, you know, Jands. 

Dr. I do not remember that ye beat me then. 

Soft. But I remember it ; by the same token you gave me my laced 
handkerchief back when you had put the gold in your pocket. 

Dr. Now I do remember. Hold, hold ! [Offers to beat him\ I do 
own curing, and, since there is no remedy, I confess I am a doctor ; 
but if all men should take their degrees as I have done, we should 
liave but small commencements. I once served a mountebank, and 
have some of his canting terms, and for aught I know, may prove as 
good a physician as if I'd served an apprenticeship at Padua. Well, 
gentlemen, what disease is it I must cure ? 

Soft. You mu.st help a lady that is dumb, and has lost her speech. 

Dr. How, dumb, and lost her speech too ! That's a great work. If 
she had only lost her speech, I could have cured her, or if she had been 
but dumb ; but to be dumb and speechless too, her case is very 
desj)crate. Would I'd my wife and all the neighbourhood at that lock ! 

Jar. But we must entreat your utmost skill, for 'tis a sad thing for a 
woman to be 8i)eechless. 

Dr. Ay, and dumb ; but 'tis a sadder thing for a man to be a fool, 
for certainly he is a changeling that has a dumb "wife and would have 
her sj>eak again. Are you in love with a woman's sting ? 

Jar. Why do you call it a ating, sir ? 

Dr. Because, sir, a woman has no tongue ; they 're tongues in men's 
mouths, but they 're Ciillod stings in women. 

Jar. But, sir, this lady never spoke an angry word — ^not so much as 
to a Hcrvjint ! 

Dr. But she will do if I cure her, for I 've an unlucky hand that 
way ; yet for her sweet disposition's sake I'll preserve her. And now 
I'll answer to the name of doctor with as much confidence as a quack 
dressed uj) in all his ignonmce. 

Soft. Will ignorance make men confident ? 'Slid, would I 'd a little 
ignorance too ! 

Jar. Ay, if you had but a little, 'twere very well, sir- 
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Dr. Let me see how to behave myself like a doctor, now. I will first 
take your mistress by the pnlse, and look up gravely at the ceiling all 
the while ; then ask what she took last . . . and there's half a doctor's 
work. Then I'll prescribe something that will neither do hurt nor 
good, so leave her to luck ; and there 's the other half of the doctor. 
Then, to amuse the people, I 'U give her the powder of a dried dock-leaf 
with apothecaries' hard name to it ; and if that will not mend her, I '11 
give her a drench, for women have sturdy stomachs, and why not as 
strong of constitution as horses ? 

Soft. Heart of a horse, thou 'rt a delicate mad doctor ! Sirrah, wilt 
thou give her a drench ? 

Dr, Why, a drench is a potion, and a potion is a drench ; only the 
distinction is, when you put it into a horn, then 'tis a drench for a horse ; 
and when you put it into a vial-glass, 'tis a potion for a man. Nay, I'll 
discover all their cheats. 

Come, my Squire Softhead, never fear thy wench, 
She shall be cured by learned Dr Drench. 

K, Page 405. 

Molidre's first scene of the second act is imitated by Lacy in the 
same scene of the same act of The Dumb Lady; G^ronte is called Ger- 
nette, and Jacqueline Nurse. 

Enter Gkrnettb, Softhead, Jarvis, and Nurse. 

Oeniette. And is he so famous a physician, say you ? 

Jarvis. Why, sir, Esculapius, as you call him, is a mere mountebank 
to him. 

Softhead. Ay, and that fellow Galen Hippocrates, as you call him, 
not worthy to be his apothecary. He can conjure, for he 'U cure a wooden 
leg, make it fiesh and blood, and set you up sound again ! 

Jar. Nay, if he like your pulse, he 'U give you a lease of your life for 
term of years. 

Nurse. I would he would give me three lives in mine, and begin them 
all at fifteen again. 

Jar. Is not one life sufficient to make a man a cuckold, but you 'd 
have three to do it in ? 

Nur. Yes, because I'd make thee a monster, that my child and I may 
live upon showing thee. 

Oer, You talk of wonders ; I long to see him. 

Jar. He is i' th' next room, sir ; but 'tis the maddest doctor, and of 
the strangest humours. 

Soft. So he is, for, by the heart of a horse, we were fain to bribe him 
with a cudgel before he would own being a doctor. 

Nur. A downright sir reverence of a doctor ! I say, get her a 
worthy husband, and say I told you so. 
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(Jer. You 're a foolish woman, and talk of that you understand not. 

Nur. Understand not ? Sure I should know what a woman wants 
as well as you. I say again . . . get her a good husband ! A plaster 
of true love clapped to her will do her more good than senna or rhubarb. 

Ger. Did I not provide her a good husband ? Was she not to many 
the Squire here 1 

Nur, A precious morsel of him ! How came you to be a Squire . . . 
with your soft head, and your little head, and your no head at all ? 

Soft, Bear witness, she says I have no head at all ! 

Nur. Thou mayest take it and throw it to the dogs for any brains 
there 's in 't 

Soft. I will not call you . . . gentlewoman, but, by the heart of a 
horse, your husband's a cuckold ; and he is not only an English cuckold^ 
but also an Italian cuckold . . . 

Nur, Sirrah, cudgel him, or lie in the truckle-bed aU thy life ! 

Jar. V 11 rather cudgel thee, for I believe every word he says. 

Nur. For shame ! Proffer her a husband of her own choosing. Let 
her have Leander ! 

Ger. She shall never be his Hero. 

Nur. If she perish in the Hellesiwnt, at your peril ! 

Ger, Hellespont % — how came you by that fine word ? 

Nur. Honestly enough. 

Jar. As honestly as you came by your child, I think. 

Nur. I have seen Mr Hellespont in a puppet-show, and Hero, and 
Leander too. 

Ger. Talk no more of Leander, I know him not ; but whoe'er he be, 
he is not to be compared with the Squire here for wealth. 

Nur. Is your Squire boobe, loobe, poope, to stand with Leander for 
parts and i>er8on ? 

Soft. Grant me patience, for I have much ado to forbear calling you 
. . . forsooth ! 

Nur, Do, if thou diir'st ! Is wealth to be named the same day with 
love ? I scorn that comparison, though l*m o* th' wrong side o' th' teens, 
i' faith. 

Ger. Hast thou any sense of the fopperies of love left ? 

Nur. Dost thou call sweet love foppery ? Though thou 'rt my master, 
thou *rt a beast. Go, go to bed and die ; what dost thou in this world ? 
Let the doctors give him physic ; nobody else has need on 't. 

Jar. You 're very bold with your master, wife . . . 

Ger. Go, give your child suck, for that 's your talent, and meddle no 
more. 

Jar, That 's another sign 'tis none of my child, for why should he be 
so careful to have the child suck if it were not his own ? 

Soft. Look you, friend, your wife has abused me . . . Oh, here oome*s 
our delicate, humoursome doctor, i* faith ! 
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L, Page 4(>9. 

Fielding, in The Mock Doctor (Act ii., Scene 8), has imitated afi follows 
the third scene of the second act of The Physician in spite of himr 
sdf ; G^ronte is called Sir Jasper James. 

Eruer Gregory and Harry. 

Har» Sir, this is the doctor. 

Sir Jos. Dear Sir, you're the welcomest man in the world. 

Greg, Hippocrates says, we should both be cover'd. 

Sir Jos, Ha ! does Hippocrates say so ? In what chapter, pray 1 

Greg. In his chapter of hats. 

Sir Jos. Since Hippocrates says so, I shall obey him. 

Greg, Doctor, after having exceedingly travelled in the highway of 
letters 

Sir Jos, Doctor ! pray whom do you speak to ? 

Greg. To you, doctor. 

Sir Jos. Ha, ha ! 1 am a knight, thank the king's grace for it : 

but no doctor. 

Greg. What, youVe no doctor ? 

Sir Jas. No, upon my word. 

Greg. You're no doctor \ 

Sir Joi. Doctor ! no. 

Greg, There — 'tis done. [BecUs him. 

Sir Jas. Done, in the deviFs name ! what's done ? 

Greg. Why now you are made a doctor of physic — I am sure it's 
all the degrees I ever took. 

Sir Jas, What devil of a fellow have you brought here ? 

Jam. I told you. Sir, the doctor had strange whims with him. 

Sir Jas. Whims, quotha ! egad, I shall bind his physicianship over 

to his good behaviour, if he has any more of these whims. 

Greg. Sir, I ask pardon for the liberty I have taken. 

Sir Jas. Oh ! it's very well, it's very well for once. 

Greg. I am sorry for those blows. 

Sir Jas. Nothing at aU, nothing at all, Sir. 

Greg. Which I was obliged to have the honour of laying on so thick 
upon you. 

Sir Jas. Let's talk no more of 'em, sir. — My daughter, doctor, is fallen 
into a very strange distemper. 

Greg, Sir, I am overjo/d to hear it : and I wish with all my heart, 
you and your whole family had the same occasion for me, as your 
daughter, to shew the great desire I have to serve you. 

Sir Jas. Sir, I am obliged to you. 

Greg. I assure you. Sir, I speak from the very bottom of my souL 

Sir Jas. I do believe you, Sir, from the very bottom of mine. 
Greg. What is your daughter's name ? 
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some a wife, and your wife for having so worthy a husband. Your 
breasts, sweet nurse 

Jar. Pray you, hold, sir ! Half this courtesy would serve. 

Loot, Worthy sir, I cannot declare enough how much Pm your 
servant ! Delicate breasts, nurse. \Hu hands upon her breasts still. 

Nur. At your service. 

Jar. Oh, devil take you, sir ; let my wife's breasts alone I 

Doct. Sweet sir, I must see her breasts ; it is the doctor^s duty to look 
to the nurse's milk. 

Jar. You shall not look to her milk . . . 

Doct, You will not hinder me from following my profession. . . . 

Jar. My wife is sound and well, and shall have no doctor. 

Doct. Sir, I know you're a man of sense, and I beseech you hear 
reason. A sweet nurse ! 

Nur. Oh, dear Doctor ! 

Jar. . . . Give me my wife, sir . . . 

Nur. Now, good husband, take physic ... In troth, sir, he is always 
so fretful, and so cholericly jealous ! 

Jar. Pll make you an example ! 

Doct. Such another word, and I'll put thee in a fever, and keep thee 
in't a year. I tell thee, fellow, thy wife is not well. . . . Prithee be 
sick, Nurse. 

Nur. Yes, sir, I am sick . . . 

Jar. You are no more sick than I am housewife ! 

Nur. Sure the doctor knows better than you or I whether I be sick 
or no . . . 

Jar. My master is coming, or I'd give you such a gentle gentile ! 

N, Page 412. 

Lacy, in The Dumb Lady^ thus imitates the third and sixth scenes of 
the second act of Molidre's The Physician in spite of himself. 

Enter old Gernette, his Daughter led in by ServantSy and 

Squire Softhead. 

Oer. Sir, I have brought my daughter; and I beseech your best care 
of her, for the world's gone with me if she die. 

Doct. Hold, sir ! People do not die so easily without the help of a 
physician. 

Oer. A notable droll, and puts me in great comfort. 

Doct. Is this she 1 A very pretty patient, and one a man may ven- 
ture on in sickness or in health. Come on, sir, let me feel your ptdse ! 

Oer, I am not sick, sir. 

Doct. But your daughter is, therefore give me your pulse. Why, by 
your pulse, I find your daughter is dumb ! 

Nur, Oh dear 1 how he hits on 't ! 
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Jar. IlitH on 't ? YonM Iw hit on *t too, woiil<l you ? He mav think 
hiH knowing on 't iK'fon*. 

iii'r. Hut, nil*, 'tin Htninge that you Bhoiild kno'w my daughters disease 
by my pulrte. 

y>cx7. Sympathy doon it, I find you have no faith here in the sympa- 
thrtical powdtT, thcrefon' cjinnot know our sympathetical way of prac- 
tice. Whon any man or woiuiui iH nick in Greenland, they always send 
the next of kin to tho doctor ; and by that pulse the disease is known 
and tht» jKitiont curiHl. 

aVo/V. Tniv, I)<H"tor, ft»ol whether I Imj dumb or no. 

A'wr. Iit*t me fet'l your pulMe, husbjuid, Oh, I am sick, and the Doc- 
tor muHt phynic me, or I die . . . 

iSfr. Hut what mav W the cauHe, think you, of her dumbness 7 

yAw•^ Why, Hir, aooonling to the nense of Aristotle 

(Ar. AriHtotle wiia a philosopher, sir. 

y>(A<'^ Ay, and a physician t<M> ; 1 know what I say. Heart ! I bad 
like to have l>een gravellM ! 1 nay again, according to the sense of 
HiplMH'niteH. 

f/»r. Av, marrv, sir, he was a phvsiciiUi indeed. 

• • ' * I ft 

/>»*<7. Ay, and a philosopher too ; therefore no matter 'which of their 
opinions I take. 

•Air. Hv mv trotli, I think so too. 

/>o<7. And therefons as 1 said at first, accortiing to the sense of Aris- 
totle, women are dund> Iwcause they caimot 8]>eak . . . 

f/rr. Hut, sir, are then* numy n*iisons for dumbness in a woman ? 

/>ix7. Sevend, sir. A woman may be dumb when she has no mind 
t<» s|M>ak ; and she may sjH'ak when nol>ody has a mind to hear her. 
This is natural pliilosopliy, now. 

iii'i'. Why, you spoak as if it wtTe suUenness in their sex, and not a 
defert in nature, n«»r otluT aooidcnt, 

Doct. I do so. In some ronianee, perhai)s, you may have re^wl of a 
woman's lu'lui^duml* ; but sure no man seriously ever heard of a woman 
that eould not speak. 

A///\ lie is i' th' right, i' faith ; this is the d(Ktor of doctors, i'faith. 

Jitr. Again the DiK'tor \ 1 would he were hung about thy neck I 

Nnr, Hy my tivth, so would I, to determine thy jealousy ! 

iicr. Hut pray you, sir, why should you think a woman cannot be 
dund) \ 

IhH't. Why, sir, vour men that have endeavoured to find out the 
jK'rjH^tual motion have eome near it, I confess, with their clocks and 
|)endulums ; but Arist«»tle siiys. Fix a dial-plate to a woman's mouth. 
an«l if the jK^rpetual motion be not there, let them never hope to find it : 
and if it l>e then\ 'tis infallible a woman cannot l)e dumb. . . . 

(fVr. Hut touching the cause of my child's di^ase, sir. 
Doct. Why, you must know, her dumbness may proceed from the 
string-holt 
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Ger, The string-holt ! Why, that's a diseaae one of my horses has 
now in the stable. 

Boct. I grant you, sir ; but we of Padua call a lameness in the tongue 
the string-holt, from that very string which you call the greedy- worm. 
... I shall betray myself a farrier ! — [Jwofe.] — And this dumbness 
proceeds from a contraction or shrinking of that nerve or string, which 
shrinking proceeds from stomachous fumigations, which proceed from 
certain exhalations or influence of the stars, called in Arabic— do you 
understand Arabic ? 

Ger, Not a word— not, I sir. 

Doct. A gentleman, and not speak Arabic ! Why, where have you 
been bred ? 

Ger. I neither speak Arabic, Latin, nor any language but my mother 
tongue. 

Doct, What blessed luck is this for me ! How shall I do to explain 
it to you, then ? For optimum purgamentum, cantaridem, venetreclum 
— do you conceive me, sir % — vinum cum drammum, scirramoucha scru- 
pulum ; and this is just your daughter's case, sir. 

Nur, Hoboy, Doctor ! he claws it away with Latin, i' faith ! 

Jar. Still commending the Doctor . . . 

Ger, Sure he's a learned man, if one could understand him. Pray 
you, if you please, state her case in English. 

Doct. Why, this is worse than all the rest. Why, you must know, 
sir, that the vapours passing from the right side, where lies the heart, 
into the left, where lies the liver, the lungs, which in Latin we call 
Armion, having communication with the brain, which in Greek we call 
Nazmathon, by intermedium of the Vena cava, which in Hebrew we 
call Kabshack, and in Arabic Helgoshob 

Nur. Thou beast ! when wilt thou know Eabshack and Helgoshob 1 
O most divine Doctor ! 

Jar, Divine ! Is it come to divinity now 1 Why, then, you hope 
to be saved by him . . . 

Ger. Eagshag \ Sir, I understand these tongues less than Latin. 

Doct. I'm sorry for 't, sir ; did you but know the sweet sound of 
Hebrew and Arabic, you would never speak your mother tongue again. 

Ger. Sir, I like your discourse well, only where you say the heart 
lies on the right side and the liver on the left, which is contrary to all 
anatomists I ever heard of. 

Doct. How shaU I answer this ... he makes me sweat ! — Why, sir, 
it is true that in time of health the heart lies on the left side, and in 
most diseases too ; but in dumbness, the heart by some strong passion 
being turned and whirled to the right side, till by art it be returned 
and whirled back to the left, neither man nor woman can possibly 
speak ; and that is the positive cause of all dumbness. 

A wr. O dear Doctor, I cry still ! 

Jar. Is it come to dear Loctor, now 1 Is he your dear . . . 



460 THE PHT8IC1AK IN SPITE OF HIMSELF. 

Oer. Sir, I am well ntiified. Now, if /ou pleaae, M m proond to 
the core of my danghter. 

Doct, Oh, thore't the point ! Why, there be mereaX wajyi to cue, 
and twice aa many waya to kill ; for we learned phyaksiaxia with too 
mwh atiidy have likely a worn in our heada, and when that wofm 
wrigg^ the mind alten, ao that we change our faahiona aa mndi ia 
physic aa the coart and gentry do their dothea. But oome, get my 
patient to her bed, and when ahe'a warm give her a Inaly doae of eopi 
and wine. 

€hr. How ! aopa and wine ! Sure that will make her dmnk, nr. 

DoeL Ilie better, air ; for when people are drunk, tliey are apt to 
apeak their minda. I work by natural cauaea. Tou aee by tke Tiitne 
(i| cakeaand wine how women tattle at a goonping. No man ever knew 
a dumb woman at a diriatening or a goadping but ahe talked befae ^ 
went away. 

Nwr. The Doctor'a i* th* right, HI be sworn ; I know It by experi- 
ence. O brave Doctor ! 

Jar, Brave Doctor .• . . 

Dod, So lead her to bed, and kt Nune drink with her to oountea- 
anoeher. 

Nwr, I will indeed, Mr Doctor ; I will be anre to obej your oooi- 

Doet, And when you have drunk smartly, brin^ me word how it 
worka,Num. 

Jar, Tou shall be hanged first, Doctor. 

Doot, And be sore. Nurse, come alone still ; for yon know riw may 
have something to say to me that is not fit for her husband to hear. 

Ger. Pray you take your fee, sir. 

DocL By no means ; no cure no money with me, air. But pray yon 
be careful of my patient, and be sure to send Nurse atiU to me. 

Oer, Sir, I shall send to you, but perhaps not Nurse . . . 

Doct. I hope I shall make that rogue mad for beating me. 

Nur, Your servant, Mr Doctor. 

Doct, Your servant, Nurse. [EUtunt. 

O, Page 417. 

The ninth scene of the second act of Fielding'a Thm Mod Dodor^ 
borrowed from The Phytician in spite of hinudf (Act iL, Scene 6) is 
as follows. Lucinde is called Charlotte, and Jacqueline ia the maid. 

Sir James. Sir, my daughter's here. 

Gregory. Is that my patient ? Upon my word ahe carries no dis- 
temper in her counteDauce ; and I fancy a healthy young fellow would 
sit very well upon her. 

Sir Ja$. You make her smile, doctor. 
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Oreg, So much the better ; 'tis a very good sign when we can 
bring a patient to smile ; it is a sign that the distemper begins to clarify, 
as we say. — Well, child, what's the matter with you ? what's your dis- 
temper? 

Charlotte. Han, hi, hon, han. 

Oreg, What do you say ? 

Char. Han, hi, han, hon. 

Oreg, What, what, what ? 

Char, Han, hi, hon. 

Oreg, Han ! Hon ! Honin ha ! — I don't understand a word she 
says. Han ! Hi ! Hon ! what the devil of a language is this ? 

Sir Ja9per, Why, that's her distemper, Sir ; she's become dumb, and 
no one can assign the cause ; and this distemper. Sir, has kept back her 
marriage. 

Oreg. Kept back her marriage ! why so ? 

Sir Jos, Because her lover refuses to have her till she's cured. 

Oreg, O lud I was ever such a fool, that would not have his wife 
dumb ! — would to heaven my wife was dumb, I!d be far from desiring 
to cure her. — Does this distemper, this Han, hi, hon, oppress her very 
much? 

Sir Jos, Yes, Sir. 

Greg, So much the better. Has she any great pains ? 

Sir Jos. Very great, 

Oreg, That's just as I would have it. Give me your hand, child. 
Hum — ha — a very dumb pulse indeed. 

Sir Jos, You have guess'd her distemper. 

Oreg. Ay, Sir, we great physicians know a distemper immediately : 
I know some of the college would call this the Boree, or the Coupee^ or 
the SinJtee, or twenty other distempers : but I give you my word. Sir, 
your daughter is nothing more than dumb— So I'd have you be very 
easy, for there is nothing else the matter with her — if she were not 
dumb, she would be as well as I am. 

Sir Joe. But I should be glad to know, doctor, from whence her 
dumbness proceeds ? 

Oreg, Nothing so easily accounted for. — Her dumbness proceeds 
from her having lost her speech 1 

Sir Jos. But whence, if you please, proceeds her having lost her 
speech? 

Oreg. All our best authors will tell you, it is the impediment of the 
action of the tongue. 

Sir Jas. But if you please, dear Sir, your sentiments upon that im- 
pediment. 

Oreg, Aristotle has upon that subject said very fine things ; very 
fine things. 

Sir Joe, I believe it, doctor. 

Oreg, Ah ! he was a great man ; he was indeed a very great man, 
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,Sir Jn.M. J ;i.-ik y/^ur fianion, .Sir. 

6V^y/. Oh, Sir ! thcre.H no Iiarm — y.m're ric't obliged to kiiuw iv 
rijiich ;iM wc; do, 

.SVr .A/j». Vtry true ; but doctor, whiit would you have done with my 

(jnti. Wli;it would I have done with her ? Whv, mv ad\-ice is. 
that you iniTiicdiat^'ly put her into a l>ed wami'd with a bnuss wamiiiig- 
pan ; wiuh<; her to drink one quart of Hi)ring water, niix'd with one pint 
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of brandy, six Seville oranges, and three ounces of the best double- 
refin'd sugar. 

Sir Ja8. Why, this is punch, doctor. 

Chreff. Punch, Sir! Ay, Sir; — and what's better than punch, to 
make people talk ? — Never tell me of your juleps, your gruels, your — 
your — this, and that, and t' other, which are only arts to keep a patient 
in hand a long time. — I love to do a business all at once. 

Sir Jos. Doctor, I ask pardon, you shall be obeyed. [Gives monej/. 

Greg. I'll return in the evening, and see what effect it has had on 
her. — But hold ! there's another young lady here, that I must apply 
some little remedies to. 

Maid, Who, me ? I was never better in my life, I thank you. Sir. 

Greg, So much the worse, madam, so much the worse — 'Tis very 
dangerous to be very well — for when one is very weU, one haa nothing 
else to do, but to take physic, and bleed away. 

Sir J<M, Oh strange ! Wliat, bleed, when one has no distemper. 

Greg, It may be strange, perhaps, but 'tis very wholesome. Be- 
sides, madam, it is not your case, at present, to be very well ; at least, 
you cannot possibly be weU above three days longer ; and it is always 
best to cure a distemper before you have it — or, as we say in Greek. 
digtemprum bestum est curare ante habestum, — What I shall prescribe 
you, at present, is to take every six hours one of these bolus's. 

Maid, Ha, ha, ha ! Why, doctor, these look exactly like lumps of 
loaf sugar. 

Greg. Take one of these bolus's, I say, every six hours, washing it 
down with six spoonfuls of the best Holland's geneva. 

Sir Jos, Sure, you are in jest, doctor. — This wench does not show any 
symptom of a distemper. 

Greg, Sir Jasper, let me tell you, it were not amiss if you yourself 
took a little lenitive physic ; I shall prepare something for you. 

Sir Jos. Ha, ha, ha ! No, no, doctor, I have escaped both doctors and 
distempers hitherto, and I am resolved the distemper shall pay me the 
first visit 

Greg, Say you so. Sir? Why then if I can get no more patients 
here, I must even seek 'em elsewhere, and so humbly heggo te Domine 
Domitii veniam gouiidi foras, [Exit, 

Sir Jos, Well, this is a physician of vast capacity, but of exceeding 
odd humours ! [£xit. 
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P, Page 419. 
Lftcy, in The Dumb Ladjf (Act il, last scene) imitates as foUowi 
Molidre*s The Physician in spite of himself (Act iL, Scene 9) ; Sganarelle 
is oallad the Doctor. 

Enter Doctor. 

Dod, By your favour, air, I was looking out at my window, and as I 
thought I saw a duel towards, so I came. 

Lecu To prevent it ? 

Doet, No, by my troth, sir ; my business is not to prevent wounds, but 
to cure 'em. Where is the other that fought you ? Nounze, you have 
mads quick despatch ; have you killed him and buried him already ? 

Lea, No ; he is gone very safe, and no wound about him but that of 
his honour. 

Doct, Was it not Squire Softhead, sir ? 

Zsok It was so, sir ; and how he has behaved himself you shall know 
anon. But, sir, I guess you are the doctor that undertakes the Dumb 
Ladyt 

Doct, I am so, sir. 

Zsok You're happily come, sir, for I have earnest business with yoo. 

Doct, Why, ay, the dulness of your eye show^a you have— let's see, 
let's see — a very dangerous and highflying pulse. 

Zsok I am not sick, sir. 

Doct. You are loth to confess . . . 

Lea, By my honour, not I, sir. 

Doct, Do not let it go too f ar . . . 

Lea. If you please, sir, I shall acquaint you with my business. Mv 
name, sir, is Leander ; perhaps you may have heard of me. 

Doct. I have heard of a naval knight called Sir Hero Leander • are 
you the man, I pray you ? 

Lea. You are merr>', sir, but my affair is serious. You have a dumb 
lady your jvitient to whom I am a servant, and she, sir, has an equal 
love for me. Now, being by her father barred of all means of oomim? 
together 

Doct You woiild have me do it, and so pimp for you ? 

Lea. Not i)inip, sir ; but I would fain oblige you to befriend us. 

Doct. Befriend us ? a modest phrase for pimping. I bemn to fimi 
that physic is but one part of a doctor's trade ; and I a>n^] ] ^^^ xh^ 
character of Chaiicer's seamstres.s, for says he, 

" She keeps a shop for countenance. 
But bawdeth for her sustenance," 
So I shall physic give for countenance. 
But pimping's my chief maintenance. 

Lea. Sir, I know you may bring me to the speech of her. I mean no 
pimping, sir. 
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Doct. Whatever you mean, the thing is the same, sir ; for how can I 
help you to the speech of her but I must bring you together? And if I 
bring you together, what's that but pimping, sir ? 

Lea, But I mean in the way of honesty, sir. 

Doct. Honesty] Indeed I have heard 'twill make men rich and 
brave, but I never heard of honesty in the case before. Sir, the profes- 
sion will not bear it. And would you make a pimp of a physician ? O 
most horrible indignity ! 

Lea, Pray you, sir, be pacified, and let this show you that I can be 
grateful [Gives him a purse, 

Doct. Is there a fee belonging to that part of a doctor too ? I begin 
now to think that pimping is no such scandalous thing as malicious men 
report it. Sir, you have given me such strong reasons to think so well 
on 't, that I believe none rail at it but such as would be glad of the em- 
ployment themselves. And, sir, as you call it, I will help you to the 
speech of her, or befriend you, or pimp for you. 

Lea, Your servant, sir. I must now reveal a secret to you. You 
must know, sir, the lady feigns this dumbness for love of me, and to 
avoid marriage with this Squire Softhead. 

Doct. I knew there was some trick in 't. Twere impossible else, 
either by nature, art or misfortune, a woman should be dumb ; for take 
a woman's tongue, and pluck it up by the roots, I'm sure in an hour an- 
other would grow i' th' room on 't. But come, sir ; you shall shift you, 
and pass for my apothecary. 

Lea, That I think an excellent way, and nothing better. 

Doct. We cannot miss to cure her now. I shall get credit as I am 

her physician, and money as I am your bringer together, or your pimping 

friend. 

Thus shall I be your advocate and protector. [Rinffs, 

And venerably called both bawd and doctor. 



Q, Page 421. 

Fielding, in Tlie Mock Doctor (Actii., Scene 11), thus imitates the last 
scene of the second act of Moli^re's play. 

Enter Leander and Grsqort. 
Oreg, Upon my word, this is a good beginning, and since- 



Lean. I have waited for you, doctor, a long time. I'm come to beg 
your assistance. 

Oreg. Ay, you have need of my assistance indeed. What a pulse is 
here ! What do you do out o' your bed ? [Feels his Pulse, • 

Lean, Ha, ha, ha ! doctor, you're mistaken ; I am not sick, I assure 
you. 

Greg. How, Sir ! not sick ! do you think I don't know when a man 
is sick, better than he does himself ? 
III. 2 G 
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/^/if. Jt i.-i jK/n.-^ible iiiipudence should have such %'irtuou3 eff ^ ? 

/Jfj^i. Yt.H ; vf't H/jiii'; men rail at impudence, and ftrk^>«>i- ;♦ - • 
...:,. , X ., . . , speak it naous, 
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doubtless the greatest blessing in the world, and most men do their 
business by it. 

Lea. But if you be so ignorant, sure impudence should not bear you 
out, especially in this learned profession. 

Boct. Oh, sir, it is the securest clack for ignorance of all arts ! Other 
professions are liable to miscarriages and questionable ; but the physician 
may kill from the fool to the senator, from the beggar to the blood-royal, 
and ne'er be called in question ; the dead was never so uncivil yet as to 
come out o* th' other world to complain of the physician. 

Lea. *Ti8 a sign they're civilly used where they are. But do you not 
study at all ? 

Doct. It needs not, for the great study of physic is come to nothing 
now but letting blood ; and it falls out well for me, that am a downright 
farrier ] 

Lea. How ! is your real profession a farrier ? 

Doct. Yes, faith ; and with the same fleams I let horse's blood I use 
my patients to ; and the horse's drench is the potion I give to men ; 
and I cure more than I kill, so that I am the only doctor that has found 
out horse and man to be of one constitution. 

Xea. But how comes letting of blood so much in fashion ? 

Doct. Oh, sir, 'tis & la mode Paris. If your com does but ache against 
rain, what says the doctor ? Let him blood. Nay, if you be troubled 
in conscience, they'll let you blood for that too. 

Lea. They let not blood for the small-pox, I hope ? 

Doct. But they do ; and 'tis the opinion of Padua that 'tis as sure a 
w^ay to kill as an old woman and saffron is to cure. 



S, Psige 422. 

Fielding has imitated this scene in his Mod' Doctor {Act ii.. Scene 12), 
as follows : — 

Enter Gregory, James, and Davy. 

Jam. [Speaking to Davy.] Fear not, if he relapse into his humours, 
I'll quickly thrajsh him into the physician again. — Doctor, I have brought 
you a patient. 

Davy. My poor wife, doctor, has kept her bed these six months 
[Gregory holds out his hand.^ If your worship would find out some 
names to cure her 

Oreg. "WTiat's the matter with her ? 

Davy. Why, she has had several physicians ; one says 'tis the dropsy ; 
another 'tis what-d'ye-call-it, the tumpany ; a thii^d says, 'tis a slow 
fever ; a fourth says, the rumatiz ; a fifth — 

Greg. What are the s3rmptoms ? 

Davy Symptoms, sir ? 
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Or9g. Ay, my, wbat don the complain off 

Davy, Why, she it always craring and craving for dzink, eats notUig 
at alL Then her legi are iwoird ap aa big aa a good handaome pQit»iwi 
aa cold they be aa a itone. 

Oreg. Come, to the pnrpote ; ipeak to the prnpoaoy my friend. 

[Holding out hu kead, 

Davy. Hie purpoae i% nr, that I am oome to aak what your wonhip 
plceiw to have done with her. 

Oreff. Pkhaw, pdiaw, pdiaw ! I doat nndentand cme word that yon 



JawL Hia wife is aicky doctor, and he haa broaght yoa a guinea for 
your advice. — Give it the doctor, friend. [/^vy givet ike Cfwua. 

Chrtg. Ay, now I nndentand yon : here's a gentleman explains the 
case. Yoa say your wife is sick of the dropsy ? 

2>Eny. Tes, an*t please your worship. 

Ortg. Well, I have made a shift to comprehend your meaning atlsst ; 
yoa have the stiangest way of describing a distemper. Ton say your 
wife is always calling for drink ; let her have as much aa she desirea, 
she can't drink too much ; and, dy'e hear? give her this piece of cheeee. 

Da9jf. Cheese, sir I 

Ortg. Ay, dieese, sir. The dicese, of whidi this is a part^ haa cmi'd 
more people of a dropsyy than ever had it. 

Davy. I give your worship a thousand thanks ; IH go make hertake 
it immediately. [JSnL 

Ortg. Go, and if she dies, be sme to buy her after the beat manner 
yoa can. 

T, Page 427. 

Fielding has borrowed this scene from Molidre's Play (Act iiL, Scene 
5), in The Mock Doctor (Act iL, Scene 16). 

Sir Jasper, Charlot, Maid, Greqobt, Libandkr. 

Sir Ja$. Has she made no attempt to apeak yet ? 

Maid. Not in the least, Sir ; so far from it, that as she used to 
make sort of a noise before, she is now quite silent. 

iSir Ja*, [Looking on his watch] Tis almost the time the doctor pro- 
mised to return. Oh ! he is here. Doctor, your servant. 

Greg. Well, Sir, how does my patient ? 

Sir Jos. Rather worse. Sir, since your prescription. 

Oreg. So much the better, 'tis a sign that it operates. 

Sir Jas. Who is that gentleman, pray, with you 1 

Greg. An apothecary, Sir. — Mr Apothecary, I desire you would 
immediately apply the remedy I prescribed. 

Sir Jas. A song, doctor ? prescribe a song ! 

Greg. Prescribe a song. Sir ! yes. Sir, prescribe a song. Sir. Is 
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there any thing so strange in that 1 did you never hear of pills to purge 
melancholy ? If you understand these things better than I, why did 
you send for me ? sbud ! Sir, this song would make a stone speak. 
But, if you please. Sir, you and I will confer at some distance during 
the application ; for this song will do you as much harm as it will do 
your daughter good. Be sure, Mr Apothecary, to pour it down her ears 

very closely. 

Air 7. 

Lean. Thus, lovely patient, Charlotte sees 
Her dying patient kneel ; 
Soon cured will be your feign'd disease, 
But what physician e're can ease 
The torments which I feel. 

Think, skilful nymph, while I complain. 
Ah, think what I endure : 
All other remedies are vain : 
The lovely cause of all my pain 
Can only cause my cure. 

Oreg. It is. Sir, a great and subtile question among the doctors 
whether women are more easy to be cured than men. I beg you would 
attend to this. Sir, if you please. — Some say. No ; others say, Yes ; and 
for my part, I say both Yes, and No ; forasmuch as the incongruity of 
the opaque humours that meet in the natural temper of women, are 
the cause that the brutal part will always prevail over the sensible. — 
One sees that the inequahty of their opinions depends on the black 
movement of the circle of the moon, and as the sun that darts his rays 
upon the concavity of the earth finds — 

Char, No, I am not at all capable of changing my opinion. 

Sir Jos, My daughter speaks ! my daughter speaks ! Oh, the great 
power of physic ! Oh, the admirable physician ! How can I reward 
thee for such a service ? 

Oreg. This distemper has given me a most insufferable deal of 
trouble. 

[Traversing the Stage in a great heat, the Apothecary following. 

Char. Yes, Sir, I have recover'd my speech ; but I have recovered it 
to tell you, that I never will have any husband but Leander. 

[Speaks tnth great eagerness, and drives Sir Jasper round the Stage, 

Sir Jos. But 

Char. Nothing is capable to shake the resolution I have taken. 

Sir Jos. What ! 

Char. Your rhetoric is in vain ; all your disooujrees signify nothing. 

Sir Jos. I 

Char. I am determined, and all the fathers in the world shall never 
oblige me to marry contrary to my inclination. 

Sir Jos, I have 
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Char. I never will submit to this tvrannv : and if I must not hare 
the man I like, I *11 die a maid. 

Sir Jos, You shall have Mr fhipper 

Chew. No, not in any manner, not in the least, not at all ; Ton throw 
awaj your bn^ath, you l<.»se your time ; you miiy confine me, beat me, 
Imiise me, destn>y me, kill me, do what you will, use me as von will, 
but I never will cf>n«.Mit ; nor all your threats, nor aU your blows, nor 
all your ill-u.sajije, never shall force me to consent ; so far from giving 
him my heart, I never will give him my hand ; for he is my aversion, I 
hate the ver}' sight of him, I had rather see the devil, I had rather 
touch a toa<l ; you may make me miserable any other way ; but with 
him you shan't, that I'm resolved. 

Oreg. Tliere, Sir, there, I think we have brought her tongue to a 
pretty tolerable coimistency. 

Sir JoM. Consistency, quotha I why, there is no stopping her tongue. 
— Dear doctor, I desire you will make her dumb again. 

Oreg. That 's imp<^»88ible. Sir ; all that I can do to serve you is, 
I can make you deaf, if you please. 

Sir Jos. And do you think 

Char. A 11 your reasoning shall never conquer my resolution. 

Sir Jos. You shall marry Mr Dapper, this evening. 

Char, ril be buried first 

Greg. Stay, Sir, stay, let me regulate this affair ; it is a distemper 
that possesses her, and I know what remedy to apply to it. 

Sir Jos. Is it possible, Sir, that you can cure the distempers of the 
mind? 

Oreg. Sir, I can cure any thing. Harkye, Mr Apothecary, you see 
that the love she ha.s for Leander is entirely contrary to the wiU of her 
father, and that there is no time to lose, and that an immediate remedy 
is necessarj' : for my part, I know of but one, which is a dose of purga- 
tive running-away, mixt with two drachms of pills matrinioniac and 
three large liandfuls of tlie Arbor Vitrr; perhaps she -will make some 
difficulty to take them ; but as yon are an able Apothecary, I shall 
trust to you for tlie success ; go, make her walk in the garden, be sure 
lose no time ; to the remedy quick, to the remedy specific. 



U, Page 429. 

Mrs Centlivre, in lier Loc^^s Contrivance (Act iv.. Scene 2), has partly 
imitated Moliere ; Selfwill is Gcronte. 

Enter Selfwill and Martin. 
Sdfwill. How dost thou, child ? Speak to me if thou can'st I 

[She shaken her head. 

Bdl. Indeed, Uncle, I have try'd all the ways I cou'd think on to 

make hi^r sj>eak to me, but to no Purj^ose. — Ha ! if Tni not mistaken. 



THE PHYSICIAN IN SPITE OF HIMSELF. 471 

that is the same Fellow that brought the oranges to-day. I suspect 
she'll quickly speak, were but my Uncle removed. [Aside, 

Sdf. Good lack ! Well, Mr Doctor, you see what a Condition she's 
in, if you can restore her to her Speech, I'll give you what you'll ask. 

Mart. 1 don't doubt it. Sir, Pray, Madam, open your mouth. 

[She opens.] Very well Let me feel your Pulse ; in a very low 

Condition truly. Sir, I must desire every body to avoid the Room ; for 
I never work any of these Cures before any but by my Patients, and 
you must bring me Pen, Ink, and Paper, and be sure you shut the 
Doors fast, and for your Life don't let anybody approach within twenty 
Feet of the Door. [In a very grave tone. 

Bell. So now I see my Suspicion is true. — Sure, Doctor, you 

design to Conjure for her Speech. 

Mart. Not at all. Madam, but I have a particular Method, and it is 
not safe for anybody to be near. 

Bell. 1 am gone, pray Heaven your Design prospers. [Eant. 

Self. But Doctor, may I not stay in the Boom, I'll not look towards 
you. 

Mart. By no means, Sir, I tell you, if any Person is in the 

Room the Charm will be of no Effect. 

Self. Say you so. Sir ? well then, Fm gone, but I'm resolv'd to 

watch which way this Fellow does this Miracle, it m,ust be by the 
Devil certainly ; I have a Window in my Chamber looks into this, 
whence I may see all that's done. [Aside.] Well, Doctor, I'll pray for 
you that your Undertaking may prosper, I'll send you Pen, Ink, and 
Paper immediately. [Exit. 

Mart. Pray do, Sir. Now if she shou'd really be dumb.— -Egad, 

I'll try [Aside.] What wou'd my Master Bdlmie give to be in my 
Place, Madam. 

LiLc. Ha ! Bellmie ! are you not he that was here with Oranges. 

Mart. I am, Madam. Ho, ho, it is as I suppos'd. [Aside. 

Kilter one with Pen, Ink^ etc. 

Mart. And go, go, go, begone quickly. [Exit Servaixt^ Ah! 
Madam, if you had taken that Letter. 

Luc. I wish I had ; but hark ye, did you never live with Bdlmie. 

Mart. Yes, Madam^ when he first courted you, my Name is Martin ; 
but Poverty and Labour, Madam, has almost defac'd me in the Memory 
of everybody ; but Madam, we must be quick, pray take this Paper 
and write to my Master, who is almost driven to Despair to hear of 
this sad Accident. 

Luc. Give it me quickly ; but pray, which way got you Credit with 
my Father to pass upon him for a Doctor ? 

Sdf. Certainly they talk, I can't hear what they say tho*. 

[Appears at a window. 

Mart. By Inspiration, I think ; for how I came to be taken for a 



472 THE PHYSICIAN IN SPITE OF HIMSELF. 

Doctor I doii*t know ; all I know is, that I was forced hither oat of the 
Field, by two of your Father*! Men, per)u4M they mirtook me for 
another ; but they were yery importunate, aa my poor Back and ShonliitTs 
can testify, for I am almost beaten to a Jelly. [^Shru^s his thoMm, 

Luc. Alas! poor Fellow, there's a Guinea for thee ; certainly tliu 

must be a lucky omeiL Well, 111 give you a Letter immediately. 

[Writa. 

Self, Tliey certainly talk, but if Fm not mistaken, she^a a writing 
too ; pray Heaven this ben*t some Fiend, and my Child making a Con- 
tract with the Devil ; FU step down and try whether the Devil or I are 
most cunning. 

Luc. Tliere, I have done. 

Enter Selfwill behind her, and inatches the paper from her. 
Self Have you so % 
Luc. Oh Lord ! 

Mart. Ha ! Nay then, a clear Stage for the Doctor. [Erit. 

Self What's this ? [Beads. 
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Fielding has imitated Molicre's Phyddan in epite of himadf (k-dt iii 
Scene 7), in The Mock Doctor (Act ii., Scene 17.) 

Sir Jasper, Gregort. 

Sir Jos. Wliat drugs, sir, were tliose I heard you mention, for I don't 
remember I ever heard them spoke of before ? 

Oreg. They are some, sir, lately diacover'd by the Hoyal Societv. 

Sir Jos. Did you ever see an^-thing equal to her insolence ? 

(Jreg. Daugliton* are indi-ed sometimes a little too head-strou"". 

Sir Jos. You cauuot imagine, air, how f(K)lialily fond she is of th;it 
Ix^auder. 

(Jreg. Tlie heat of blood, sir, causes that in young minds. 

Sir Jcu. For my part, the mrnnent I diacovered the violence of her 
passion, I have always kept her lockM up. 

Clrcg. You have done very wisely. 

Sir Jas. And I liave prevented them from having the least com- 
municjition together ; for who knows what might have been tlie 
consequence ] who knows but she might have taken it into her head to 
liave run away with him 1 

Greg. Very true. 

Sir Jos. Ay, sir, let me alone for governing girls ; I think I have some 
reason to be vain on that hea<l ; I think I have shewn the world that 
I understand a little of women, I think I have ; and let me tell voa. 
Sir, there is not a little art required ; if this girl had had some fathers, 
they had not kept her out of the hands of so vigilant a lover as I have 
done. 

Oreg. No, certainly, Sir. 
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In the last scenes of the second act of The Mock Doctor, Fielding thus 
finishes his play, which ending, of course, is borrowed from Moliere. 

SCENE XV III, 
Enter Sir Jasper, Greqort, and Dorcas. 

Dor. Where is this villain, this rogue, this pretended physician ? 

Sir J<u. Heyday ! what, what, what's thq matter now 1 

Dor, Oh sirrah ! sirrah ! would you have destroyed your wife, you 
villain ? would you have been guilty of murder, dog ! 

Che^, Hoity, toity ! What mad woman is this ? 

Sir Jos, Poor wretch ! for pity's sake, cure her, doctor. 

Grreg. I shall not cure her, unless somebody gives me a fee. If you 
will give me a fee, Sir Jasper, you shall see me cure her this instant 

Dor, I'll fee you, you villain. Cure me ! 

Air 8. 
If you hope by your skill 
To give Dorcas a pill. 

You are not a deep politician ; 
Could wives but be brought 
To swallow the draught. 

Each husband would be a physician. 

SCENE XIX, 
Enter Jasper, Greoort, Dorcas, and Jambs. 

Jam. Oh, sir ! undone, undone ! your daughter is run away with 
her lover Leander, who was here disguised like an apothecary — and this 
is the rogue of a physician, who has contrived all the affair. 

Sir Jos. How ! am I abused in this manner 1 Here, who is there ? 
Bid my clerk bring pen, ink, and paper : I'll send this fellow to jail 
immediately. 

Jam, Indeed, my good doctor, you stand a very fair chance to be 
hanged for stealing an heiress. 

Greg, Yes, indeed, I believe I shall take my degrees now. 

Dor. And are they going to hang you, my dear husband ? 

Oreg, You see, my dear wife. 

Dor, Had you finished the faggots, it had been some consolation. 

Oreg, Leave me, or you'll break my heart 

Dor, No, I'll stay to encourage you at your death ; nor will I budge 
an inch, till I've seen you hanged. 

SCENE XX. 
To them Leander and Charlot. 
Lean, Behold, sir, that Leander, whom you had forbid your house, 
restores your daughter to your power, even when he had her in his. I 
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Ncvcr var>-. 

N'/F mi.'?ijiirTy, 
If the lover be but the apothecary. 



END OF VOLUME THIRD. 



TCBITBCLL AXD 81*KABfl, FEIimftS, BPIVBUBOK. 



